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LIFE  OF  JOHN  GOWER. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Among  the  few  poets  who  flourished  in  the  first  periods  of  ouf  poetical  histoiy,  the 
now  of  Gower  has  been  handed  down  to  us  with  peculiar  honour,  as  fit  to  be  coupled 
vith  that  of  Chaucer,  to  whom  some  have  supposed  he  was  prior  in  his  attempt  to 
■elioratc  our  poetry,  and  others  have  asserted  that  he  was  the  early  guide  and 
cBODorager  of  Chaucer's  studies.  Yet  there  is  not  much  iA  this,  were  it  con^rmed,  to 
detract  finoBi  Chaucer^s  superiority.  Gower  might  have  possessed  the  judgment  of  a 
critic,  without  the  fire  of  a  poet ;  and  it  is  not  imcommon  for  a  pupil  to  excel  bis 
Bister.  We  know,  however,  too  little  of  the  history  of  either,  to  believe  that  they 
rtood  in  tbese  relations,  and  the  point  of  precedency  must  still  remain  conjectural,  while 
«e  have  more  substantial  evidence  that  as  an  English  poet  Gower  was  far  inferior  to  his 
great  contemporary. 

John  Gower  is  supfkned  to  have  been  bom  before  Chaucer^  but  of  what  fiunily,  or  hi 
what  put  of  the  kingdom,  is  uncertain.  Leland  was  informed  that  he  was  of  the 
aadeat  fiimily  of  the  Gowers  of  Sdtenbam,  in  Yorkshire^ .  and  succeeding  biographers 
appear  to  have  taken  for  granted  what  that  eminent  antiquary  gives  only  as  a  report* 
Odwr  particulars  from  Leland  are  yet  more  doubtful,  as  that  he  was  a  knight  and 
some  tine  chief  justice  of  the  Common  Pleas,  £>r  no  information  respecting  any  judge 
of  tint  mune  can  be  collected  either  in  the  reign  of  Edward  U.  during  which  be  is  said 
lo  have  been  on  the  bench,  or  afterwards.  Weaver  asserts  that  he  was  of  a  Kentish 
frnnly,  and,  in  Caxton's  edition  of  the  Confessio  Amantis,  be  is  said  to  have  been  a 
oative  of  Wales. 

He  wppeam,  however^  to  have  studied  law^  and  was  a  member  of  the  Society  of  the 
Middle  Temple,  where  it  is  supposed  he  met  with,  and  acquired  the  fiiendsfaip  of 
rhftfrr.  llie  anulaqty  of  their  studies,  and  their  taste  for  poetry,  were  not  the  only 
bonds  of  oaioii.  Their  political  bias  was  nearly  the  saope.  Chaucer  attached  Inmself 
to  John  of  Gaunt,  duke  of  Lancaster,  and  Gower  to  Thomas  of  Woodstock,  duke  of 
GhNicestcr,  both  uncles  to  king  Richard  IL  The  tendency  of  the  Confessio  Amantis 
r  tbe  vices  of  the  clergy  coincides  with  Chaucer's  senjtiments,  and  although 
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v/e  have  no  direct  proof  of  those  mutual  arguings  and  disputes  between  them,  which 
Leland  speaks  of,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  their  friendship  was  at  one  time  inter- 
rupted. Chaucer  concludes  his  Troilus  and  Cresside,  with  recommending  it  to  the 
corrections  of  ''  moral  Gower/'  and  ''  philosophical  Strode;"  and  Gower,  in  the 
Confessio  Amantis,  introduces  Venus  praising  Chaucer  **  as  her  disciple  and  poete." 
Such  was  their  mutual  respect;  its  decline  b  less  intelligible.  Mr.  Tyrwfait  says,  ''  If 
the  reflection  (in  the  Prologue  to  the  Man  of  Lawes  T&le,  ver.  4497*)  upon  those  who 
relate  such  stories  as  that  of  Canace,  or  of  ApoUonius  Tyrius,  was  levelled  at  Gower,  as 
I  very  much  suspect,  it  will  be  difficult  to  reconcile  such  an  attack  to  our  notions  of  the 
strict  friendship  whidi  is  generally  supposed  to  have  subsisted  between  the  two  bards. 
The  attack  too  at  this  time  must  appear  the  more  extraordinary  on  the  part  of  our  bard^ 
as  he  is  just  going  to  put  into  the  mouth  of  his  Man  of  Lawe  a  tale,  of  which  almost 
every  drcumstance  is  borrowed  from  Gower.  The  iact  is,  that  the  story  of  Canace  is 
related  by  Gower  in  his  Confessio  Amantis,  B.  iii.  and  the  story  of  ApoUonius  (or 
Apollynus^  as  he  is  there  called)  in  the  viiith  book  of  the  same  work:  so  that,  if  Chaucer 
really  did  not  mean  to  reflect  upon  lus  old  friend,  his  choice  of  these  two  instances  was 
rather  unlucky/' 

**  There  is  another  circumstance,*'  says  the  same  critic, ''  which  rather  inclines  me  to 
believe,  that  their  friendship  suflered  some  interruption  in  the  latter  part  of  their  lives. 
In  the  new  edition  of  the  Confessb  Amantis,  which  Gower  published  after  the  accession 
of  Henry  IV.  the  verses  in  praise  of  Chaucer  (fol.  190.  b.  col.  1.  ed.  1532.)  are  omitted. 
See  MS.  Harl.  3869.  Though  perhaps  the  death  of  Chaucer  at  that  time  had  rendered 
the  compliment  contained  in  those  verses  less  proper  than  it  was  at  first,  that  alone  does 
not  seem  to  have  been  a  sufficient  reason  for  omitting  them,  especially  as  the  original 
.  date  of  the  work,  in  the  l6  of  Richard  11.  is  preserved.  Indeed  the  only  otlier  altera- 
tions, which  I  have  been  able  to  discover,  are  towards  the  beginning  and  end,  where 
every  thing  which  had  been  said  in  praise  of  Richard  in  the  first  edition,  is  either  left 
out  or  converted  to  the  use  of  his  successor  *." 

As  this  is  the  only  evidence  of  a  difference  between  Chaucer  and  Gower,  we  may  be 
allowed  to  hope  that  no  violent  loss  of  friendship  ensued.  As  to  their  poetical  studies, 
it  is  evident  that  there  was  a  remarkable  difference  of  opinion  and  pursuit.  Chaucer 
bad  the  courage  to  emancipate  his  muse  from  the  trammels  of  French,  in  which  it  was 
the  fashion  to  write,  and  the  genius  to  lay  the  foundation  of  Englbh  poetry,  taste  and 
imagination.  Gower,  probabiy  from  his  closer  intimacy  with  the  French  and  Latin 
poets,  found  it  more  easy  to  follow  the  beaten  track.  Accordingly  the  first  of  his  works 
was  written  in  French  measure.  It  is  entitled  ♦*  Specolum  Mbditantis  Un 
Traitte^,  selonc  les  aucteurs,  pour  eusampler  les  amants  marietz,  an  fins  qils  la  foy  de 
lour  seints  espousailles,  pourront  per  fine  loyalte  guarder,  et  al  honeur  de  Dieu 
salvement  tener/'  Of  tliis,  which  is  written  in  Ten  Books,  there  are  two  copies  in  the 
Bodleian  library.  It  is  a  compilation  of  precepts  and  examples  from  a  variety  of 
authors,  in  favour  of  the  chastity  of  the  marriage  bed. 

His  next  work  b  in  Latin,  entiUed  Vox  Clam  antfs.  Of  this  there  are  many  copies 
extant;  tliat  m  the  Cotlonian  library  is  more  fully  entitled  "  Johannis  Gower 
Chronica,  quas  Vox  Clamantis  dicitur,  sine  Poema  de  Insurrexioue  Rusticorum  contra 
ingenuos  ct  nobiles,  tempore  Regis  Richardi  II.  et  De  Causis  ex  quibus  talia  contingunt 

»  Introductory  Discourse  to  the  Canterbury  Tales,  5  xiv.  and  note  15,    C. 
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libris  aeptem.''  Some  lesser  pieces  are  annexed  to  this  copy>  historical  and 
That  in  the  library  of  All  Souls  Collie,  Oxford,  appears  to  have  been  written, 
or  mber  dictated,  when  he  was  old  and  blind.  It  has  an  epistle  in  Latin  verse  prefixed, 
aid  addi«s8ed  in  these  words ;  '<  Hanc  epistolam  subscriptam  corde  devoto,  misit  senex 
ct  evens  Johannes  Gower,  reuerendissimo  in  Christo  patri  ac  domino  suo  principio 
D.  Thoone  Anuidel  Cantaar.  Archiepiscopo,  &c.  Pr.  Successor  Thorns,  Thomas 
I  tibi  do  me."  Tliis,  therefore,  is  supposed  to  have  been  the  last  transcript  he 
i  of  this  work,  probably  near  the  close  of  his  life.  Mr.  Warton  is  of  opuiion  that 
it  was  first  written  in  1397* 

The  CoNFESSio  Amantis,  which  entities  him  to  a  place  among  English  poets, 
vas  fruslicd  probably  in  1393>  after  Chaucer  had  written  most  of  his  poems,  but  before 
je  composed  the  Canterbury  Tales.  It  is  said  to  have  been  begun  at  the  suggestion  of 
King  Ridiud  II.  who  meeting  him  accidentally  on  the  Thames,  called  him  into  the 
nywl  barge,  and  enjoined  him  '<  to  booke  some  new  thing.^'  It  was  first  printed  by 
Caitoo  ID  1493.  In  I5i6,  Barclay,  the  author  of  the  Shi(^  of  Fools,  was  requested  by 
■r  Giles  Aylington  to  abridge  or  modernize  the  Confessio  Amantis.  Barclay  was  then 
old  and  infirm,  and  declined  it,  as  Mr.  Warton  thinks,  very  prudently,  as  he  was  little 
^■aiified  to  correct  Gower.  This  anecdote,  however,  shews  that  Gower  had  already 
becooK  obsolete.  Skelton,  in  the  Boke  of  Philip  Sparrow,  says  <*  Gower*s  Englishe  is 
Mr  I>eaD  Colet  studied  Gower  as  well  as  Chaucer  and  Lydgate,  in  order  to  improve 
fab  style.  In  Puttenham's  age,  about  the  end  of  the  sixteenth  century,  their  language 
«a3  oat  of  use.  In  the  mean  time,  a  second  edition  of  the  Confessio  Amantis  was 
printed  by  Berthelette  in  1532,  a  third  in  1544,  and  a  fourth  in  1554.  At  the  distance 
of  two  centuries*  and  a  half,  a  fifth  is  now  presented  to  the  public.  The  only  stain  on 
hk  character,  which  Mr.  Ritson  has  urged  with  ast>erity,  but  which  i^  obscurely 
(feoemible,  is  the  alteration  he  made  in  this  work  on  the  accession  of  Henry  IV.  and 
Ub  eQD6e(|U€nt  disre^ject  for  the  memory  of  Richard,  to  whom  he  formerly  looked  up 
aa  to  a  patron. 

The  only  other  circumstances  of  his  history  are,  that  he  was  esteemed  a  man  of 
great  learning,  and  lived  and  died  in  afiluence.  That  he  possessed  a  munificent  spirit,  we 
hate  a  most  decisive  proof  in  his  contributing  largely,  if  not  entirely,  to  the  rebuilding  of 
the  conventnal  church  of  St.  Mary  Overry,  or,  as  it  is  now  called,  St.  Saviour*s  church, 
Soatfawark,  and  afterwards  founded  a  chauntry  in  the  chapel  of  St.  John,  now  used 
a&  a  vestry. 

He  ^ipears  to  have  lost  his  sight  in  the  first  year  of  Henry  IV.  and  did  not  long  survive 
tiuA  misfortune,  dying  at  an  advanced  age  in  1402.  He  was  interred  in  St.  Saviour^s 
diuich,  aoMi  a  monument  was  afterwards  erected  to  his  memory,  which,  although  it  has 
MiScred  by  dilapidations  and  injudicious  repairs,  still  retains  a  considerable  portion  of 
antiqoe  magnificence.  It  is  of  the  Gothic  style,  covered  with  three  arches,  the  roof 
within  springing  into  many  angles,  under  which  lies  the  statue  of  the  deceased,  in  a  long 
porple  gown ;  on  his  head  a  coronet  of  roses,  resting  on  three  volumes  entitled  Fox 
Cl^KKoUii,  Speculum  Meditantis,  and  drnfemo  AmantU*  His  dress  has  given  rise  to  some 
of  those  conjectures  respecting  his  history  which  cannot  now  be  determined,  as  his  being 
a  kniglit,  a  judge,  &c. 

Besides  these  larger  works,  some  small  poems  are  preserved  in  a  MS.  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  but  possessing  little  or  no  merit  are  likely  to  remain  in  obscurity*. 

*  RitsoQ*g  Bibliographia  Poetioa,  art.  Gower.    C. 
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Mr.  Walton  spealu  more  highly  of  a  collectioii,  contamed  h  a  fohiiiie,  ia-the  fibraty  of 
the  marquis  of  Stafibrd,  of  which  he  has  given  a  long  account^  with  spedmfcns.  They 
are  sonnets  in  French,  and  certainly  are  more  tender,  pathetic^  and  poetical  than  hb 
larger  poems.  As  an  English  poet^  howerer,  his  reputation  must  still  rest  on  the 
Confessio  Amantis,  but  although  he  contributed  in  some  degree  to  bring  about  a 
beneficial  revolution  in  our  language,  it  appears  to  be  the  universal  opinion  of  the  critics 
that  he  has  very  few  pretensions  to  be  ranked  among  inventors.  Mr.  Warton's  analysis 
of  the  Confessio  will  be  no  improper  i^logy  for  the  meagemess  <^  thb  biographical 
article.  « 

The  Confessio  Amantb,  ^*  is  a  dialogue  between  a  lover  and  his  confessor,  who  b  a 
priest  of  Venus,  and  like  the  mystagogoe  in  the  Picture  of  Cebes^  is  called  Gbrius. 
Here,  as  if  it  had  been  impossible  for  a  lover  not  to  be  a  good  catholic,  the  ritual  of 
religion  is  applied  to  the  tender  passion,  and  Ovid's  Art  of  Love  is  blended  with  the 
breviary.  In  the  course  of  the  confession,  every  evil  affection  of  the  human  heart, 
which  may  tend  to  impede  the  progress  or  counteract  the  success  of  love,  is  sdentifically 
subdivided:  and  its  iiilal  effects  exemplified  by  a  variety  of  apposite  stories,  extmcted 
from  classics  and  chronicles.  The  poet  often  introduces  or  recapitulates  bis  matter  in  a 
few  couplets  of  Latin  long  and  short  verses.    This  was  in  imitation  of  Boethins. 

<<  This  poem  is  strongly  tinctured  with  thoae  pedantic  affectations  concerning  the 
passion  of  love,  which  the  French  and  Italian  poets  of  the  fourteenth  century  borrowed 
fromthetronbadoors  of  Provence.  But  the  writer's  particuhv  model  appears  more 
inmiediately  to  have  been  John  of  Menu's  cdebrated  Romaumt  db  la  Rose.  He 
has,  however,  seldom  attempted  to  imitate  the  picturesqne  imageries,  and  expressive 
personifications,  of  that  exquisite  allegory.  His  most  striking  portraits,  which  yet  are 
conceived  with  no  powers  of  creation,  nor  delineated  with  any  fertility  of  fency,  are 
Idleness,  Avarice,  Micherie  or  Thieving,  and  Negligence,  the  secretary  of  Sloth. 
Instead  of  boMly  clothing  these  qualities  with  corporeal  attributes,  aptly  and  poetically 
imagined,  he  coldly,  yet  sensibly,  describes  their  operations,  and  enumerates  their 
properties.  What  Gower  wanted  in  imveotion,  he  supplied  feom  his  common-place 
book;  wbidi  appears  t6  have  been  stored  with  an- inexhaustible  fiind  of  instmcttve 
maxims,  pleasant  narrations,  and  philosophical  definitions.  It  seems  to  have  been  his 
object  to  crowd  all  his  erudition  into  tUs  ehriborate  performance.  Yet  there  is  often 
some  degree  of  contrivance  and  mt  in  his  manner  of  inlffodncmg  and  adapting  subjects 
of  a  very  distant  nature,  and  which  are  totally  foreign  to  his  general  design. 

"  In  tbe  fourth  book,  our  confessor  turns  chembt;  and  diseoursiDg  at  large  on  the 
Hermetic  science,  developes  its  principles,  and  exposes  its  abuses,  with  great  penetration. 
.  He  deHvers  the  doctrines  concerning  the  vegetable,  mineral,  and  animal  stones,  to 
which  Falslaffe  alhides  in  Shakspeare,  with  amaamg  accuracy  and  perspicuity;  although 
this  doctrine  was  adopted  from  systems  then  in  vogue.  In  anotber  place  he  applies  the 
Aigonautic  expedition  in  search  of  the  golden  fleece,  which  he  relates  at  length,  to  the 
same  visionary  philosophy.  Gower  very  probably  condoeted  his  associate  Chaucer  into 
those  profound  mysteries,  whidi  had  been  just  opened  to  our  countrymen  by  the  books 
of  Roger  Baoon. 

**  In  the  seventh  book,  the  whole  circle  of  the  Aristotelic  philosophy  is  explained; 
which  ouv  lover  is  desirous  to  learn,  supposing  that  the  importance  and  variety  of  its 
speculations  might  conduce  to  sooth  his  anxieties  by  diverting  and  engaging  \&i 
attention.  Such  a  discussion  was  not  very  likely  to  aflbrd  him  much  consolation  x 
especially,  as  hardly  a  single  ornamental  digression  is  admitted,  to  dccorato  a  field 
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Bitanlty  lo  destitute  of  flowers.  Almost  the  only  one  is  the  deseriptioii  of  the  chariot 
ttdcrovnof  the  son;  in  which  the  Arabian  ideas  conoemii^;  precious  stones  are 
iKcnroven  with  Ovid's  fictions  and  the  chusical  Mythology. 

'^Pcrhapsy  in  estimating  Grower's  merit,  I  ht«e  poshed  the  notion  too  far,  that 
b«uBe be  shews  so  mnch  leamhig  he  had  no  great  share  (^natural  abilities.  Bat  it 
ihooki  be  considered,  that  when  hocks  began  to  grow  fashaonabie,  and  the  reputation 
of  karung  conferred  the  highest  honour,  poets  became  ambitious  of  bemg  thought 
Kkohn:  and  sacrificed  their  native  powers  of  invention  to  the  ostentation  of  displaying 
atatensive  course  of  reading,  and  to  the  pride  of  profound  erudition.  On  this  account, 
ihe  untitb  of  these  times,  who  were  totally  uneducated,  and  poured  forth  spontaneous 
AfMi  in  obediimce  to  the  workings  of  nature,  often  exhibit  more  genuine  strokes  of 
faaaa  and  imagiDation  than  the  professed  poets.  Chancer  b  an  exception  to  this 
okenslion:  whose  original  feelings  were  too  strong  to  be  suppressed  by  books,  and 
those  ievning  was  overbalanced  by  genius. 

"  Hub  aifectation  of  appearing  learned,  which  yet  was  natural  on  the  revival  of 
ftentnie,  in  our  old  poets,  even  in  those  who  were  altogether  destitute  of  talents,  has 
Idt  to  posterity  many  a  curious  picture  of  manners,  and  many  a  romantic  image.  Some 
of  our  andent  bards,  however,  aimed  at  no  other  merit  than  that  of  being  able  to 
mafj:  and  attempted  nothing  more,  than  to  doath  in  rhyme  those  sentiments,  which 
vwld  have  a|^)eared  with  equal  propriefy  in  prose'."  , 

Ur.  Warton  s  account  of  the  sonnets  in  the  marquis  of  Stafford's  libiaiy  occurs  in  the 
(MDdatiuns  and  additions  to  his  second  volume. 

la  this  libraiy  "  there  is  a  thin  oblong  manuscript  on  vellum,  containing  some  of 
Cover  s  pueais  in  Latin,  French,  and  English.  By  an  entry  in  the  first  leaf,  in  the 
bod-vriting,  and  under  the  signature,  of  Thomas  Fairfax,  Cromwell's  general,  an 
■niqiarian,  and  a  lover  and  collector  of  curious  manuscripts,  it  appears,  that  this  book 
nipreseoted  by  the  poet  Gower,  about  the  year  1400,  to  Heniy  the  Fourth;  and  that 
ini  given  by  lord  Fairfax  to  his  friend  and  kinsman  sir  Thomas  Gower,  knight  and 
biraaet,  in  Uie  year  l656.  By  another  entry,  lord  Fairfax  acknowledges  to  have 
nmed  it,  in  the  same  year,  as  a  present,  from  that  learned  gentleman  Charies  Gedde, 
oq^ofSt  Andrews  in  Scotland;  and  at  the  end  are  five  or  six  Latin  anagrams  on 
Gedde,  written  and  signed  by  lord  Fairfax,  with  this  title,  '  In  nombn  venerandi  et 
CBKfii  Aflud  sni  Caroli  Geddci.'  By  king  Henry  the  Fourth  it  seems  to  have  been 
phced  ID  the  royal  library :  it  appears  at  least  to  have  been  in  the  hands  of  king  Henry 
t^Sereath,  while  earl  of  Richmond,  from  the  name  Rychemond,  inserted  in  another  of 
^  bUok  leaves  at  the  beginning,  and  explained  by  this  note,  *  Liber  Henrici  septimi 
te  Cooiitis  Richmond,  propria  manu  scripsit.'  This  manuscript  is  neatly  written, 
vitfa  miaiated  and  illuminated  initials:  and  contains  the  follovying  pieces.  I.  A 
l^SBegfric  in  stanzas,  with  a  Latiu  prologue  or  rubric  in  seven  hexameters,  on  king 
Hcarj  the  Fourth.  This  poem,  commonly  called  Carmen  de  pads  commendatione  in 
^4^  Hamd  quartz,  is  printed  in  Cbaucer*s  works  (Vol.  I.  p.  548).  II.  A  short 
Luiapecaiin  elegiacs  on  the  same  subject,  beginning,  '  Rex  call  deu*  et  dbminus  qui 
tmpm  tobu:  (MSS.  Cotton.  Otho.  D.  1.  4.)  This  is  followed  by  ten  other  very 
>^  pieces,  both  in  French  and  English,  of  the  same  tendency.  III.  Cinkante 
B^LADEs,  or  fifty  sonnets  in  Trench.  Part  of  the  first  is  illegible.  They  are  closed 
^ilk  the  following  epilogue  and  colophon : 

>  Hist,  of  Poetrx,  Vol.  ii.  1^31  pastim.    C. 


'  Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


Tui  LIFE  OF  GOWER. 

O  gentill  EDgletere  a  toi  iescrits, 
Pour  remembrer  ta  ioie  qest  noaelle> 
.Qe  te  survieDt  du  noble  Roy  Heoru, 
Par  qui  dieos  ad  redreste  ta  querele, 
A  dieu  purceo  prient  et  cil  ei  celle, 
Qil  de  sa  grace,  au  fort  Roi  corone^ 
Doignit  pea8>  boDour,  ioie  et  prosperite. 

Exj^kkmt  carmina  lokU  Gawer  que  GaUice  compedta  Baladbs  dictuUur.  IV.  Two 
sbort  Latin  poems  in  elegiacs,  the  first  beginning,  *  Ecce  patet  tensus  ceci  Cvpidinis 
araa/  The  second,  '  0  Nattara  viri  potuit  quam  toUere  nemo,*  V.  A  French  poem, 
imperfect  at  the  beginning.  On  the  Dignity  or  Excellence  of  Marriage,  in  one  book. 
The  subject  is  illustrated  by  examples.  As  no  part  of  this  poem  was  ever  printed,  I 
transcribe  one  of  the  stories. 

'<  Qualiter  Jason  uxorem  snam  Medeam  relinquens,  Creusam  Creontis  regis  iiliam 
sibi  camaliter  copulavit.    Verum  ipse  cum  duobis  filiis  suis  postea  infortunatus  periit." 


Li  prus  lason  qeu  lisle  de  Colchos 
Le  toison  dor,  pour  laide  de  Medee 
Conquist  dont  H  donour  portoit  grant  loos 
Par  tout  le  monde  encourt  la  renomee 
La  joefne  dame  one  soi  ad  amenee 
De  son  pays  en  Grece  et  lespousa 
Ffreinte  espousaile  dieus  le  vengera. 

Quant  Medea  meulx  qui  de  etre  en  repos 
Ove  son  mari  et  qelle  avoit  porte 
Deux  fils  de  luy  lors  changea  le  purpos 
£1  quelle  lason  permer  fuist  oblige 
n  ad  del  tout  Medeam  refuse 
Si  prist  la  file  au  roi  Creon  Creusa 
Ffrenite  espousaile  dieux  le  vengera. 
Medea  qot  le  coer  de  dolour  doos 
En  son  corous  et  ceo  fuist  grant  pite 
Sas  joefnes  fils  queux  et  jadb  en  clos 
Veniz  ses  costees  end  com  forseue 
Deyant  ses  oels  lason  ele  ad  tue 
Ceo  qeu  fuist  fait  pecche  le  fortuna 
Ffrenite  espousaile  dieux  le  vengera. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  piece,  the  poet  introduoes  an  apology  for  any  inaccorracies, 
which,  as  an  Englishman,  he  may  have  committed  in  the  French  idiom. 

Al  universite  de  tout  le  monde 
loH  AN  Gow  BR  ceste  Balade  evoie ; 
Et  si  ieo  nai  da  Francois  faconde. 
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LIFE  OF  GOWER.  is 

Ptedonets  moi  qe  ieo  de  ceo  fbrsvoie. 
leo  suis  Englois:  si  qnier  par  tiele  voie 
Eire  excuae  mab  qaoique  mills  endie 
V  amour  pariait  en  dieu  se  justifie. 

It  b  finished  with  a  few  Latin  hexameters^  viz.  '*  Quis  sit  vel  qualis  sacer  order 
comabialts.''  Thb  poem  occurs  at  the  end  of  two  valuable  folio  manuscripts^  illumin- 
Hed  and  on  vellum,  in  the  Bodleian  library^  viz.  MSS.  Fairfax,  iii.  and  NE.  F.  8.  9* 
Abo  JD  tin  manuacript  at  AU^Souls  college,  Oxford,  MSS  xxvi.  And  in  MSS.  Harl.  8869. 
litU  these,  and,  I  believe,  in  many  others,  it  b  properly  connected  with  the  Confessio 
Avotb  by  the  following  rubric  ''  Puisqu'  il  ad  dit  cidevant  en  Englob^  par  voic 
dcsanple,  la  soCie  de  cellui  qui  par  amours  aimie  par  especial,  dirra  ore  apres  en  FranccNS 
I  toot  le  Bond  en  general  une  traitie  selonc  les  auctors,  pour  essemplar  les  amants 
■iriez,  &C.    It  begins 

Le  creature  du  tout  creature. 

*'  Bat  the  Y^ioquante  Balades,  or  fifty  French  sonnets  above-mentioned,  are  the 
cuiioos  and  valuable  part  of  (tlib)  manuscript.  They  are  not  mentioned  by  those  who 
bf  e  wiitten  the  life  of  thb  poet,  or  have  catalogued  hb  works.  Nor  do  they  appear  in 
ay  other  manuscript  of  Gower  which  I  have  examined.  But  if  they  should  be  dis- 
covered in  any  other,  I  will  venture  to  pronounce,  that  a  more  authentic,  unembarrassed, 
«m)  pncticable  copy  than  thb  before  us,  will  not  be  produced:  although  it  b  for  the 
«Kt  part  unpointed,  and  obscured  with  abbreviations,  and  with  thos^  mispellings 
thidi  flowed  from  a  scribe  unacquainted  with  the  French  language. 

"  To  siy  no  more,  however,  of  the  value  which  these  little  pieces  may  derive  from 
beiog  10  scarce  and  so  little  known,  they  have  much  real  and  intrinsic  merit.  They  are 
tnder,  pathetic,  and  poetical;  and  place  our  old  poet  Gower  in  a  more  advantageous 
point  of  view  than  tlwt  in  which  he  has  hitherto  been  usually  seen.  I  know  not  if  even 
ttysnoBg  the  French  poets  themselves,  of  this  period,  have  left  a  set  of  more  finished 
aooMts:  for  they  were  probably  written  when  Gower  was  a  young  man,  about  the 
HIT  1350.  Nor  had  yet  any  English  poet  treated  the  passion  of  love  with  equal 
^dicacy  of  sentiment,  and  elegance  of  composition.  I  will  transcribe  four  of  these 
Babdes  as  correctly  and  intelligibly  as  I  am  able:  although  I  must  confess,  there  are 
«oflK  Jines  which  I  do  not  exactly  comprehend.. 


BALADE  XXXVI. 

Pour  comparer  ce  jolif  temps  de  May. 
Ieo  dirrai  semblable  a  Paradis: 
Car  lors  chantoit  et  merle  et  papegai, 
Les  champH  sont  vert,  les  herbes  sont  florb; 
Lors  est  Nature  dame  du  paijs: 
Dont  Venus  poignt  I'amant  a  tiel  assai, 
QenanUre  amour  nest  qui  poet  dire  Nai, 

VOL  IL  b 
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UFE  OF  GOWER. 
Quant  tout  ceo  voi,  ct  <|iie  ko  ptnaisniiy, 
Comeut  Nalme  ad  tout  le  dmmI  wafm* 

Dont  poor  k  temp*  se  fait  miaote  €t  fiui« 
£t  ieo  des  autMs  suis  seakoi  ban|iriii» 
Com  al  qui  sanz  amie  est  vrab  amis, 
Nest  pas  mervaile  lors  si  ieo  mesmai^ 
QencofUre  amour  nest  qui  poet  dire  Nai, 

Ed  Hett  de  rose,  uitie  ciuUerai^ 
Dont  mes  diapeab  ferrai  par  tiel  devis, 
Qe  tout  ioie  et  confort  ieo  lerrai. 
Si  celle  so«de  en  qni  iai  moa  coer  mn, 
Selonc  le  ponit  qe  iai  sovent  requis, 
Ne  de^e  alegger  les  griefs  mals  qe  iia, 
Qenamtre  amour  nest  qui  poet  dire  Nai. 

Pour  pite  querre  et  pourchacer  intris, 
Va  ten  balade  ou  ieo  tenvoierai, 
Qore  en  certain  ieo  Iai  tresbien  apris 
Qeneontre  amour  nest  qui  poet  dire  Nai» 

BALADE  XXXIV. 

Saint  Valentin,  I'Amour^  et  la  Natow, 
Des  touteoiaeak  ad  en  gouornementy 
Dont  chascon  deaox,  teoMable  a  sa  nesan^ 
Un  compaigne  honeste  a  son  taknt 
Eslist,  tout  dan  accord  et  dun  aasent. 
Poor  celle  soule  laist  a  oovenir: 
Toutes  les  autres  car  nature  aprent 
Ou  U  coers  est  le  corps  fait  obeir. 

Ma  doulce  Dame,  ensi  ieo  vous  assure, 
Qe  ieo  vous  ai  eslieu  semblablement, 
Sur  toutes  autres  estes  a  dessure 
De  roon  amour  si  tresentierement, 
Qe  riens  y  fait  pourquoi  ioiousement, 
De  coer  et  corps  ieo  vous  voldrai  servir. 
Car  de  reson  cest  une  experiment 
Ou  li  coers  est  le  corps  faU  obeir. 

Pour  remembrer  iadb  celle  aventure 
De  Alceone  et  oeiz  enseinent. 
Com  dieus  muoit  en  oisel  lour  figure, 
Ma  volente  serroit  tout  tielement 
Qe  sans  envie  et  danger  de  la  gent, 
Nous  porroions  ensemble  pour  loisir 
Voler  tout  francs  en  Totre  esbatement 
Ou  H  coers  est  le  corps  fali  obeir. 
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UFE  OP  60W£|t.  ^ 

Ma  belle  oisel,  vers  qui  moa  pensemeot 
Sen  vole  ades  sanz  nuU  contreteoir 
Prea  cest  escript  car  ieo  sai  voirement 
Ou  U  cocrs  est  k  corps  faU  obeir. 

BALADE  XLIIL 

Plustricheroiis  qe  lason  a  Medee, 
A  Deianire  ou  q'  Ercules  estok^ 
Plus  q'  Eneas  q'  avoit  Dido  lassee, 
Plue  qe  Theseus  q'  Adriagnc  '  amoit. 
On  DemopboD  qut  Pbillis  oubliot, 
Te  trieus,  helas,  qamer  iadis  soloie, 
DoDt  chanterai  desore  en  mon  endroit 
Ce9t  ma  douhur  qefuist  amicois  majou, 

Unques  Ector  qama  Pantafilee  *. 
En  tiele  baste  a  Troie  n»  sarmoit, 
Qe  tu  tout  mid  nes  deniz  le  lit  coucbe 
Amis  as  toutes  quelques  venir  doit, 
Ne  poet  cbaloir  mais  qune  femme  y  soit^ 
Si  es  comun  plus  qe  la  balte  voie, 
Helas,  qe  la  fortune  me  de9oit, 

Cest  ma  dolour  qefuist  amkou  majoie. 

De  Lancelot  si  fuissetz  remembre^ 
£t  de  Tristans,  com  il  se  countenoit, 
Generides%  FOoient',  par  Tonope', 
Oiascun  des  ceauz  sa  loialte  gardoit; 
Mais  tu,  belas,  qest  ieo  qe  te  forsvoit 
De  moi  qa  toi  iamais  mill  iour  falsoie» 
Tu  es  a  large  et  ied  sui  en  destroit^ 
Cat  ma  dolour  qejuut  amkoU  majoie. 

Des  toatz  les  mals  tu  qes  le  plus  malpit, 
Ceste  compleignte  a  ton  oraille  envoie 
Sante  me  laist,  et  langour  me  recoit, 
Cat  ma  dolour  qefidit  amicois  majok. 

BALADE  XX. 

Si  com  la  nief,  quant  le  fort  vent  tempeste. 

Pur  balte  mier  se  toma  ci  et  la, 

Ma  dame,  end  mon  coer  mauit  en  tempeste. 

Quant  le  danger  de  vo  panrole  orra, 

Le  nief  qe  votie  boucbe  souffleni, 

h  FsBtlMtilea.    c  4  name  corraptJj  written,    d  Florence  de  Rome.    •  Ptirthenope» 
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Mi  LIFE  OF  GOWER. 

Me  fait  sigler  sur  le  perjj  de  vie, 
Qesi  en  danger  fait  quil  mera  supplie. 

Rois  Ulyxes,  sicom  dos  dist  la  Geste, 
Vers  son  paiis  de  Troie  qui  sigla. 
Not  tiel  paoor  du  peril  et  moleste, 
Quant  les  Sereines  en  la  mier  passa, 
£t  la  danger  de  Circes  escbapa, 
Qe  le  paour  nest  plus  de  ma  partie, 
Qest  en  danger  fait  quit  mera  supplie. 

Danger  qui  tolt  damour  tout  la  feste, 
Unques  un  mot  de  confort  ne  sona, 
Ainz  plus  cruel  qe  nest  la  fiere  beste 
Au  point  quant  danger  me  respondent. 
La  chiere  porte  et  quant  le  nai  dim, 
Plusque  la  mort  mestoie  ceile  oie 
Qat  en  danger  fait  quil  mera  svppUe* 

Vers  vous«  ma  bone  dame,  borspris  cella^ 
Qe  danger  nianit  en  votre  compainie^ 
Cest  balade  en  mon  message  irra 
Qest  en  danger  fait  quil  mera  suppiie.*' 
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TO 
THE  MOSTE  VICTORIOUS,  AND  OUR  MOSTE  GRACIOUS  SOUERAIGNE  LORDE 

KYNGE   HENRY   THE  VHI. 

CTNGE  OF  ENGLANDE  AND  OF  FRANCE,  DEFENDER  OF  THE  FAYTH, 
AND  LORDE  OF  IRELANDE,  &c. 

X  irr%KKe  vriteth,  whan  Alexander  had  discomfite  Darius  the  kynge  of  Perse,  amonge  other  iewetf 
cf  tr*e  saide  kyn^res,  there  was  fouode  a  cuiious  littell  cheste  of  great  value,  which  the  nuble  kinj^ 
▲ttxander  beholding  saide:  This  same  shall  serue  fgr  Homere. 

Wbicbe  is  noted  for  the  greate  loue  and  fauour,  that  Alexander  had  vnto  lemyng:  But  this  I 
t'.TtJbe  Tcrily,  that  his  loue  and  fauour  therto,  was  not  so  great  as  your  gracis:  whichc  caused  me, 
■ijAe  victorious,  and  mostc  redoubted  soueraigue  lorde,  after  1  had  printed  this  warke,  to  deuise  with 
mr  «eile,  vhetber  I  might  be  so  bolde  to  presente  your  highnesse  with  one  of  them,  and  so  in  your 
wtycr%  mLODe  put  them  forth.     Your  moste  hi/h  and  moste  princely  maiestee  abashed  and  cleane 
c  »<>oan(red  me  so  to  do,  both  because  the  present  (as  concemynge  the  value)  was  farre  to  simple 
as  me  thought)  and  because  it  was  none  other  wise  my  acte,  but  as  I  toke  some  peyne  to  printc  it 
•zjoT  correctly  than  it  was  before.    And  though  I  shulde  saie,  it  was  not  muchc  greatter  peyiie  to  that 
ever  Uent  clerke  the  morall  lohan  Gower,  to  compile  the  same  nobie  warke,  than  it  was  to  me  to  print 
i^  na  nan  will  beleue  it,  without  conferringe  both  the  printes,  the  oldc  and  myn  together.     And  as  I 
n-Att  in  this  bosbment,  I  remembred  your  incomparable  Clemencie,  the  whiche,  as  I  haue  my  selfe 
ioak»tyine  sene,  moste  graoiously  accepteth  the  sklender  giftes  of  small  value,  which  your  highncs 
pc:ce«ned  were  offred  with  gnat  and  louinge  affection,  and  that  not  onely  of  the  nohuls  and  great 
cs£a*es,bat  also  of  your  meane  subiectes:  the  whiche  so  muche  boldeth  me  agaiiic,  that  though  I  of 
%LZ  other  um  your  moste  humble  subiecte  and  seruaunte,  yet  my  herte  geueth  me,  that  your  highnesse, 
as  T4>  are  acciutomed  to  do,  woU  of  your  moste  benigne  nature  consider,  that  I  woldc  with  as  good 
«iiL  if  ift  were  as  well  in  my  power  giue  vnto  your  grace  the  most  goodliest  and  largest  cite  of  al  the 
worlJe.     And  ibis  more  oucr  I  very  well  knowe,  that  both  the  nobles  and  commons  of  this  your  noble 
P  fahne,  s*  a'l  the  sooner  accepte  this  boke,  the  gladlier  rede  it,  and  be  the  more  diligent  to  marke 
and  beare  awey  the  morall  doctrines  of  the  same,  whan  they  shal  see  it  come  forthe  vnder  your  traces 
Baaae,  whom  tbei  with  all  their  very  hertes  so  truely  loue  and  drede,  whom  they  knowe  so  excellently 
well  kerned,  whom  they  eoer  fyndc  so  good,  so  iuste,  and  so  gracious  a  prince.     And  who  so  euer  iu 
reUs^  of  this  warke,  doth  consider  it  well,  shall  fynde,  that  it  is  plentifully  stulfed  and  fournished 
m.tik  okanilblde  eloquent  reasons,  sharpe  and  quicke  argumentes,  and  examples  of  great  auctoritee, 
percvadyoge  vnto  vertue,  not  onely  taken  out  of  the  poetes,  oratours,  historie  writers,  and  philoso- 
phers, but  also  out  of  the  holy  scripture.     There  is  to  my  dome  no  man,  but  that  he  maie  by  read- 
u.re  at  this  warke  get  right  great  knowlage,  as  well  for  the  vnderstandynge  of  many  and  diuers 
aactoun,  whose  reasons,  saycuges,  and  histories  are  translated  in  to  this  warke,  as  for  the  pleintie  of 
caslishe  wordes  and  vulgars,  beside  the  furtherance  of  the  life  to  vertue.     Whichc  olde  englishe 
v3rdes  and  vnlgart  no'wise  man,  because  of  their  antiquitee  will  throwe  aside.     For  the  writers  of 
later  daies,  the  which  began  to  loth  and  hate  these  olde  vulgars,  whan  they  them  selfe  wolde  write  in 
•er  CBgltsh  tonge,  were  constreigned  to  bringe  in,  in  their  writynges,  newe  termes  (as  some  call  them) 
wk^he  thei  borowed  out  of  latine,  frenche,  and  other  langages,  whiche  caused,  that  they  that  vnder- 
trjvie  not  those  langages,  firom  wbens  these  newe  rulgars  are  fette,  coude  not  perceiue  thuir  writyn;;as. 

▼QL.  IL  B 
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And  though  our  most  alowed  olde  anton  did  othemrhile  vie  to  borowe  of  other  langagea^  either 
because  of  their  metre,  or  elles  for  hicke  of  a  feete  englishe  worde,  yet  that  ought  not  to  be  a  preti- 
dente  to  vs,  to  heapa  them  in,  where  as  nedeth  not,  and  where  as  we  haue  all  redie  wordei  approued 
and  receiued,  of  the  same  efiecte  and  strength.  The  whiche  if  any  man  wante,  let  hym  resorte  to 
this  worthy  olde  writer  lohn  Gower,  that  shal  as  a  lanteme  giue  him  lighte  to  write  cunningly,  and  to 
gamislie  his  sentences  in  onr  Tulgare  tonge.  The  which  noble  auctour,  I  prostrate  at  your  graces 
feete,  most  lowly  present,  and  beseche  your  highnes,  that  it  maie  go  forth  vuder  your  graces  finuour. 
And  I  shall  euer  praie:  God  that  is  almightie  preserue  your  roiall  maiestee  in  motte  longe  con- 
tinuance of  all  welthe,  honour,  i^orie,  and  grace  infinite*  Amen* 


V 
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TO  THE  REDER. 


Zv  tine  put  whaa  tbis  warke  was  printed^  I  can  not  coniecte,  what  was  the  cause  therof,  the 
proloyBe  bHbie  was  cleane  altered.  And  bjr  that  mene  it  wolde  seme,  that  Gower  did  com!>iIe  it  at 
tte  rrqncsle  of  the  noble  duke  Henry  of  Lancastre.  And  although  the  bokes  that  be  written,  be 
eaaCnrie,  yet  I  haiae  folowed  tberin  the  print  copie,  for  as  muche  as  it  maie  senie  bothe  waies,  and 
becanse  moste  copies  of  the  same  warke  are  in  printe:  but  yet  1  thought  it  good  to  wame  the  reder, 
that  the  writtn  copies  do  not  agree  with  the  printed.  Therfore  1  haue  printed  here  those  same  lines* 
that  1  fynde  in  the  written  copies.  The  whiche  alteracion  ye  shall  peipceiue  began  at  the  xxiii.  line 
in  tbe  ]fniogae,  and  goth  forth  on,  as  ye  se  here  folowyng. 

In  our  englisshe  1  thinke  make 
A  boke  for  kynge  Richardes  sake. 
To  whom  belongeth  my  ligeance 
VTith  all  my  hertes  obeisance. 
In  all  that  euer  a  liege  man 
Unto  his  kynge  maie  done  or  can. 
So  forforth  I  me  recommande 
To  hym,  whiche  all  me  maie  commando, 
Preiende  vnto  the  high  reigne, 
Whiche  causeth  enery  kynge  to  reigne, 
That  his  corone  longe  stonde. 

I  thynke  and  haue  it  vnderstonde, 
As  it  be  fill  vpon  a  tide. 
As  thyoge,  whiche  shulde  tho  betide. 
Under  the  towne  of  oewe  Troie, 
Whiche  toke  of  Brute  his  firste  ioye, 
In  Themse,  whan  it  was  flowende. 
As  I  by  bote  came  rowende : 
So  as  fortune  bir  tyme  sette. 
My  liege  lorde  perchance  I  mette. 
And  so  befelle  as  1  cam  nigh, 
Out  of  my  bote,  whan  he  me  sigh. 
He  bad  me  come  into  his  barge. 
And  whan  I  was  with  hym  at  large, 
Amonges  other  tlfyngcs  seyde. 
He  hath  this  charge  vpon  me  leyde, 
And  bad  me  do  my  businesse, 
That  to  his  high  worthinesse 
Some  newe  thynge  1  shulde  boke. 
That  he  bym  selfe  it  might  loke. 
After  the  forme  of  my  writynge 
And  this  vpon  his  commandyng 
Myn  berte  is  well  the  more  glad 
To  write  so  as  he  me  bad. 
And  eke  my  feare  is  well  the  lasse. 
That  none  enuie  shall  compasse. 
Without  a  reasonable  wite 
To  feige  and  blame  that  1  write. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


4 
A  getitill  herte  his  tonge  stilletb, 
That  it  malice  none  distilleth 
But  preiseth,  that  is  to  be  preised: 
But  he  that  hath  his  worde  ynpeised 
And  handleth  with  ronge  any  tbynge, 
I  praie  vnlo  the  heuen  kynge. 
Fro  suche  tonges  he  me  shilde. 
And  netheles  this  worlde  is  wilde. 
Of  suche  ianglyng  and  what  befall. 
My  kynges  heste  shall  not  falle. 
That  I  in  hope  to  dewrue 
His  thonke,  ne  shall  his  will  obsenie 
And  els  were  I  nought  excused. 

For  that  thyng  maie  nought  be  refused, 
What  that  a  kyngc  hym  selfe  bit. 
For  tby  the  simplest  of  my  wit 
I  thynke  if  that  it  maie  auaile. 
In  his  seruice  to  trauaile 
Though  I  sickenes  haue  vpon  honde. 
And  longe  haue  had,  yet  woll  I  fonde, 
So  as  1  made  my  beheste. 
To  make  a  boke  after  his  heste, 
And  write  in  suche  a  maner  wise, 
IVhiche  maie  be  wisedome  to  the  wise. 
And  plaie  to  hem  that  list  to  plaie. 
But  in  prouerbe  1  haue  herde  saie. 
That  who  that  well  his  warke  beginneth. 
The  rather  a  good  ende  he  winneth. 

And  thus  the  prologue  of  my  boke. 
After  the  worlde,  that  whilom  tokc. 
And  eke  somdele  after  the  newe, 
I  woU  begyn  for  to  newe. 

And  thus  I  saie  fur  these  lix.  lynes,  there  be  as  many  other  printed,  that  be  cleane  contrarie  vnto 
these,  both  in  sentence  and  id  meanyng.  Farthermore  there  were  lefte  out  in  diuers  places  of  the 
warke  lines  andcolumes,  ye  and  sometyme  holle  padges,  whiche  caused,  that  this  moste  pleasant  and 
easy  auctour  coude  not  well  be  perceiued:  for  that  and  chaungeyng  of  wordes,  and  misordrynge  of 
sentences,  wolde  haue  mased  his  mynde  in  redyng,  that  had  ben  very  well  lemed:  and  what  can  be  a 
greatter  blemisshe  vnto  q  noble  auctour?  And  for  to  preise  worthily  vuto  you  the  great  lernyug  of 
this  auctour,  I  knowe  my  selfe  right  muche  vnable,  ye  shal  your  selfe  now  deme,  whan  ye  shall  see 
hym  (as  nere  as  I  can)  set  forth  in  his  owne  shappe  and  likencs.  And  this  the  mene  tyme  I  maie  be 
bolde  to  saie,  that  if  we  shulde  neuer  haue  sene  his  connyng  warkes,  the  whiche  euen  at  the  full  do 
witnesse,  what  a  clerke  he  was,  the  wordes  of  the  moste  fieimous  and  ezcellente  Geffraie  Chaucer,  that  he 
wrote  in  the  ende  of  his  moste  speciall  warke,  that  is  intitled  Troilus  and  Creseide,  do  sufficiently 
iestifie  the  same,  where  be  saith : 

O  morall  Gower,  this  boke  I  directe 

To  the,  and  to  the  philosophical!  Strode 

To  vouchsafe,  ther  nede  is,  to  correcte  » 

Of  your  benignitees  and  zeles  good. 

By  the  whicbe  wordes  of  Chaucer,  we  maie  also  vnderstonde,  that  he  and  Gower  were  bothe  of  one 
selfe  tyme,  bothe  excellently  lemed,  both  great  frendes  to  gether,  and  both  a  like  endeuoured  them 
sclfes  and  iniploied  their  tyme  so  well  and  so  vertuously,  that  thei  did  not  onely  passe  forth  their  lifes 
here  right  honorably,  but  also  for  their  so  doynge,  so  looge  (of  likelyhode)  as  letters  shall  endure 
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and  coDtinae,  this  noble  roialme  shall  be  the  better,  ouer  and  beside  their  honest  fhme  and  renowme. 
And  thiu  whan  thei  had  gone  their  ioumey,  the  one  of  tiiem,  that  is  to  saie,  lohn  Cower  prepared  for 
^  bones  a  rpstynge  place  in  the  monasterie  of  saynt  Marie  Oueres,  where  somwhat  after  the  olde 
&cioB  he  lieth  right  sumptaoosely  buried,  with  a  garlande  on  his  head,  in  token  that  he  in  his  life 
dates  flottrisshed  fresshely  in  literature  and  science.  And  the  same  monumente,  in  remembrance  of 
kym  erected,  is  on  the  North  side  of  the  fore  saide  churche,  in  the  chapell  of  sainte  lohn,  where  he 
bath  of  his  owne  foundacion,  a  masse  daily  songe.  And  more  ouer  he  hath  an  obite  yerely,  done  for 
hym  within  the  same  churche,  on  fridaie  after  the  feaste  of  the  blessed  pope  saynte  Gregorie. 

Beside  on  the  wall  whene  he  lieth,  there  be  peinted  three  virgins,  with  crownes  on  their  heades,  one 
flf  the  whiche  it  written  Charitie,  and  she  holdeth  this  diuise  in  hir  honde. 

En  toy  qui  es  fitz  de  dieu  le  pere 
Sauue  soit,  qae  gist  souz  cest  piere. 

The  lecoDda  is  written  Mercie^  whicbe  holdeth  in  hir  hande  this  diuise: 

O  Sone  Jesu  fait  ta  mercie 
Al  alme,  dont  le  corpe  gist  icy. 

The  thyrde  of  them  is  written  Pitee,  whicbe  holdeth  in  hir  hande  this  deaise  folowynge. 

Pur  ta  Pit6  Jesu  r^^rde, 

£t  met  cest  alme  in  sauue  garde. 

And  thereby  hongeth  a  table,  wherin  appereth,  that  who  so  ener  praith  for  the  soale  of  luhn 
Gower,  he  shall  so  oft  as  he  so  doth,  haue  a  M.  and.  O.  dates  of  pardon. 

The  other  lieth  buried  in  the  monasterie  of  seynt  Peters  at  Westminster  in  an  ile  on  the  iOQth  side 
of  the  charcbe.     On  whose  soules,  and  all  christen,  lesu  haue  mcrie.        Amen. 
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OF 


JOHN    GO  WER, 


PROLOGUS. 

Hk  imprimis  decUrat  Joanes  Gower,  qoam  ob 
cansampresentem  libellum  composuit,  &  Bnaliter 
oomploiit,  Ao.  regni  re^is  Ric.  secundi.  16* 

AP  them,  that  writen  rs  to  fore 

^  Tbebokes  dwelle:  and  we  therfort 

Ben  tanght  of  that  was  writen  tbo. 

For  thy  good  is,  that  we  also 

Ib  oor  tone  amonge  vs  here 

Bo  write  of  newe  some  mattere 

Eosunpied  of  tlae  olde  wise 

So  that  it  might  in  soche  a  wise 

Wttin  «e  be  deaule  and  els  where 

Beleoe  to  the  worldes  ere 

In  tyme  eomyng  alter  this 

Aad  for  men  uejne^  and  sothe  it  is. 

That  who  that  all  of  wisdome  write 

It  dalleth  ofte  a  mans  witte. 

To  hym  that  shall  it  all  daie  rede 

For  Uiilke  cause  if  that  ye  rede 

I  vyfl  go  the  middell  wey 

Aad  vrite  a  boke  bytwene  the  twey 

Sonvfaat  of  lust,  and  somwhat  of  lore 

Tha  of  the  lasse,  or  of  the  more 

Soox  man  maie  like  of  that  1  write 

And  for  that  few  men  endite 

b  oor  eng^tsshe,  for  to  make 

A  booke  for  Bnglandes  sake 

The  yere  xri.  <^  kyoge  Richarda 

^Httt  shall  be&lle  here  afterwarda 

God  woce,  for  nowe  vpon  this  tide 

Men  tee  the  woride  on  euery  side 

!■  loodrie  wise  so  diuersed 

That  H  well  nigh  stant  all  renencd. 

Als  for  to  tpeake  of  time  ago 
The  eaase  why  it  changeth  so 
It  oedeth  aongfat  to  specific, 
TW  tfayagt  w  opta  it  ai  the  eie 


That  euery  man  it  maie  bebolde. 
And  netheles  by  daies  olde, 
Whan  that  the  boke<(  weren  leuer, 
Writyng  was  beloued  euer 
Of  them,  that  weren  vertuous. 
For  here  in  erthe  nmonge  ts 
If  no  man  write  howe  it  stode. 
The  pris  of  them  that  were  good 
Sholde  (as  who  saiyh  a  great  partie) 
Beloste:  so  for  to  magni6e 
The  worthy  princeis,  that  tho  were. 
The  bookes  shewen  here  and  there 
Wherof  the  woride  ensamplcd  is 
And  tho  that  diden  than  amis 
Through  tyraiinie  and  cfueltee 
Right  as  thei  stonden  in  degree. 
So  was  the  writyng  of  the  werke. 
Thus  I,  whiche  am  a  borell  clerke. 
Purpose  for  to  write  a  booke 
After  the  woride  that  whilom  toka 
Longe  time  in  olde  daies  passed. 
But  for  men  seyn  it  is  novi  Ussed 
In  wers  plight  than  it  was  tho, 
1  thynke  for  to  tonche  also 
The  woride,  whiche  neweth  euery  dale 
So  as  I  can,  so  as  I  maie 
Though  1  sekenesse  haue  vpon  honde 
And  longe  haue  had,  yet  wolde  1  fonde 
To  write,  and  do  my  besinesse, 
That  in  some  partie,  so  as  I  gesse. 
The  wise  man  maie  be  aduised. 
For  this  prolo:  ue  is  so  assised 
That  it  to  wtsedome  all  belongeth, 
That  wise  man  that  it  vnderfongeth. 
He  shall  draw  into  remembrance 
The  fortune  of  the  worldes  chance. 
The  whiche  no  man  in  his  persone 
Maie  knowe,  but  the  god  alone. 
Whan  the  prologue  is  so  dispended 
Tha  boka  shaU  afUwaida  ba  anded 
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Of  loue,  nhiche  dothe  manj  a  wonder, 
And  many  a  wise  man  liath  put.  vnder. 
And  in  tbis  wise  I  thyuke  totreate 
Towarde  them,  that  liowe  be  erreate, 
Betwene  the  vertue  and  the  vice, 
Whiche  longcth  vnto  this  offxce. 
But  for  Qiy  wittes  beii  to  smale 
To  telle  euery  man*  tale 
This  booke  vpon  amendement 
To  8tonde  at  his  commaudeinent 
With  whom  mine  herte  is  of  accorde,. 
I  sende  vnto  mine  owne  lorde, 
"Whiche  of  Lancaster  is  Henry  named 
The  hygh  God  hath  hym  proclamed 
Full  of  knyghthode  and  all  grace, 
So  wolde  I  nowe  this  werke  embrace 
Ood  graunte  I  mote  it  well  acheue 
With  whole  truste  and  whole  beleue. 

Tcmpns  prxteritum  praesens  fortnna  beatum 

Linqiiit,  &  antiquas  vertit  in  orbe  vias. 
Prosenuit  veterem  ooncors  dilectio  paoem, 

Dum  facies  hominis  nuncia  mentis  erat. 
Leffibus  vnicolor  tunc  temporis  aura  refuJsit> 

lustitiae  plane  tuncque  fuere  viae. 
Nuncqiie  latens  ckIIus  vultum  depingit  amoris, 

Paceque  sub  ficta  terapus  ad  arma  tegit. 
Jnstar  &  ex  variis  mutabile  cameliontis 

Lex  eeiit,  &  resrnis  sunt  noua  iura  nouis. 
Climataque  fueraht  sulidissima,  sicque  p  t  orbem 

Soluuntur,  nee  eo  centra  quietis  habent« 

Destatu,ref?noque,vtdiounl»secundiimtemporalia, 
Vi  Jelicet  tempore  regis  Ricbardi  gecuodi,  Anno 
rcgni  sui  sextodecimo. 

If  T  shall  drawe  in  to  vny  mynda 
The  time  passed,  than  I  fynde 
The  worlde  stnle  in  all  his  welthe.. 
Tho  was  the  life  of  man  in  helth^ 
Tho  was  plentce,  tho  was  richesse^ 
Tho  was  the  fortune,  tho  was  prowessc, 
Tho  was  knidithode  in  price  by  name, 
Wherof  the  wide  worldes  fame 
Write  in  <^4onicles  is  yet  withholde, 
Justice  of  lawc  tho  was  holde. 
The  priuilege  of  re^alie 
Was  safe,  and  all  the  Baronie 
Worshipped  was  in  his  astate. 
The  cili«s  knewe  no  debate, 
The  people  stode  in  obeii^ance 
tJnder  the  rule  of  gouernance 
And  peace  with  vnrightwisenesse  kfiste 
With  charitee  tho  »tode  in  reste: 
Of  mans  herte  the  courage 
Was  shewed  then  in  the  vjsage. 
The  worde  was  like  to  the  conceite 
Without  semblant  of  deceite. 
Tho  was  there  vnenuied  loue, 
Tho  was  vertut'  set  abour. 
And  vycp  was  put  vnder  foote, 
Nowp  stanie  the  crope  vnder  the  roote.. 
The  world o  is  chansced  ouerall, 
And  therof  mostt'  in  sprriall 
That  loue  is  falle  in  to  discorde,. 
And  that  I  take  in  to  rerorde 
Of  euery  lande  for  his  partie 
The  common  voice,  whichn  male  not  Ke. 
Nouirht  vpon  one,  but  vpon  all 
Is  that  men  nowa  clepe  and  calle» 
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And  seyn,  that  rcignes  bene  deuided^ 

In  st(  de  of  loue  is  hate  guided. 

The  warre  woll  no  peace  purchace. 

And  lawe  hath  take  hir  double  face, 

Su  that  J  stice  out  of  the  waie 

With  rightwisencs  is  gone  a  waie. 

\nd  thus  to  loke  on  euery  faalue 

Men  sene  the  sore  without  salne, 

Whiche  all  the  worlde  hath  ouertaka 

There  js  no  i^eigue  of  all  out  take. 

For  euery  dimat  hath  his  dele 

\fter  the  tournyng  of  the  whele, 

Whiche  blinde  fortune  ouerthroweth» 

Wherof  the  certaine  no  man  knowetb.. 

The  heuen  wote  what  is  to  doone, 

fiut  we  that  dw«II  vnder  the  moone 

Sonde  in  this  worlde  vpon  a  were, 

And  namely  but  the  powere 

Of  them  that  bene  the  worldes  guidea 

With  good  counsell  on  all  sides, 

Ren  kept  vpright  in  surhe  a  wise. 
That  bate  breke  nought  thassise 
Of  loue,  whiche  is  all  the  chiefe 
To  kepe  a  reigne  out  of  mischiefe: 

For  all  reason  wolde  this, 

That  vnto  him,  whiche  the  head  iB» 

The  membres  buxom  shall  bowc. 

And  he  shulde  eke  their  trouth  alowe 

With  all  his  herte,  and  make  them  cberes 

For  good  counseill  is  good  to  here, 
Ail  though  a  man  be  wise  hym  selue. 
Yet  is  the  wisdonie  more  of  twelue: 
And  if  thei  stande  both  in  one, 
To  hope  it  were  then  anone, 
Tftat  God  his  grace  wolde  sende 

To  make  of  thiike  werre  an  ende, 

Whiche  euery  dale  nowe  groweth  news 

And  that  is  greatly  for  to  rewe, 

In  spcciall  for  Christes  sake, 

Whiche  wolde  his  owne  life  forsake 

Amonge  the  men  to  yeuen  pees, 

Bnt  nowe  men  tellen  uatheles. 

That  loue  is  from  the  worlde  departed^ 

So  stant  the  peace  vneuen  parted. 

With  them  that  liuen  now  a  daies^ 

But  for  to  loke  at  all  assaies 

To  him,  that  wold  reson  seche 

After  the  comen  worldes  speche. 

It  is  to  wonder  of  thiike  werre, 

In  whiche  none  wote  who  hath  the  werre.. 

JFor  euery  lond  him  selfe  deceiueth. 

And  of  disease  his  parte  receiueth 

And  yet  take  men  no  kcpe. 

But  thiike  lorde,  whirhe  all  male  kepe. 

To  whom  no  counseill  ma-e  be  hid, 

U|>on  the  worlde,  wbiche  is  betide 

Amende  that,  wherof  men  plaine 

With  trewe  hertes  and  with  plaine 

And  reconcele  loue  as:aine : 

As  h*',  whiche  is  kynge  soueraine 

Of  all  the  worldes  gouernance 

And  of  his  high  puruiance 

AfFerme  peace  betwene  the  londes. 

And  take  their  cause  in  to  his  hondes. 

So  that  the  world  maie  stand  appeased. 

And  his  godheade  also  be  pleased. 

Qnas  coluit  Moses  veins,  aut  nouus  ipse  loanes^ 

Hestemas  leges  vix  colit  ista  dies. 
Sic  prius  Ecclesia  bina  virtute  polita. 

Nunc  magis  incuita  pallet  Ytraqtie  via^ 
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ftcifieam  Petri* vaginam  macro  resumens 
Horruit  ad  Christi  verba  rruurU  iter. 

Nunc  tamen  assiduo  gladium  de  sanguine  tinctum 
V'tbrat  auaricia  lege  repente  sacra. 

Sir  iupos  est  pastor,  pr  bostis,  mors  miserator, 
Pnedoque  largitor,  pax  &  in  orbe  timor. 

De  «tarn  cleri  rt  dicunt,  secundum  spiritualia,  ri- 
del irte  tempore  Robt;rti  Gilbonensis»  qui  nomen 
Clemeotis  sortitus  est  sibi  tunc  Antipape. 

To  thiokc  vpon  the  daies  olde. 
The  liff  of  lierkcs  to  bfholde, 
Men  seyn  how  that  thei  were  the 
£u«ainple,  and  rewie  uf  all  tho, 
Wliiche  of  wis/Iome  the  vertue  soughten, 
Unto  the  god  firste  thei  besoughten, 
A*  *o  the  substance  of  their  schoole, 
Ti^at  thei  ne  shulde  not  befoole 
Their  witu»  rpon  none  erthly  werkes, 
Whiche  wore  ayfn««t  the  a<tatc  of  clerkes. 
And  that  thei  mighten  flee  tho  vice, 
Whiche  Syvnou  hath  in  his  office. 
Woerof  he  taketh  golde  in  honde. 
Fortbilke  time  (f  vnderstonde) 
The  Inmbarde  made  non  es9hange 
The  bisshopriches  for  to  change: 
Xe  yet  a  letter  for  to  sende 
For  di?nitee,  ne  for  prouende, 
Or  cured,  or  withont  cure. 
Tb'^  chorche  !aie  in  aduenture 
Ofaraipsand  of  brigantaille 
&ide  no  thyne  then  vpon  battaillet 
To  fight  or  for  to  make  cheste 
It  thought  them  then  not  honeste. 
Batof  simplicitee  and  pacience  . 
Tbfi  maden  then  no  defence. 

The  courte  of  worldly  "regallie 
To  them  was  then  no  bail  lie. 
Toe  ratne  honour  was  nought  desired, 
Whiche  hath  the  proude  herte  fired 
The  humilitee  was  tho  withholde, 
And  pride  was  a  vice  holde. 

Of  holy  churchte  the  largesse^ 
Yafe  then  and  did  great  almesse 
To  poure  men,  that  bad  ueede. 
Thei  were  eke  rhast  in  word  and  deede, 
Wherof  the  people  ensample  toke. 
Their  hist  was  all  vpon  the  boke, 
Ot  for  to  prerhe  or  for  to  praie, 
To  wise  men  the  right  waie 
Of  sucke  as  stode  of  trouth  vnlered.    . 
lo  thus  is  Prtere  barge  stered  • 
Of  them,  that  thiike  time  were. 
And  thus  came  firste  to  mans  ere 
The  frith  of  Christe  and  all  good, 
Tbroojjh  them  that  then  wer**  g-^od. 
Aid  M)bT«.  and  chaste,  and  large,  and  wise. 
Attd  Dowe  (men  seyn)  is  other  wise 
Simon  t^-e  cause  hath  vndertake, 
Th-*  worlde!!  «werde  in  bond  is  take. 
And  that  is  woonder  nothcles, 
Whan  Chri^e  him  aeife  hath  bode  pees 
And  iPt  it  in  his  Ustament. 

H>w  now  that  holy  churche  is  went, 
Of  that  their  lawe  positife 
Hath  set  to  make  werre  and  strife 
F'f  wordli  goode^,  whiche  maie  not  last. 
God  wote  the  cause  to  the  last 
Of  euery  right  and  wronge  also. 
^  wbyle  the  lawe  U  ruled  90, 


That  clerkes  to  the  werre  intende^ 
I  not  howe  that  thei  shall  amende 
The  wofuU  worlde  in  other  thinget 
To  make  pearc  betwene  kynges 
After  the  lawe  of  chart  tee, 
Whiche  is  the  propre  dewtee 
Belonged  vnto  the  priestood : 
Rut  as  it  thiiiketh  to  manhood. 
The  heauen  is  far,  the  worlde  is  nigh. 
And  vaine  glorie  is  eke  so  sligh, 
Whiche  couetise  hath  now  withholde. 
That  thei  none  other  thinge  beholde. 
But  on'y  that  thei  mighten  winne. 
And  thus  the  werres  thei  beginne, 
Wherof  the  holy  churche  is  taxed. 
That  in  the  poiut  as  it  is  aved. 
The  disme  goth  to  the  battaile. 
As  though  Christe  might  not  auaile 
To  do  them  right  by  other  waie : 
In  to  the  sworde  the  churche  kaie 
Is  turned,  and  the  holy  bede. 
In  to  cttrsynge,  and  euery  stede, 
Whiche  shulde  stonde  vpon  the  feithe 
And  to  thig  cause  an  eare  leithe 
Astonyed  is  of  the  quarele. 
That  shulde  be  the  worldes  hele. 
Is  nowe  men  sayn  the  pestilence, 
Whiche  hath  expelled  pacience 
Fro  the  clergie  in  speciall. 
And  that  is  shewed  ouerall, 
In  euery  thyng  whan  thei  be  greued: 
But  if  Gregorie  be  be'eued, 
As  it  i<i  in  the  bokes  writte, 
Hv;  dothe  vs  somdr'Ie  for  to  witte 
The  cause  of  thiike  prelacie 
Where  God  is  nought  of  companie. 
For  euery  werke  as  it  is  founded 
Shall  stande,  or  els  be  confounded. 
Who  that  onely  for  Christes  sake 
Desireth  cure  for  to  take, 
And  uougbt  for  pride  of  thiike  astate 
To  beare  a  name  of  a  prelate. 
He  shall  by  reason  do  profite 
In  holy  Churche  vpon  the  plite, 
That  he  that  set  his  conscience: 
But  in  the  worldes  reacrence 
Thcr  be  of  suche  many  glade. 
Whan  thei  to  thiike  astate  be  made 
Nought  for  the  merite  of  the  charge. 
But  for  thei  wolde  him  selfe  discharge 
Of  pouertee,  and  become  grete, 
And  thus  for  pompe  and  for  behete 
The  scribe  and  eke  the  pharisee, 
Of  Moyses  vpon  the  sec, 
In  the  chaire  on  high  ben  sette, 
Wherof  the  feitb  is  ofle  lette, 
Whiche  is  betake  them  to  kepe. 
In  Christes  cause  all  dale  thei  slepe 
But  of  the  worlde  is  nought  foryete 
For  well  is  him,  that  nowe  male  gete 
Office  in  court  to  be  honoured: 
The  stronjre  Coffre  hath  all  deuoured 
Under  the  keie  of  auarice 
The  tresour  of  the  benefice, 
Wherof  the  poure  shulden  clothe. 
And  ete,  and  drinke,  and  house  bothe. 
The  charitee  goth  all  vnknowe. 
For  thei  no  graine  of  pitee  sowe. 
And  slouthe  kepeth  the  librarie, 
Whiche  longetb  to  the  santuarie. 
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To  stndie  vpoB  tlie  werldei  lort 
SufBceth  nouflrbt  wtthoat  more 
Delicaeie  his  sweete  toothe 
Hath  snffired  80  that  it  fordooth« 
Of  abstinence  all  that  ther  is: 
And  fur  to  loken  ouer  this 
If  Ethna  brenne  in  theclergie 
Al  openly  to  mans  eie. 
At  Auignon  thexperience 
Therof  bath  youen  an  euidence, 
Of  that  men  veen  them  so  deutded. 
And  yet  the  cause  is  nought  decided. 
But  it  is  saide,  and  euer  shall 
Betwene  two  stooles  is  the  fall, 
Whan  that  men  weiien  best  to  sitte. 

In  holy  ohtirche  of  suche  a  slitte 
Is  for  to  rewe  vnto  vs  alle, 
God  grauDte  it  mote  well  befiille 
Towardes  him  whicbe  hath  the  trouth. 
But  ofte  is  seen,  that  mucbe  slonth, 
Wban  men  ben  drunken  of  the  cup 
Doth  muche  harmcy  whan  the  fire  is  Tp, 
But  if  somwbo  the  fiame  stanche: 
And  so  to  speke  ypon  this  branche, 
Whiche  proud  enuie  hath  made  to  spring 
Of  schisme,  causeth  for  to  bringe 
This  newe  secte  of  lollardie. 
And  also  many  an  heresie 
Amongre  the  clerkes  in  them  selue. 
It  were  better  dike  and  delue, 
And  stande  vpon  the  rig-ht  fetth, 
Than  knowe  all  that  the  bible  seitfai 
And  erre,  as  some  clorkes  doo. 
Upon  an  hande  to  weare  a  sboo^ 
And  set  vpon  the  (bote  a  gloue, 
Acordeth  not  to  the  behoue 
Of  reasonable  mans  vse. 
If  men  behelden  the  vertuse 
That  Christe  in  erthe  taught  here, 
Thei  shulde  not  in  suche  manere 
Amonge  them,  that  be  holde  wis* 
The  papacie  so  desguise. 
Upon  diuers  election, 
Whicbe  stant  after  tbaffection 
Of  sondrie  iandes  all  aboate: 
But  whan  god  woll,  it  shall  weare  out. 
For  trothe  mote  stande  at  laste. 
But  yet  thei  argumenten  (mste 
Upon  the  pope  and  his  astate, 
Wherof  thei  &Ilen  in  great  debate. 
I*hi8  clerke  saide  ye,  that  other  naie: 
And  thus  thei  drrue  foorthe  the  daie, 
And  eche  of  them  hym  selfSe  amendeth  * 
Of  worldes  good :  but  n'one  entendeth 
To  that,  whicbe  common  profite  were^ 
Thei  sein,  that  god  is  mighty  there. 
And  shall  ordeine,  what  he  wyll, 
There  make  thei  none  other  skyll. 
Where  is  the  peryll  of  the  feith. 
But  eucry  clerke  bis  herte  leieth 
To  kepe  his  worlde  inspeciall: 
And  of  the  cause  generall, 
Whiche  vnto  wholy  churche  longetb. 
Is  none  of  them  that  vuderfongeth 
To  shapen  any  resistence, 
And  thus  the  right  hath  no  defence: 
But  there  I  lone,  there  I  holde. 
Lo  thus  to  broke  is  Christes  folde, 
Wherof  the  flocke  without  guide 
Dtttoord  if  on  vuery  tide. 


In  lacke  of  them,  that  be  ▼nware* 
Shepherded,  whiche  their  witts  bewai* 
Upon  the  worlde  in  other  halue, 
The  sharpe  pricke  in  stede  of  salue 
They  vsen  nowe,  wherof  the  hele 
Thei  hurte  of  that  thei  shulde  hele. 
What  shepe,  that  is  full  of  wulle 
Upon  his  backe  thei  tose  and  pullc 
Whyle  tber  is  any  thynge  to  pille, 
And  though  there  be  none  other  skille^ 
But  onely  for  thei  wolde  winne, 
Thei  leaue  nought,  whan  thei  beginne 
Upon  their  acte  to  procede, 
Whiche  is  no  good  shepeherdes  dede. 
And  rpon  this,  also  men  sayn. 
That  fro  the  lease,  whiche  is  plaine, 
III  to  the  breres  thei  forcatche, 
Here  of  for  that  thei  wolden  lache 
With  suche  duresse,  and  so  bereue,   > 
That  shal  vpon  the  thonies  leue 
Of  wooll,  whiche  the  brere  hath  tore, 
Wherof  the  shepe  ben  all  to  tore, 
Of  that  the  herdes  make  them  lese 
Lo  how  thei  feignen  chalke  for  chese. 
For  though  thei  speake  and  tecbe  welle, 
Thei  done  them  selfe  therof  no  dele. 
For  if  the  wolfe  come  in  the  waie 
Their  gostly  staife  is  then  awaie, 
Wherof  thei  shuld  their  fiocke  defende. 
But  if  the  poure  shepe  offende 
In  any  thynge,  though  it  be  lite, 
Thei  ben  all  ready  for  to  smite. 
And  thus  how  euer  that  thei  tale 
The  strokes  fall  vpon  the  smale: 
And  vpon  other  that  bene  greate 
Them  lacketh  herte  for  to  beate 
So  that  vnder  the  clerkes  I  awe 
Men  seen  the  merell  all  misdrawe, 
I  woll  not  saie  in  generall. 
For  there  be  some  in  special  I, 
In  whom  that  all  vertue  dwelleth. 
And  tho  bene,  as  the  Apostell  t^lletb 
Qfti  vocantur  a  deo  tanquam  Aaron^ 
That  God  of  his  election 
Hath  cleped  to  perfection. 
In  the  maner  as  Aaron  was, 
Thei  be  nothynge  in  thilke  cas 
Of  Symon,  whiche  the  fbldes  gate 
Hath  lete:  and  goth  in  other  gate: 
But  thei  gone  in  the  right  waie. 

There  bene,  also  somme  (as  naen  taiey 
That  folowen  Symon  at  heles. 
Whose  carte  goth  vpon  wheles 
Of  couetise  and  worMea  pride. 
And  holy  churche  goth  beside: 
Whiche  sheweth  outwarde  a  visage 
Of  that  is  nought  in  the  courage. 
For  if  men  loke  in  holy  churche 
Betwene  the  worde,  and  that  thei  worche^ 
There  is  a  full  great  difference. 
Thei  prechen  vs  in  audience. 
That  no  man  shall  his  soule  empeiieb 
For  all  is  but  a  cherie  feire 
This  worldes  good,  so  as  thei  tell. 
Also  thei  saien,  there  is  an  be11» 
Whiche  vnto  mans  sinne  is  due : 
And  bidden  vs  tberfore  escbewe 
That  wicked  is,  and  do  the  good. 
Who  that  tbeir  wordes  vuderstodeg 
It  tbinketh  thei  wolde  do  the  same. 
But  yet  betwene  emest  and  game. 
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II 


Fall  oft  it  toroeth  other  wiae, 
With  holy  tales  thci  deuise^ 
Hov  meritory  is  tbiike  dede 
Of  chAritee  to  clothe  and  fade 
The  poore  foUe.  and  for  to  parte 
The  worldcs  coo*],  but  thei  departe 
Ne  thinke  nought  fro  that  thei  baue. 
Aiao  thei  sain  good  is  to  saue 
With  penance,  and  with  abstinence. 
Of  chastitee  the  continence : 
Bat  plainly  for  to  speke  of  that 
1  not  how  thiike  bodye  fot, 
Whiche  thei  with  deintte  meates  kepe, 
And  laien  it  softe  for  to  slepe. 
Whan  it  hath  elles  of  his  will 
With  chastit«e  shall  stonde  still: 
And  netheles  I  can  not  saye 
In  annter  that  I  missaye 
ToQchend  of  this,  how  euer  it  stande 
1  befc,  and  will  -noujrbt  vnderstande. 
For  tberof  haue  I  nought  to  doone. 
But  he  that  made  first  the  oioone. 
The  high  god  of  bis  goodnes. 
If  ther  be  canse,  he  it  redresse. 
Bat  what  that  any  roan  can  accuse. 
This  maie  reason  of  trouthe  excuse^ 
The  vice  of  them  that  ben  vn^ood 
b  no  repreefe  vnto  the  good. 
For  eoery  man  his  owne  werkes 
Shall  beare:  and  thns  as  of  the  derket 
The  pood  men  ben  to  comroende, 
lad  all  these  other  god  amende. 
For  thei  be  to  the  worldes  eie 
IV  myrroar  of  examplarie. 
To  fcnlen  and  taken  hede, 
Betwene  the  men,  and  the  godhede. 

Volearis  popolus  regali  lege  snbactns 
Dam  iacct  vt  mitis  digna  subibit  onus; 

S  caput  ertollat,  &  lex  sua  frena  relaxat, 
Vt  sibi  velle  iobet^  tygridis  instar  habet 

Ifnis  aqna  dominans  duo  sunt  pietate  carentes, 
Ira  tamen  plebis  est  Tiolenta  magis. 

De  stata  plebis^  nt  dicunt.  secundum  accidentia 
mutabilia. 

NowB  for  to  tpeke  of  the  commune, 
B  is  to  drede  of  that  fortune. 
Which  bath  befalle  in  sondrye  loudest 
Bot  ofte  for  deiaute  of  boodet 
All  codeinly,  er  it  be  wist, 
A  tonne,  whan  his  lie  arist 
Tobreketh,  and  renneth  all  aboute, 
Whiche  els  shnlde  noui^lit  gone  out 

And  eke  full  ofte  a  Uttel  skare 
tpoo  a  hanke,  er  men  be  ware. 
Let  in  the  ictreme,  whiche  with  gret  peine. 
If  tny  Duin  it  shall  restreine. 
Where  lawe  foilleth,  errour  groweth. 
Re  is  not  wise,  who  that  ne  troweth. 
For  It  hath  prooed  oft  er  this. 
And  thns  the  common  clamour  is 
la  cocsy  Inode,  where  people  dweUelh : 
And  eche  in  his  complainte  telleth, 
Hov  that  the  worlde  is  mtswent, 
Aadthervpon  his  argument 
Teoeth  enery  roan  in  sondrie  wise : 
Bat  what  man  wolde  him  selfe  anise 
Hb  CQBscicnce,  and  nought  misuse, 
Be  maia  wifl  at  the  Ant  escnae 


His  god,  whiche  euer  stant  ia  one. 
In  him  there  is  defaute  none 
So  must  it  stande  vpon  vs  selue. 
Nought  only  vpon  ten  ne  twelue. 
But  plenarly  vpon  vs  all. 
For  man  is  cause  of  that  shall  fall. 

Nota  contra  hoc,  quod  aliqui  fortem  Fortune,  al!<- 
qui  influentiam  planetarum  ponunt,  per  quod  (ut 
dicitur)  rerum  euentus  necessario  contingit,  sed 
potius  dicendum  est,  quod  ea  quae  nos  proapem 
et  adversa  in  hoc  mundo  v  ocamos,  secundum 
merita  et  demerita  hominum,  digno  dei  iudicio 
proueoiunt. 

AND  netheles  yet  some  men  write 

And  sayn  fortune  is  to  wite: 

And  some  men  holde  opinion^ 

That  it  is  constellacion, 

Whiche  causeth  all  that  a  man  doothe. 

God  wote  of  bothe  whiche  is  soothe* 

The  worlde,  as  of  his  propre  kinde 

Was  euer  vntrew,  and  as  the  blinde 

Improperly  he  demeth  fame : 

He  blametb,  that  is  nought  to  blame 

And  preiseth,  that  is  nouj^ht  to  preise 

Thus  whan  he  shall  the  thinges  peise 

Ther  is  deceit  in  his  balance, 

And  all  is  that  the  variance 

Of  vs,  that  shnlde  vs  better  auise. 

For  after  that  we  fall  and  rise 

The  worlde  ariste,  and  falleth  with  all: 

So  that  the  man  is  oner  all 

His  owne  cans'"  of  wele  and  wo. 

That  we  fortune  clepe  so. 
Out  of  the  roan  him  selfe  it  groweth. 
And  who  that  other  wise  troweth, 
Beholde  the  people  of  Israel, 
For  euer,  while  thei  didden  well, 
Fortune  was  them  debonaire : 
And  when  thei  didden  the  contraire* 
Fortune  was  contrariende : 
So  that  it  proueth  wele  at  ende. 
Why  that  the  worlde  is  v/onderfull« 
And  maie  no  while  stande  full. 
Though  that  it  seme  wele  besayn. 
For  enery  worldes  thing  is  vaine* 
And  euer  goth  the  whole  aboute. 
And  euer  stant  a  man  in  doute. 
Fortune  stant  no  while  still : 
So  hath  ther  no  man  his  will, 
Als  for  as  any  man  maie  knowe 
There  lasteth  nothing  but  a  throwe. 

Boetius. 

O  quam  dulcedo  humane  vite  mnlta  amaritudiue 

asperse  est 

The  worlde  stante  euer  vpon  debate, 

So  maie  be  siker  none  astate, 

Now  here,  now  there,  now  to,  now  fh). 

Now  vp,  now  down,  the  world  gdth  so, 

And  euer  hath  done,  and  euer  shall : 

Wherof  I  finde  in  special 

A  tale  writen  in  the  Bible, 

Whiche  must  nedes  be  credible* 

And  that  as  in  conclusion, 

Saith,  that  vpon  diuision 

Stant,  why  no  worldes  thing  male  laste 

Til  it  be  driue  to  the  laste. 

And  fro  the  first  reigne  of  all 

Unto  this  dait  bow  to  be&U 
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Of  that  the  reignes  be  aieuable. 
The  man  him  selfe  hath  be  culpable^ 
Whiche  of  his  goueniance 
Fortuneth  all  the  worldes  chance. 

Prosper  &  aduersus  obliquo  tramite  verstis 
Immundus  mundus  decipit  omne  genus. 

Mundus  in  euentu  versatur,  vt  alea  caso, 
9uam  celer  in  ludis  iactat  aura  manus. 

Sicut  imago  viri  variantur  tempera  mundi, 
Statque  nihil  firmum  ,pr8eter  amare  deum. 

Hie  in  prologo  tractat  de  statua  ilia,  quam  rex  Na- 
bugudonosor  videratin  somnis,  cuius  caput  au- 
reum,  pectus  areenteum,  venter  eneus,  tibte 
ferrt^e,  pedum  vero  quedam  pars  fenrea,  quedam 
fictuis  videbatur:  sub  qua  membrorum  diuwsi- 
tate  secundum  Dauielis  expositionem  huias 
mundi  variatio  figurabatur. 

The  high  almighty  purueiance. 
In  whose  etirne  remembrance 
From  first  was  euery  thing  present, 
He  hath  his  prophecie  sent 
(In  suche  a  wise  as  thou  shalt  here) 
To  Daniel  of  this  matere, 
How  that  this  world  shal  torne  and  wenda 
Till  it  be  falle  vnto  his  ende : 
Wherof  the  tale  tell  I  shall, 
In  which  is  betokened  all. 
As  Nabugonosor  slepte 
A  sweuen  him  toke,  the  whiche  he  kept 
Til  on  the  moroNve  he  was  arise. 
For  theieof  he  was  sore  agrise, 
Til  Daniel  his  dreme  he  tulde, 
And  praied  him  faire,  that  he  wolde 
A  rede  what  it  token  maie, 
And  saide,  a  bedde  where  I  laic. 
Me  thought  I  seighe  vpon  a  stage, 
>Vhere  stoode  a  wonder  strange  image  : 
His  head  with- all  the  necke  also 
They  were  of  fine  golde  bothe  two, 
His  breaKte,  his  shoulders,  and  his  armes 
Were  all  of  siluer,  but  tharmes, 
The  wombe,  and  alt  downe  to  the  khee 
Of  bras  thei  were  vpon  to  see : 
His  legges  thei  were  made  all  of  Steele, 
So  were  his  feete  also  somdele. 
And  some  dele  parte  to  them  was  take 
Of  erthe,  whiche  men  pottes  make. 
The  feble  mengled  was  with  the  stronga 
So  might  it  not  stande  longe. 

Hie  narrat  vlterius  de  quodam  lapide  grandi,  qui  ut 
in  dictosomnio  videbaturab  excelso  monte  super 
statuam  corruen.«i,  ipsam  quasi  in  nihilum  penitus 
contriuit. 

And  tho  me  thought,  that  I  sighc 
A  great  stone  from  an  hille  on  higha 
Fell  downe  of  sodeine  auenture 
Upon  the  feete  of  this  figure: 
With  whiche  stone  all  to  broke  was 
Golde,  syluer,  erthe,  Steele,  and  brai, 
That  was  in  to  pouder  brought. 
And  so  fbrthe  tomed  in  to  nought. 

Hie  loquitur  de  interpretacione  somnii,  et  primo 
dicit  de  significacione  capitis  aurei. 

This  was  the  sweuen,  whiche  he  had. 
That  Dauiell  anone  arad. 
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And  saied  hym,  th^t  figure  strange  ' 
Betokeneth  how  the  worlde  shall  change^ 
And  war  lasse  worthe  and  lasse. 
Til  it  to  nought  all  ouer  passe : 
The  necke,  and  head,  that  weren  golde 
He  saied,  howe  that  betoken  sholde 
A  worthie  worlde,  a  noble  a  riche. 
To  whiche  none  after  shall  be  liche. 
De  pectore  aigenteo. 
Of  siluer  that  was  ouer  foorthe 
Shall  ben  a  worlde  of  lasse  woorthe. 

De  ventre  eneo. 
And  after  that  the  wombe  of  bras 
Token  of  a  wers  worlde  it  was. 
The  whiche  Steele  he  sawe  afterwardc 
A  worlde  betokeneth  more  harde. 

De  tibeis  ferreis. 
But  yet  the  werste  of  euery  deelc 
Is  last,  that  when  of  erth  and  steela 
He  sawe  the  feete  departed  so. 
For  that  betokeneth  muche  wo. 

De  significatione  pedum,  que  ex  duabas  maiertis 

discordantibus  adinvicem  diuisi  extitemnt. 
Whan  that  the  worlde  deuided  is. 
It  mot  algate  fare  amis. 
For  erthe,  which  mengled  is  with  stele 
To  gider  maie  not  laste  wele. 
But  if  that  one  that  other  waste. 
So  mote  it  nedes  fall  at  the  laste. 

De  lapide  statuam  confringente. 
The  stone,  whiche  from  that  hilly  stage 
He  sawe  downe  fall  on  that  ymage^ 
And  hath  it  in  to  poudre  broke, 
That  sweuen  hath  Daniell  vnloke 
And  saied,  that  it  is  gods  might, 
Whiche  whan  men  wene  moste  vpright 
To  stonde,  shall  them  ouer  caste: 
And  that  is  of  this  worlde  the  laste, 
And  than  a  newe  shall  begynne, 
From  whiche  a  man  shall  neuer  twinne^ 
Or  all  to  paine,  or  all  to  pees, 
That  worlde  sbidt  laste  eudles. 

Hie  scribit,  qualiter  huius  secnli  regna  variis  mn* 
tationibus,  prout  in  dicta  statua  figurabatur^ 
secundum  temporum  distinctiones  sensibilitttr 
hactenus  diminuuntur. 

Lo  thus  expowned  Daniell 
The  kynges  sweuen  faire  and  well 
In  Babylone  the  citee. 
Where  that  the  wisest  of  Caldee 
Ne  couden  witte  what  it  mente, 
But  he  tolde  all  the  whole  entente 
As  in  the  partie  it  is  befalle 
Of  golde  the  firste  reigne  of  all. 

De  seculo  aureo,  quod  in  capite  status  desigDatnia 
est  a  tempore  ipsius  Nagugodonosoris  regis 
Caldee  usque  in  regnum  Cyriregis  Persanim. 

Was  in  that  k3mges  tyme  th6» 

And  last  many  daics  so 

There,  whiles  that  the  monarohie 

Of  all  the  worlde  in  that  partie 

To  Babylone  was  subgette 

And  helde  him  still  in  suche  a  pleght. 
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Tin  that  the  worlde  began  diuerse, 

And  that  was,  whan  the  kyDge  of  Perse, 

Hrhicbe  Cyrus  hight,  ayen  the  peei 

Furthe  with  his  sonne  Cambyses 

Of  Baby  lone  all  that  Empire, 

Riffat  as  thei  wolde  tbein  selfe  desire 

Pot  mder  io  sabiei-tioo, 

And  toke  it  in  possession. 

Aim]  slayne  was  Balusar  the  kynge, 

Whiefae  lost  his  reigne,  and  all  his  thyngt. 

De  seealo  argenteo,  quod  in  pectore  designatum 
est  a  tempore  ipsius  regis  Cyri  usque  in  reguum 
Alezandri  regis  Macedonie. 

AVD  thus  wban  thei  had  it  wonne 

The  voride  of  stluer  was  begonne 

And  that  of  golde  was  passed  out 

And  ID  thus  wise  it  goth  aboute 

In  in  the  reigne  of  Darius 

And  that  it  felle  to  Perse  thus 

Thens  Aleicander  put  them  vndcr 

Wbiche  wrogbt  of  armes  many  a  wonder 

So  th^  the  naonarrhie  lefte 

With  ^^kesy  and  their  asUte  vp  lefte 

And  Peniens  gone  vnder  foote 

So  sttfire  theiy  that  nedes  mote. 

De  secnio  eneo,  quod  in  ventre  designatum  est  a 
tempore  ipsius  Alezandri  usque  in  regnum  JuJii 
Komanorum  imperatoris. 

AsD  tho  the  worlde  began  of  bras 

lad  that  of  siluer  ended  was 

Bat  for  the  time  thus  it  laste 

Till  itbefeUe,  that  at  laste 

This  kyng,  whan  that  his  daie  was  come 

With  strength  of  dethe  was  ouercome 

And  Detbele:s  yet  or  he  dyde 

He  shope  his  reigne  to  deuide 

To  knigfates,  wbiche  him  had  serued 

And  after  tlutt  thei  haue  deserued 

Tafe  the  cooquestes,  that  he  wanne 

Wherof  great  werre  tho  beganne 

AnoBge  tbem,  that  the  reigues  had 

Tbruagb  proud  enuy,  wbiche  them  lad 

Till  it  befdle  ayene  them  thus 

The  noble  Cesar  Julius 

Whiche  tbo  was  kynge  of  Rome  londe 

With  great  battaile,  and  stronge  honde 

AH  Grece,  Perse,  and  Chaldee 

Wao,  and  put  vnder:  so  that  he 

Kot  all  only  of  thorient: 

Bot  all  the  marche  of  thoccident 

Gooernetfa  vnder  his  Empire, 

As  he  that  was  hoUe  lorde  and  sire 

And  hekte  throogh  his  cheualrie 

Of  all  the  worlde  the  monarchic 

And  was  tbe  firste  of  that  honour 

Whiche  taketb  liame  of  Emperour. 

De  seculo  ferreo,  quod  in  tibiis  designatum  est, 
a  tempore  lalit  Cesaris  usque  in  regnum  Caroli 
ai  regis  Francomm. 


Whekb  Rome  than  wolde  assaile. 
There  might  no  thyng  contreuaile 
But  every  contrey  must  obeye, 
Tho  jrotb  tbe  reigne  of  bras  aweye, 
And  cooMti  is  tbe  worlde  of  Steele, 
And  stoda  abooa  vpon  the  wbeela, 


As  Steele  is  hardest  in  his  kind^ 
Aboue  all  other,  that  men  finde 
Of  metalles,  suche  was  Rome  tho 
The  mightyest,  and  laste  so 
Longe  time  amonge  the  Romain% 
Till  thei  become  so  villains 
That  the  emperour  Leo, 
With  Constance  bis  sonne  also. 
The  patrimonie,  and  the  ricbesse, 
Whiche  to  Siluester  in  pure  almesse^ 
The  first  Constantinus  lefte. 
Fro  holy  churche  thei  berefte. 
But  Adrian,  whiche  pope  was, 
And  sawe  the  mischefe  of  this  cas, 
Gothe  in  to  France  for  to  plaine. 
And  praieth  the  great  Charlemaine, 
For  Christes  sake,  and  soule  hele, 
That  he  wolde  take  the  quarele 
Of  holy  churche  in  his  defence. 
And  Charles,  for  the  reuereiice 
Of  god,  the  cause  hath  vndertake. 
And  with  his  hoste  the  waie  hath  take 
Ouer  the  mountes  of  Lumbardie 
Of  Rome,  and  all  the  tyrannic 
With  blodie  swerde  he  ouercome, 
And  the  citee  with  strength  nome 
In  such  a  wise,  and  ther  he  wrought. 
That  holy  churche  ayene  he  brought 
In  to  Franchise,  and  dothe  restore 
The  popes  lui>te,  and  yaf  him  more. 
And  thus  whan  he  his  god  hath  serued. 
He  toke,  as  he  hath  well  deserued 
The  diademe,  and  was  corouned 
Of  Rome,  and  thus  was  abandoned 
Thempire,  whiche  came  neuer  agaioa 
In  to  the  hande  of  no  Romaine: 
But  a  longe  time  it  stode  still 
Under  the  Frenche  kynges  will. 
Till  that  fortune  her  wheele  so  lad. 
That  afterwarde  the  Lumbardes  it  had. 
Not  by  the  swerd,  but  by  the  suffrance 
Of  him,  that  tho  was  kyng  of  France, 
Whiche  Carle  Caluus  cleped  was 
And  be  resigned  in  this  cas 
Thempire  of  Rome  vnto  Lovvis 
His  Cosin,  whiche  a  lumbarde  is: 
And  so  it  laste  in  to  the  yere 
Of  Alberte,  and  of  Berengere. 

De  seculo  nouissimis  iam  temporibus  ad  similitu- 
dinem  pedum  in  discordiam  lapso  et  diuiso, 
quod  post  decessum  ipsius  Caroli  cum  imperium 
Romanorum  in  manus  Longobardorum  perue- 
nerat  tempore  Albert!  etBerengarii  incepit.  Nam 
ob  eorum  diuisionem  contingit,  ut  Alemaoi  im- 
pcratoriam  adepti  sunt  maiestatem:  in  cuius 
solium  quendam  principem  theutonicum  Otho- 
nem  nomine  sublimari  primitus  constituerunt. 

But  than  vpon  discencion 

Thei  fell,  and  in  diuision 

Amonge  them  selfe,  that  were  greate 

So  that  thei  lost  the  beyete 

Of  worship,  and  of  worldes  pees. 

But  in  prouerbe  netheles 

Men  saine,  full  seldome  is,  that  welthe 

Can  suffre  his  owne  astate  in  helthe. 

And  that  was  in  the  lumbardes  sene, 

Suche  common  strife  was  them  betwene. 

Through  couetise,  and  through  enuie. 

That  euery  man  drough  his  partie, 
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Whiche  might  lede  cny  route, 

Within  boargh  and  eke  without. 

The  common  right  hath  no  felawe. 

So  that  the  gouernance  of  lawe 

Wat  lost:  and  for  necessitee 

Of  that  thei  stode  in  suche  degree^ 

All  only  through  diuision, 

Them  nedeth  in  conclusion 

Of  strange  londes  helpe  beside. 

And  thus  for  thei  them  selfe  diuide, 

And  standen  out  of  rewie  vneuen. 

Of  Almaine  princes  seuen 

Thei  chosen  in  this  condicion. 

That  vpon  their  election 

Thempire  of  Rome  sholde  stonde: 

And  thus  thei  left  it  out  of  honde 

For  lacke  of  grace,  and  it  ibrsoke. 

That  Al  mains  vpon  them  toke 

And  to  coniermen  their  astate. 

Of  that  thei  stoden  in  debate 

Thei  token  the  possession 

After  the  composicion 

Amonge  them  selfe,  and  tber  Tpon 

Thei  made  an  Emperour  anon, 

Whofc  name  (the  Cronicle  telleth) 

Was  Othes,  and  so  forth  it  dwelleth 

Fro  tbi:ke  dale  yet  vnto  this 

Thempire  of  Rome  hath  be  and  is 

To  thalmains,  and  in  this  wise. 

As  to  fore  ye  haue  herde  deuise 

How  Daniel  the  sweuen  expouneth 

Of  that  image,  on  whom  he  foundeth 

The  wfirld,  whiche  afterward  shold  fiaill, 

Comen  is  the  last  token  of  all 

Upon  the  feete  of  erthe  and  stele, 

80  stant  the  worUle  now  euery  dele. 

Departed,  whiche  began  right  tho. 

Whan  Rome  was  deuided  so. 

And  that  is  for  to  rewe  sore. 

For  alwaie  sith  more  and  more 

The  worlde  empeireth  euery  daie» 

Wherof  the  sooth  shewe  maie 

At  Rome  first  if  we  begin. 

The  wall  and  all  the  citie  withitt 

Stante  in  mine,  and  in  decaies 

The  felde  is  where  was  the  palais. 

The  towne  is  wast,  and  ouer  thate» 

If  we  behold  thilke  astate 

Whiche  whilom  was  of  the  Romaint 

Of  knighthod,  and  of  citezens 

To  peise  nowe  with  that  beforne. 

The  chaffe  is  take  from  the  come. 

And  M>  to  speke  of  Romes  might 

Uimethes  stante  ther  ought  vpright 

Of  worship  or  of  worldes  good. 

As  it  before  time  stode. 

And  why  the  worship  is  awaie. 

If  that  a  man  the  soothe  shall  sale: 

The  cause  hath  ben  deuision, 

Whiche  moder  of  confusion 

Is,  where  she  cometh  ouer  all. 

Nought  only  of  the  tomporall. 

But  of  the  spirituall  also. 

The  dede  prout  th  it  is  so 

And  hath  do  many  a  dale  er  this 

Through  vcuim,  whiche  that  medled  is 

In  holy  chorche  of  erthely  thynge 

For  Chrift  him  selfe  maketh  koowlageing. 

That  .10  n.aw  uiftie  togeder  seme 

God  and  tht;  woitde^  but  if  he  1 


Frowarde  that  one,  and  stonde  TSftaMtf! 

And  Christet  worde  maie  not  be  fable, 

The  thyiige  so  open  is  at  the  eye 

It  needetb  nought  to  specific 

Or  speke  ought  more  in  this  matere. 

But  in  this  wise  a  man  maie  lere 

How  that  the  worlde  is  gone  aboute. 

The  whiche  well  nigh  is  wered  out 

After  the  forme  of  that  figure, 

Whiche  Daniell  in  his  scripture 

Expowned,  as  to  fore  is  tolde, 

.Of  bras,  of  siluer,  and  of  golde 

The  worlde  is  passed,  and  agoue. 

And  nowe  vpon  his  olde  tone 

It  stant  of  brutell  erthe  and  stele. 

The  whiche  acordcn  neuera  dele: 

So  mote  it  nedes  swerue  aside 

As  thynge,  the  whiche  men  seen  diuide. 

Hie  dicit,  secundum  apostolum,  quod  not 
in  quos  fines  seculi  deueneruoU 

The  ApoeteU  writeth  vnto  ys  all. 

And  saieth,  that  vpon  ts  is  foil 

Tbend  of  the  worlde:  so  maie  we  knowt 

This  ymage  is  nighe  ouerthrowe. 

By  whiche  this  worlde  was  signified. 

That  whilom  was  so  magnified. 

And  nowe  is  olde,  and  feble,  and  vile. 

Full  of  mischyefe,  and  uf  penile: 

And  stante  diuided  eke  also, 

Lyke  to  the  feete,  that  were  so 

As  I  tolde  of  the  statue  aboue. 

And  thus  men  saine  for  lacke  of  loue. 

Where  as  the  londe  diuided  is, 

It  mote  algate  fare  amis. 

And  now  to  loke  on  euety  side 
A  man  maie  see  the  woride  diuide. 
The  warres  bene  so  generall 
Amonge  the  Christen  ouer  all. 
That  euery  man  nowe  seketb  wreche, 
And  yet  these  clerkes  aldaie  preche 
And  sayne,  good  dedes  maie  none  bee, 
Whiche  sunte  nought  vpon  charitee. 

I  not  howe  charitee  sbutde  stonde. 
Where  deadly  warre  is  taken  on  honde. 
But  all  this  wo  is  cause  of  man. 
The  whiche  that  witte  and  reason  can. 
And  that  in  token  and  in  witnesses 
That  ilke  jrmage  bare  likenesse 
Of  man,  and  of  none  other  beste. 

For  first  vnto  the  mans  beste 
Was  euery  creature  ordeined. 
But  afterwarde  it  was  restreined. 
Whan  that  he  fell,  thei  fellen  eke, 
Whan  he  wer  seke,  thei  weren  seke. 
For  as  the  man  hath  passion. 
Of  sekenes  in  comparison. 
So  snifren  other  creatures, 
Lo  firste  the  heueuly  figures. 


Hie  scribit,  quod  ex  diuisionis  passione  stngula 
crcati  detrimentum  corraptibile  patiuntur. 

Thb  Sonne  and  moone  eclypsen  both. 
And  bene  with  mans  sinne  wroth. 

The  purest  ayre  for  sinne  alofte. 
Hath  ben  and  is  conrupted  full  ofte. 
Right  now  the  highe  windes  blowe: 
And  anon  after  thei  ben  lowe. 
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Kov  ehxidie,  and  now  clere  it  is. 
So  maie  it  proifen  well  by  this 
A  Duuu  siime  it  for  to  hate, 
Whiche  maketh  the  welken  to  debate^ 
And  for  to  see  the  propertee 
Of  eoery  tbynge  iu  his  degree. 
Benethe  iborthe  amonge  vs  here 
AU  staote  a  like  in  this  matere. 
The  sea  nowe  ebbeth,  and  nowe  it  floweth. 
The  lond  now  weiketh,  and  now  it  groweth. 
Vam  ben  the  trees  with  leaues  greene, 
Nov  tbei  be  bare  and  nothynge  seene, 
Nove  be  there  histie  somer  doures, 
Nowe  be  there  stormie  winter  shoures,    ^ 
Kow  be  the  daies,  now  be  the  nightes. 
So  stant  there  nothyng  all  rpriglites. 
Nove  it  is  tight,  now  it  is  derke. 
And  thus  stant  all  the  worldes  werke 
After  the  diaposicion 
Of  man  and  his  oondicion. 
For  thy  gregorie  in  his  morall 
Saieth,  that  a  man  in  speciall 
The  lasse  worlde  is  properiy^ 
Aod  that  be  proueth  redily. 
For  man  of  soule  reasonable 
Is  to  an  angeli  resemblable, 
And  like  to  beaat  be  hath  felyng. 
And  like  to  tres  he  hath  growyng. 
Tae  stones  ben,  and  so  is  bee, 
Tims  of  his  propre  qualitee 
Tbe  man  (as  telleth  the  Clergie) 
Is  a  worlde  in  his  partie. 
And  whan  this  littel  woride  mistometh 
The  gfvmt  worlde  all  onertorneth. 
The  lomiey  the  sea,  the  firmament 
Tbci  asken  all  lodgement 
Ayeoe  the  man^  and  make  hym  warre 
Tber  while  htm  selle  stant  out  of  harre^ 
The  remenant  stant  out  of  acorde^ 
And  in  this  wise  (as  I  recorde) 
The  man  is  cause  of  all  wo 
Why  this  woride  is  diuided  so. 
Dinisioo  (the  gospell  saieth) 
One  hoose  vpon  au  other  laieth 
TOl  that  the  reigne  all  ouer  throwe. 
And  thos  may  enery  man  well  knowe 
Otoisioo  abone  all 

h  tbyng,  whiche  maketh  the  worlde  fall. 
And  ener  hath  do,  sith  it  began, 
k  maie  firste  proue  vpon  a  man. 

Sood  ex  sne  compleicionis  materia  diuisus  homo 
mortalis  exiatat. 

Thb  whiche  for  his  complexion 
Ii  made  vpon  diuisioif 
Ofcolde,  botte,  moiste,  and  drie 
He  mote  by  verray  kynde  die. 
For  the  contrarie  of  his  estate 
Stant  eoermore  in  suche  debate, 
Tjll  that  a  parte  be  onercome 
There  maie  no  finail  peas  be  nome 
Bat  otherwise  if  a  man  were  - 
Made  all  togeder  of  one  matere 
Without  interrapcion, 
There  shold  no  oomipeion 
Eogendie  rpon  that  vnitee: 
Bat  for  there  is  dinersitee 
Within  bha  selfe,  he  maie  not  lattei 
Bat  in  a  man  yet  ouer  this 
F«U  grant  diniaion  there  ip^ 


Through  whiche  that  he  is  ener  in  strifo 
While  that  hym  last  any  life, 

Suod  homo  ex  corporis  et  anime  condicione  diui- 
sus, sicut  saluationis,  ita  damnationis  aptitndt* 
nem  iogreditur. 

The  bodie  and  the  soule  also 
Amonge  them  ben  deuided  so, 
That  what  thyng  that  the  bodie  hateth 
The  soule  loueth  aod  debatetb: 
But  netheles  full  ofte  is  seene 
Of  werre,  whiche  is  them  betweene 
The  feble  hath  wonoe  the  victorie. 
And  who  so  draweth  in  to  memorie. 

Sualiter  Adam  a  statu  innocentie  diuisus  a  paradiio 
voluptatis  in  terram  laboris  pecaior  protectoi 
eat. 

What  hath  befall  of  olde  and  new«^ 
He  maie  that  werre  sore  rewe, 
Whiche  first  began  in  paradis. 
For  there  was  proued  what  it  is. 
And  what  disease  there  it  wrought. 
For  thilke  werre  tho  foorthe  brought 
The  vice  of  all  deadly  sinne. 
Through  whiche  diuision  came  in. 

Slualiter  populi  per  vniuersum  oibem  a  ealtara  det 
diuisi,  Noe  cum  sua  sequela  dumtaxat  excepUi^ 
diluuio  interierunt. 

Amonge  the  men  in  erthe  here. 
And  was  the  cause  and  the  matters 
Why  god  the  great  flodes  sonde. 
Of  all  the  worlde  and  made  an  ende: 
But  Noe,  with  his  folowship, 
Whiche  only  weren  saufe  by  shyp. 
And  ouer  that  through  sinne  it  come 
That  Nembroth  suche  price  nome 

2oaliter  in  edificatione  Turris  Babylonis,  qoam  na 
dei  contemptum  Nembroth  erexit,  lingua  priu- 
hebraica  in  varias  linguas  coelica  ▼indicta  diuit 
debatur. 

Whan  the  toure  Babsrlon  on  bight 
Lette  make,  as  he  that  wolde  fight 
Ayene  the  high  guddes  might, 
Wberof  deuided  anon  right 
Was  the  language  in  suche  entent 
There  wiste  none  what  other  ment, 
So  that  thei  might  nought  procede 
And  thos  it  stant  of  euery  dede, 
Where  sinne  taketh  the  case  on  honde 
It  maie  Tpright  not  longe  stonde. 
For  sinne  of  hir  condicion 
Is  mother  of  diuision. 

Sualiter  mundus,  qui  in  statu  dinisionis  quasi  eo* 
tidianus  present!  tempore  vexatur  flagellis  a  la- 
pide  superueniente,  id  est  a  diuina  potentia  ua» 
que  ad  resolutionem  omnis  camis  subito  con- 
teretur. 

And  token  whan  the  world  shall  faile 

For  so  saith  Christe  without  faile 

That  nigh  vpon  the  worldes  ende 

Peace  and  accorde  away  shall  wende 

And  all  charitee  shall  ceasse 

Amonge  the  men,  and  hate  enoreasse 
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And  whan  these  tokens  ben  befall 

All  sodeinly  the  stone  shall  fall 

As  Daniell  it  hath  bt  koowe 

Whiche  all  this  worlde  shall  ouerthiow 

And  euery  man  shall  than  arise 

To  ioye  or  elles  to  iuise 

Where  that  he  shall  for  euer  dwell 

Or  streight  to  heuen,  or  streight  to  hell. 

In  heuen  is  peace  and  alt  accorde 
But  helle  is  full  of  suche  discoide 
That  there  maie  be  no  loue  day 
For  thy  good  is  whyle  a  man  may 
Echone  to  sette  peace  with  other 
And  louen  as  his  owne  brother 
So  maie  he  wynne  worides  welthe 
And  afterwarde  his  soule  helthe. 


Hie  narrat  exemplum  de  concordia  et  mitate 
inter  homines  prouocanda:  Et  dicit  qualiter 
quidam  Arion  nuper  citharista  ex  sui  cantus  ci- 
thare  que  consona  melodiam  tante  virtutis  exti- 
terat,  vt  ipse  non  solum  viriim  cum  viro,  sed 
etiam  leonem  cum  cerua,  lupum  cum  hagno, 
canem  cum  lepore  (ipsnm  audientes)  vnanimi- 
ter  absque  ylla  discordia  ad  inuicem  pacilica- 
uit. 

But  wolde  god  that  nowe  were  one 
An  other  suche  as  Arione 
Whiche  bad  an  harpe  of  suche  temprure 
And  therto  of  so  good  measure 
He  songe,  that  he  the  beastes  wilde 
Made  of  his  note  tame  and  milde 
The  hynde  in  peace  with  the  lyoa 
The  wolfe  in  peace  with  the  motton 
The  hare  in  peace  stode  with  the  houndc 
And  euery  man  vpon  this  grounde 
Whiche  Arion  that  time  herde 
As  well  the  lorde  as  the  shepeherde 
He  brought  them  all  in  good  occorda 
So  that  the  common  with  the  lorde 
And  lorde  with  the  common  also 
He  sette  in  loue  bothe  two 
And  put  awaie  melancolie. 

That  was  a  lustie  melodie 
Whan  euery  man  with  other  lough 
And  if  there  were  suche  one  nowe 
Whiche  coude  harpe  as  he  did. 
He  might  auaile  in  many  a  stede 
To  make  peace,  where  nowe  is  hate 
For  wban  men  thiiiken  to  debate 
I  not  what  other  thyng  is  good 
But  wher  that  wisdome  waxc-tb  wood 
And  reason  toumeth  in  to  rage 
So  that  measure  vpon  outrage 
Hath  set  this  worlde,  it  is  to  drede 
For  that  bringeth  in  the  common  drede 
Whiche  staiit  at  euery  mannes  dore 
But  whan  the  sharpnes  of  the  spore 
The  hors  side  smiteth  to  sore 
It  greueth  ofte.     And  nowe  no  more 
Ak  for  to  speke  of  this  mater 
Whiche  none,  but  onely  god  maie  stere 

owere  it  good  at  this  tide 
That  euery  man  vpon  his  side 
Besought,  and  proyed  for  the  peace 
Whiche  is  the  cause  of  all  incresse 
Of  worshippe,  and  of  worides  welthe 
Of  hertrs  reste,  and  soules  helthe 
Without  peace  stonde  nothyng  good 
For  thi  to  Christ,  which  shed  bis  bloud 


For  peace,  byseketh  all  men. 
Amen,  Amen,  Amen,  Amen. 

Explicit  prologus. 


Naturatus  amor  naturae  legibus  orbem 

Subdit,  &  vnanimes  concitat  esse  fens. 
Huius  enim  mundi  princeps  am-»re  esse  videtor. 

Cuius  (  get  diues  pauper  &  omnis  opes. 
Sunt  in  agone  pares  amor  &  fortunaque  caecas, 

Plebis  ad  insidias  vertit  vterque  rotas. 
Est  amor,  x^ra  salus,  vexata  quies,  pius  error 

Bellica  pax,  tuIuus  dulce,  suaue  malum. 

Postquam  in  prologo  tractatum  hactenus  exist  it, 
qualiter  hodieme  condition  is  diuisio  charitatis 
dilectionem  superauit,  intendit  et  auctor  ad 
presens  suum  libellum  (cuius  nomen  Confessio 
Amantis  nuncupatur)  componere  de  illo  amore, 
a  quo  non  solum  human um  genus  sed  et  cuncta 
animantia  natural  iter  subiiciuntur. 

INCIPIT  LIBER  PRIMUS. 

I  MAIE  not  stretche  vp  to  the  heuen 

Myn  honde  ne  set  al  in  euen 

This  worlde  whiche  euer  is  in  balance. 

It  stant  not  in  my  sufllisance 

So  great  thinges  to  compasse: 

But  I  mote  lette  it  ouerpasse, 

And  treaten  vpon  other  thinges. 

For  thy  the  stile  of  my  wiUioges 

Fro  this  daie  forth  I  tbynke  change. 

And  speake  of  thing  is  not  so  strange, 

Whiche  euery  kinde  hath  vpon  honde. 

And  whervpon  the  worlde  mote  stonde, 

And  hath  done  sith  it  began : 

And  shall  while  there  is  any  man : 

And  that  his  loue,  of  whiche  I  meane 

To  trcate,  as  after  shal  be  sene, 

In  whiche  there  can  no  man  him  rule. 

For  loues  lawe  is  out  of  reule 

That  of  to  muche  or  of  to  lite 

Well  nigh  is  euery  man  to  wite 

And  netheles  there  is  no  man 

In  all  this  worlde  so  wise,  that  can 

Of  loue  tem)>er  the  measure: 

But  a.<<  it  failcth  in  auenture. 

For  witte  ne  strength  maie  not  helpe 

And  whiche  els  wolde  him  yelpe. 

Is  rathest  throweu  vnder  foote. 

There  can  no  wighte  therof  do  boote. 

For  yet  was  neuer  suche  couine, 

That  couth  ordeine  a  medicine 

To  thing,  whiche  god  in  law  of  kynde 

Hath  set,  for  there  maie  no  man  finda 

The  right  salue  for  suche  a  sore. 

It  hath  and  shall  be  euermore. 

That  loue  is  maister,  where  he  will: 

There  can  no  life  make  other  skiile 

For  where  as  him  seife  liste  to  set 

There  is  no  might,  which  him  maie  lat. 

But  what  shallfallen  at  laste, 

The  soth  can  no  wisedome  cast. 

But  as  it  fulleth  vpon  chance. 

For  if  there  euer  was  balance, 

Whiche  of  foitune  stant  goiierned, 

I  male  well  leue  as  I  am  lerued. 
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That  lone  bath  that  balance  on  honde, 

Whidw  will  no  reason  Tnderatonde. 

For  loae  ia  Uinde,  and  maie  not  see. 

For  thy  maie  no  certeintee 

BcMtte  vpoo  bis  iodjrement 

But  as  the  whele  abont  went 

He  yeueth  bis  graces  viideseroed 

And  fro  that  man,  whiche  bath  him  serued. 

Foil  ofte  be  taketh  awey  his  fees, 

As  he  that  plaietb  at  the  dies: 

And  tberrpon  what  shall  befall. 

He  not,  tUI  that  the  chance  fall: 

Where  be  shall  lese  or  he  shal  wynne : 

And  thos  full  ofte  men  begyn. 

That  If  tbet  wi&ten  what  it  meat 

Thei  woide  change  all  their  intent 

Hie  quasi  in  persona  aliorum,  quos  amor  alligat, 
fin?«M  «  auctor  esse  amantem,  varias  eorum 
passiones  Tariis  bnius  libri  distinctiooibos  per 
singnia  acribere  proponit. 

A«D  for  to  preae  it  is  so, 

I  aoi  By  aelfe  one  of  tho, 

Whiche  to  this  scbole  am  Tnderfbnge. 

For  it  is  sothe  go  not  longe 

As  for  to  spenke  of  this  matere 

I  maie  yoa  tell,  if  you  woll  here, 

A  wonder  bappe,  whiche  me  befelle 

That  was  to  me  bothe  harde  and  felle 

TcNKbyng  of  lone  and  his  fortune. 

The  wfaiebe  me  liketh  to  commune^ 

A»d  pleynly  for  to  tell  it  out 

To  them  that  loners  be  abonte, 

Fro  poynt  to  posmt  I  woll  declare. 

And  writen  of  my  wofoll  care. 

My  woAiU  day  my  woAill  chance, 

That  men  mowe  take  remembrance 

Ofthatthei  ahall  here  after  rede. 

For  in  good  feithe  this  wolde  I  rede. 

That  eoery  man  ensample  take 

Of  wiiedome,  whiche  is  hym  betake: 

Aad  that  he  wote  of  good-appryse 

To  teche  it  forthe  for  suche  emprise 

li  for  to  preyse :  And  therfore  I 

Will  write  and  shewe  all  openly, 

Howe  looe  and  I  togedre  mette, 

Wherof  the  worlde  ensample  fette 

May  after  this,  whan  I  am  go 

Of  thiike  msely  iolife  wo, 

Whose  reole  staat  oot  of  the  way, 

Nove  gladde,  and  nowe  gladnes  aweie : 

And  jet  it  maie  not  be  withstonde 

For  onght  that  meo  maie  ynderstonde. 

KoB  ego  Samsonis  Tires,  non  Herculis  anna 

Viaco,  snm  sed  vt  hij  victus  amore  pari, 
Vt  distant  aiij  docet  experiencia  facti, 

Hebos  in  ambiguis  quae  sunt  habenda  via, 
I>auns  ordo  dncit  temtata  pericla  sequentem, 

lastrait  a  tetgo  me  simul  ille  cadat. 
Me  qvibos  ergo  Venus  casus  laqueauit  amantem, 

Oibis  in  exemplum  scribere  tendo  palam. 


Hie  dedaiat  materiam  dioens  qualiterCnpidoqno- 
dam  igniio  iacalo,anicord]smemoriamgraoi  tI- 
ocre  perforanit,  qnod  Venni  percipiens  ipsom 
vt  didt,  qnasi  io  mortu  articolo  spasinatam,  ad 
oottileiidnm  seGenlosaoardotisnpersRnoris  oan- 
at  aic  aemioinniii  specialiter  coauModanit. 

fJPOa  the  poynt  that  is  befalle 
Of  bne,  ID  i^cbe  that  I  am  foUe, 

TWL.U, 


I  thynke  tell  my  matere: 
Now  herken  who  that  woll  it  here 
Of  my  fortune  howe  that  it  ferde 
This  endyrdaie,  as  I  forthe  ferde 
To  waike,  as  I  you  tell  maie. 
And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  Maie, 
Whan  euery  brid  hath  chose  bis  make. 
And  thinketh  his  mirthes  for  to  take 
Of  loue,  that  he  hath  acheued: 
But  so  was  I  riothyng  releued. 
For  I  was  further  fro  my  loue 
Than  erthe  is  from  the  heauen  abone, 
And  for  to  speake  of  any  spede 
So  wiste  I  me  none  other  rede. 
But  as  it  were  a  man  forsake. 
(Into  the  wood  my  waie  gan  take 
Not  for  to  synge  with  the  birdes. 
For  whan  I  was  the  wood  amiddes, 
I  ibnde  a  soote  greene  plaine, 
And  there  I  gan  my  wo  complaine, 
Wisshyng  and  wepyng  all  mine  one. 
For  other  mirthes  made  I  none. 
So  harde  roe  was  that  ilke  throwe 
That  ofte  sitbes  ouertbrowe 
To  grounde  I  was  without  breathe: 
And  euer  I  wissbed  after  death. 
Whan  I  oot  of  my  peine  awooke. 
And  caste  vp  many  a  pitous  looke 
Unto  the  heauen,  and  saied  thus 
O  thou  Cupide,  O  thou  Venus 
Thou  god  of  love,  and  thou  goddesse 
Where  is  pitee  ?  where  is  mekenesse? 
Nowe  dothe  me  plainely  Hue  or  die 
For  certes  suche  a  maladie 
As  I  now  haue,  and  longe  haue  hadde 
It  might  make  a  wise  man  madde 
If  that  it  sbulde  longe  endure 

0  Venus  qoeene  of  loues  cure 
Thou  life,  thou  luste,  thou  mans  hele 
Behotde  my  cause,  and  my  quarele 
And  yeue  roe  some  parte  of  thy  grace 
So  that  I  maie  finde  in  this  place 

If  thou  be  gracious  or  none. 
And  with  that  worde  I  sawe  anone 
The  kynge  of  loue,  and  queene  bothe 
But  he  that  kynge  with  eyen  wrothe 
His  chere  aweiwarde  fro  me  caste 
And  forthe  be  passed  at  the  laste 
Bnt  netheles  or  he  forthe  went 
A  fyry  darte  me  thought  he  sent 
And  threwe  it  through  mine  berte  roote 
In  hym  fonde  I  none  other  boote 
For  leuger  lyst  hym  note  to  dwell 
But  she,  whiche  is  the  source  and  well 
Of  wele  and  wo,  that  shall  betide 
To  them  that  louen  at  that  tide 
Abode  but  for  to  tellen  here. 
She  cast  on  me  no  goodly  chere. 
Thus  netheles  to  me  she  saide. 

What  arte  thou  sonne:  and  I  abraide 
Right  as  a  man  doth  out  of  slepe. 
And  therof  she  toke  right  good  kepe. 
And  bad  me  nothyng  be  adradde. 
But  for  all  that  I  was  not  ghidde. 
For  I  ne  sawe  no  cause  why: 
And  ofte  she  asked,  what  was  L 

1  saide  a  caitife,  that  lieth  here. 
What  wokie  ye  my  ladie  dere? 
Shall  I  be  whoUe,  or  elles  die? 

She  saidf ,  tell  ma  thy  maladie. 
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Wbat  is  thy  lore,  of  wfaiehe  thoa  pleioeft? 
Ne  hide  it  nought,  for  if  thou  feignetty 
I  can  do  the  oo  medicine. 

Madame,  I  am  a  xnan  of  thyne, 
That  ill  thy  courte  haue  looge  scfrued^ 
And  aske  that  i  haue  deseraed. 
Some  wele  after  my  looge  wo. 
And  she  began  to  lonre  tho, 
And  saide,  there  be  many  of  you 
Faitoun:  and  so  maie  be  that  thou 
Art  right  sache  one,  and  by  feintite 
Seyste,  that  thou  haste  me  do  seruice: 
And  netheles  she  wiste  wele 
My  worde  stode  on  an  other  wbele. 
Without  any  feiterie. 
But  algate  of  my  maladie 
She  had  me.  tell,  and  sale  hir  troothe. 

Madame,  if  ye  wolde  haue  routhe 
(3uod  I)  then  wolde  I  tell  you 

Sei  forth  (quod  she)  and  tell  me  bow. 
Shew  me  thy  sekeness  euery  dele. 

Madame,  that  can  1  do  wele: 
Be  so  my  lyfe  therto  woll  larte. 
With  that  hir  loke  on  me  she  caste. 
And  saide,  in  aunter  if  thou  lioe, 
My  wyli  is  first,  that  thou  be  sbriue. 
And  netheles  how  that  it  is 
I  wote  my  selfe,  bat  for  all  this 
Unto  my  preest,  whicbe  cometh  anone, 
I  woll  thou  tell  it  one  and  one. 
Both  of  thy  thought,  and  all  thy  werke. 

O  Genius  mine  owne  clerke 
Come  forth,  and  here  this  mans  shrilte 
(3uod  Venus  tho)  and  I  vpUfte 
My  hcadc  with  that,  and  gnn  behold^ 
The  selfe  preeste,  whiche  as  she  wolde^ 
Was  redy  there,  and  set  him  doune 
To  here  my  coniiession, 

Confessus  Oenio  sit  medieina  salutis 
Experiar  moxbis,  quos  tuUt  ipsa  Venus. 

Lesa  quidem  forro  roedicantur  membra  saluti, 
Raro  tamen  medicum  Tulnus  amoris  habet. 

Hie  dicit  qualiter  Oenio  pro  confessore  sedenti 
pronolutus  amans  ad  confitendum  se  flexis  ge- 
nibus  ineumatur,  supplicaos  tame;i,  vt  ad  sui 
sensus  informationem  confossor  ille  indicendis 
opponere  sibi  beni^nus  dignaretur. 

TBit  worthie  preest,  this  whdy  man 
To  me  spekend  thus  began. 
And  saide:  Benedicite 
My  Sonne  of  the  felicitee 
Of  loue,  and  eke  of  all  the  wo 
Thou  Shalt  be  shriue  of  bothe  two. 
What  thou  er  this  for  loues  sake 
Haste  felte,  let  nothynge  be  forsake: 
Tell  pleinty,  as  it  it  befoU. 

And  with  that  worde  I  gan  downe  foil 
On  knees  with  good  deuotion. 
And  with  fill  great  contricioo, 
I  saied  than :  Dominus, 
Myn  holy  foder  Genius 
So  as  thou  haste  experience 
Of  lone,  for  whose  renerence 
Thou  Shalt  me  shriue  at  this  tyn^ 
I  prate  the  let  me  not  mi8t3rme 
My  shrifte.    For  [  am  d^stourbed 
In  all  myn  herte,  and  so  contuifaed. 


That  I  ne  male  my  wittes  geter 
So  shall  I  muche  thynge  foryete 
But  if  thou  wolte  my  sione  oppose 
Fro  pointe  to  pointe,  than  I  suppose. 
There  shall  nothynge  be  lefte  behynde 
But  nowe  my  wittes  be  so  blyode. 
That  I  ne  can  my  selfe  teche. 
Tho  he  beganne  anone  to  preche. 
And  with  his  wordes  debonayre 
He  saied  to  me  softe  and  fayre: 

In  this  place  1  am  set  here 
Thy  shrifte  to  oppose  and  here 
By  Venus  the  goddesse  aboue, 
Whose  preest  I  am  touchend  of  lone. 

Sermo    Genii    saoerdotjs   super  oonfetsiooe  sd 
amantem. 

Bdt  netheles  for  certaine  skill 

1  mote  algate,  and  nedes  wille 

Nought  only  make  my  speckynges 

Of  loue,  but  of  other  thinges. 

That  touchen  to  the  cause  of  vice 

For  that  belongeth  to  tboffioe 

Of  prestes,  whose  ordre  that  I  here: 

So  that  I  wol  nothing  forbere. 

That  1  the  vices  one  and  one 

Ne  shall  the  shewe  euery  cbone, 

Wherof  thou  might  take  euidence 

To  rewle  with  thy  conscience. 

But  of  conclusion  finall 

Conclude  I  wolde  in  spectall 

For  loue,  whose  seruant  1  aln. 

And  why  the  cause  is  that  I  am 

So  thinke  I  to  do  bothe  two. 

Firste  that  myn  ordre  longclh  to 

The  vices  for  to  idle  on  rewe. 

But  nexte  aboae  all  other  shewe 

Of  loue  1  wol  the  propretees 

How  that  thei  stande  by  degveea 

After  the  disposicion 

Of  Venus,  whose  condicion 

I  must  folowe  as  1  am  holde. 

For  1  with  loue  am  all  withholde 

So  that  the  lesse  I  am  to  wite 

Though  1  now  can  but  a  lite 

Of  other  thinges,  that  bene  wise, 

I  am  not  taught  in  suche  a  wise» 

For  it  is  nought  my  comen  vse 

To  speke  of  vices,  and  veituse: 

But  all  of  loue,  and  of  his  lore. 

For  Venus  bokes  of  nomore 

Me  techen,  nether  text  ne  gloae  t 

But  for  as  muche  aa  I  luppose 

It  sit  a  preest  to  be  welithewde: 

And  shame  it  is,  if  he  belewde.. 

Of  my  presthode  after  the  forma 

I  wol  thy  shrifte  so  enforme. 

That  at  the  last  thou  shake  here 

The  vices,  apd  to  thy  matere 

Of  loue  I  shall  them  so  remeue. 

That  thou  shalt  know  what  thei  meuc. 

For  whataman  shaUass  or  seine 

Touchend  of  shrifte,  it  mote  be  pleina 

it  nedetb  nonght  to  m$ka  it  quaint* 

For  trouth  his  wordes  wol  notpuntB^ 

That  I  wol  axaofthefer  thgr 

My  Sonne  it  shattbe  ao  pleiBly 

That  thou  shalt  know  And  vnderstaAdv 

The  pointet  of  shrtft.  AoF  ^Mi  tiiel  atan^f « 
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▼ins  &  mditot  fragiles  sont  ostia  mentis, 

Soe  TiticMa  amiiiis  clftodeie  nulla  potest. 
Est  ibi  iarira  Tia,  gradit  qua  cordis  ad  antrum, 

Rostis  ft  imrrediens  fwsa  talenta  ntpit. 
89c  mifai  confessor  Genius  primordia  prcfert^ 

Dam  sit  in  extremis  vita  remorsa  malis. 
Kooc  tamea  vt  poterit  foemina  loquela  iateri. 

Verba  per  os  timide  conscia  mentis  agam. 

Hie  confienio  amantis,  cni  de  dnobus  precipns 
qainqoe  sensibus,  hoc  est  de  visu  et  auditu  con- 
fcsaor  pr»  eeteris  opponit 

RSTWEars  the  life  and  detbe  I  berda 
This  prestes  Ule  er  I  answerde: 
And  than  I  ]>raied  him  for  to  saie 
His  arfll:  and  E  it  woMe  obeie 
After  the  forme  of  his  apprfse. 
Tbo  spake  he  to  me  in  snche  wise, 
Aad  bad  me  that  I  shulde  me  sbriue 
As  thoochende  of  my  wittes  fine. 
And  shape,  that  thei  were  amended. 
Orthat  1  had  them  mispended. 
For  tho  be  properly  the  gates 
Throngh  which,  as  to  the  bert  algates 
Coaeth  all  thing  vnto  the  feire, 
Whiche  maie  the  maanes  soule  empeire. 
And  BOW  is  this  matter  brought  in 
My  Sonne  I  thinke  firste  begynne 
To  witt^,  how  that  tbyn  eie  hath  stande, 
The  vhiche  is  (as  I  vnderstande) 
The  most  principal!  of  all 
Throocfa  whom  that  peril  maie  befidl. 
Aad  for  to  speke  in  looes  kinde, 
FdR  many  soche  a  man  maie  finde, 
Whiehe  eoer  caste  aboote  their  eie 
To  loke,  if  that  thei  might  aspie 
Fall  oft  thing,  whiche  them  ne  toncheth, 
Bat  only  that  their  hertes  soucheth 
ki  hymfayng  of  a  Bother  wight. 
And  ttiQs  fal  many  a  worthy  knight> 
Aad  many  a  losty  lady  botbe 

Hath  be  foil  o^e  sithe  wrothe: 

So  that  an  eie  is  as  a  tbefe 

To  lane,  and  doth  full  great  mescfaiefe. 

Aad  also  for  hb  owne  parte^ 

Ful  ofte  thiike  Arie  darte 

Of  tone,  whiche  that  eoer  breuneth, 

Throogh  him  in  to  the  bert  renneth. 

And  thns  a  mans  eie  Ihrst 

Rim  selfo  greueth  alder  werst. 

Aad  many  a  time  that  he  knoweth 

Uato  his  owne  harme  it  groweth. 
My  Sonne  herken  now  for  thy 

A  tale,  to  be  ware  tberby,  • 

Tbyn  de  for  to  kepe  and  warde. 

So  that  it  pasM  nought  his  varde. 

Hie  narrat  Confessor  ezemplum  de  visa  ab  illicitts 
pieseniaado,  dicens,  qinalitcr  Acteou  Cadmei 
TCgis  Theharom  nepos,  dom  in  quadam  foresta 
vcaationis causa  spaciarit,  accidit,  vt  ipse  qoen- 
dsm  fontem  ncmorosa  arborum  pulcbritudine 
drenmoentam'snpenienies,  vidit  ibi  Dianam  cum 
soisNioiphis  nudamin  fluminebalneantem^qnam 
iaifeBtius  intaens  oculos  suos  a  muliebri  nudi* 
tste  Bttllatcsras  anertere  volefaat,  Tnde  indi^a- 
ta  Diana  ipsnm  m  ceroi  figuram  tnnsformauit. 

Ooiw  tdleth  m  his  boke 

» tottghend  of  midoke, 


And  satth,  how  whilome  ther  was  one 
A  worthy  lorde,  which  Acteon 
Was  bote,  and  be  was  cosiii  nighe 
To  him,  that  Thebes  firste  on  high 
Upset,  which  kyng  Cadme  hight. 
This  Acteon,  as  he  well  might 
Abone  all  other  cast  bis  chere. 
And  vsed  it  from  yere  to  yere. 
With  houndes,  and  with  great  homes 
Amonge  the  woddes,  and  the  thomes. 
To  make  his  huntyng,  and  his  cliace. 
Where  him  best  thought  io  euery  place 
To  finde  game  in  his  waie, 
There  rode  he  for  to  honte  and  plaie,  ^    ^ 

So  him  befelle  vpon  a  tide 
On  his  huntyng  as  he  can  ride. 
In  a  foreste  alqne  he  was 
He  sawe  vpon  the  grene  gras 
The  faire  floures  fresshe  springe. 
He  herd  among  the  leues  singe 
The  throstel,  with  the  nightyngale. 
Thus  (er  be  wiste)  in  to  a  dale 
He  came,  wher  was  a  litell  plaine 

All  rounde  aboute,  well  beseyne 

With  busshes  greene,  and  cedres  hie. 

And  there  within  he  caste  his  eie 

A  middes  the  plaine,  he  sawe  a  wefle 

So  foire,  there  might  no  man  teller 

In  whiche  Diana  naked  stoode 

To  bathe  and  plale  hir  in  the  floode. 

With  many  hymphes^  whiche  hir  senieth; 

But  he  his  eie  awete  oe  swerueth 

From  hir,  whiche  was  naked  alt : 

And  she  was  wonder  wroth  with  all. 

And  him,  as  she  whiche  was  goddesae, 

Forshope  anone,  and  the  likenesse 

She  made  hini  taken  of  an  herte, 

Whiche  was  tofore  his  houndes  sterte, 

That  ronne  besily  aboute. 

With  many  an  home,  and  many  a  route 

That  maden  muche  noyse  and  crie. 

And  at  the  laste  vnhappilic 

This  hert  his  owne  houndes  slough. 

And  liim  for  vengeance  all  to  drough« 

Lo  nowe  my  sonne,  what  it  is 

A  man  to  caste  his  eie  amis: 

Whiche  Acteon  hath  dere  abought: 

Beware  for  thy,  and  do  it  nought 

For  ofte,  who  that  hede  toke. 

Better  is  to  wynkc  than  to  loke. 

And  for  to  prouen  it  is  so 

Ouide  the  Puete  also 

A  tale  (whiche  to  this  matere 

Accordetb)  saith,  as  thou  shalt  here. 

Hie  ponit  aliud  exemplumdeeddem,  vbi  dicit,  quod 
quidam  princeps  nomine  Forcus,  tres  progenuH 
filias  Gorgones  a  vnlgo  nnncupata8,qu»  vno  par- 
tuexorte,deformitatemmon8tromm  serpentinam 
obtinuerunt,  quibus  cuminetatem  perueneant, 
talis  destinata  fuerit  natura,  quod  quiconque  in 
eas  aspicereLinlapidemsnbito  mQtabatar,et  sic 
quamplures  incaute  respicientes,  visis  illis  perie* 
runt,  sed  Persens  milM  clipeo  Palladis,  f^adio- 
que  Mercurii  munitus,  easexti^a  montem  Atlantis 
cohabitantes,  animo  audaci  absque  sui  pericttlo 
interfecit. 

In  Methamor,  it  telleth  thus  \  ^  ^ 

How  that  alorde,  whicBe  l^orcus' 
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Was  bote,  bad  dougbten  three  t 

But  vpon  their  natiaitee 

Sucbe  was  the  copstetlacioD, 

That  out  of  mans  nacion 

Fro  kynde  tbet  be  so  mi  swan  t^ 

That  to  the  likeness  of  a  serpent 

Thei  were  botbe,  and  that  one 

Of  them  was  clepedStellybone, 

7*bat  other  suster  Saryale, 

The  thirde  (as  telleth  in  the  tale) 

Medusa  bight,  and  netheles 

Of  comon  name  Gorgones 

(In  euery  countrey  there  about 

As  monstres,  which  that  men  doute} 

Men  clepen  tbem,  and  but  one  eie 

Amonge  tbem  thre  in  purpartie 

Thei  had,  of  which  thei  might  se. 

Now  hath  it  this,  now  bath  It  she 
After  that  cause  and  nede  it  ladde 
By  throwes  eche  of  tbem  it  hadde. 
A  wonder  thing  yet  more  amis 
There  was,  wherof  I  telle  ail  this 
What  man  on  them  his  chere  caste. 
And  them  behelde,  he  was  als  faste 
Out  of  man  in  to  a  stone 
Forshape,  and  thus  full  many  one 
Deceiued  were,  of  that  thei  wolde 
Misloke,  where  thei  ue  sholde. 
But  Perseus,  thatworthie  knight. 
Whom  Pallas,  of  hir  great  might 
Haipe,  and  toke  him  a  shelde  therto. 
And  eke  the  god  Mercury  also 
Lent  him  aswerde:  be  as  it  sille 
Bcyonde  Athlaus  the  highe  bilte 
These  monstres  sought,  and  ihere  he  fbnde 
I)iur>rse  men  of  thilke  londe, 
Through  sight  of  them  mistomed  were 
Standing  as  stones  here  and  there: 
But  he  (which  wisedome  and  prowesse 
Hath  of  the  god  and  the  godesse) 
The  shelde  of  Pallas  gan  embt-ace, 
With  which  be  couereth  saufe  bis  face.. 
And  Mercurius  swcrde  out  be  drough 
ATid  so  he  bure  hitti,  that  be  slough 
These  dredfiiU  HiODsires  all  thre. 

C0]IFEt8OB« 

Lo  now  my  sonne  auise  tbe. 
That  thou  thy  sight  not  misuse,. 
Cast  not  thin  eie  vpon  Meduse, 
That  thou  be  tomed  in  to  stone. 
For  so  wise  man  was  neuer  none,. 
But  if  he  woll  his  eie  kepe 
And  take  of  fonle  delite  no  kepe,. 
That  he  with  histe  nls  ofte  nome 
Through  strengthe  of  loue,  and  oueccome^ 

Of  mislokyng  how  it  bath  ferde. 
As  I  haue  tolde,  now  hast  thou  herde. 
My  good  sonne  take  good  hede. 
And  ouer  this  I  the  rede. 
That  thou  beware  of  thine  bering, 
Which  to  the  heite  the  tiding 
Of  many  a  Tanitee  hath  brought 
To  tarie  with  a  mans  thought. 
And  netheles  good  is  to  here, 
Suche  thing,  wherof  a  man  maie  lere,. 
That  to  vertue  is  accordant 
And  towarde  all  the  remenant 
Oood  is  to  tome  his  ere  fro, 
V«  9lXn.  bui  %  miui  do  toj^ 


Him  maie  full  ode  misbefalle. 
I  rede  eiisample  amonges  alle, 
Wherof  to  kepe  wel  an  eare 
It  ought  put  a  man  in  feare. 

Hie  confessor  exemplum  nairat,  vt  non  ab  amis 
exaaditione  fistua  animus  deceptus  inuoluatuc. 
Et  dicit  qualiter  ille  serpens,  qui  aspis  vocatur, 
quendam  preciosissimum  lapidem  nomine  car- 
bunculus,  in  sue  frontis  medio  gestant,  contra 
verba  incanantis  aurem  vnam  terre  affigendc* 
premit,  et  aliam  sue  caude  stimulo  firmissima 
obturat. 

A  tEBPBNT,  whiche  that  aspidis 
Is  deped,  of  his  kinde  bath  this. 
That  he  the  stone  noblest  of  all. 
The  whiche  that  men  Carbuncle  call, 
Bereth  in  bis  heed  aboue  on  high. 
For  whiche  whan  that  a  man  by  slight 
(The  stone  to  wyone,  and  him  to  dante) 
With  his  carecte  him  wolde  encbante, 
Anone  as  be  percetueth  that. 
He  leyth  downe  bis  one  eare  all  plat 
Unto  the  grounde,  and  bait  it  fiist: 
And  eke  that  other  eare  als  faste 
He  shoppeth  with  his  taille  so  sore, 
That  he  the  wordes,  lasse  or  more 
Of  his  enchantement  ne  bereth. 
And  in  this  wise  him  selfe  be  skiereth. 
So  that  he  bath  the  wordes  wayued. 
And  thus  his  eare  is  nought  deceiued; 

Aliud  exemplum  super  eodem  qualiter  rex  Ulysses 
cum  a  hello  Troiano  versus  Greclam  nauigio  re- 
miaret,  et  prope  ilia  moostra  maxima,  S^renea 
nuncupate,  angelica  voce  canorans  ipsum  ven- 
torum  aduersitate  nauigare  oporteret,  omnium 
nautarum  suorum  aures  obturari  coegit. 

Ik  other  thing  who  that  recordeth. 
Like  vnto  this  sample  accordetb, 
Whiche  in  the  talc  of  Troie  1  fiude. 
Syrenes  of  a  wonder  kinde 
Ben  monstres,  as  the  bokes  tellen. 
And  in  the  great  sea  thei  dwellen^ 
Of  body  bothe  and  of  visage 
Like  vnto  women  of  yonge  age 
Up  fro  the  nauil  on  highe  thei  bee. 
And  downe  benethe  (as  men  maie  see) 
Thei  beare  of  fishes  the  figure. 
And  ouer  this  of  suche  nature 
Thei  ben,  that  with  so  sweete  a  steuen 
Like  to  the  meladie  of  heuen. 
In  womens  voice  thei  singe» 
With  notes  of  so  great  llkynge,   . 
Of  suche  measure,  of  suche  musike^ 
Wherof  the  shippes  thei  beswike. 
That  passen  by  the  costes  there. 
For  whan  the  shipmen  laie  an  eare 
Unto  the  voice  in  there  adulce, 
Thei  wene  it  l»e  a  paradyse : 
Whiche  after  is  to  tbem  an  belle. 
For  reason  maie  not  with  tbem  direlle. 
Whan  thei  the  great  lustes  here, 
Thei  can  not  their  shippes  stere. 
So  besiiy  vpon  the  note 
Thei  berken,  and  in  suche  wise  assotTi^ 
That  thei  their  right  cours  and  weie 
Foryete,  and  to  their  eare  obeie. 
And  saylen,  till  it  so  beftdle, 
That  thei  in  to  the  pertU^  f(41e,, 
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Where  at  the  tbipp€t  ben  to  drawe, 

And  tbet  be  with  the  monsties  vlawe. 

Bat  firo  this  penile  netheles 

With  his  wivedome  kioge  Ulysses 

EKapetby  and  it  ooerpassetb. 

For  he  to  fore  the  ha  ode  compasseth, 

That  no  man  of  his  companie 

Hath  power  Tnto  that  folie 

His  eare  for  no  Inste  to  caste. 

For  he  then  stopped  als  foste, 

That  non  pf  them  mate  here  them  singe. 

So  whan  tbei  come  forth  saytinge. 

There  was  sncbe  gonemance  on  bonde. 

That  the  mocstres  haoe  withstonde. 

And  sloagh  of  them  a  great  partie. 

Thus  was  he  saufe  with  bis  naaie 

Thiswise  kinge  throagb  gouernance. 

COVFBSSOft. 

Herof  my  sonoe  in  Yemembrance 
Thoa  might  ensample  taken  here, 
A«  I  baae  tolde,  and  what  thou  here 
Be  well  ware,  and  ycoe  no  credence: 
Bat  if  thou  se  more  eiridenc(\ 
For  if  then  woldest  take  kepe. 
And  n-iseiy  couthest  warde  and  kcpe 
Thine  eie  and  eare,  as  I  haue  s[>oke: 
Thaa  hadst  thon  the  gates  stoke 
Fro  soche  folie,  as  cometh  to  wynne 
Thyn  hertes  witte,  whiche  is  within; 
Whereof  that  now  thy  loue  excedeth 
Meafure,  and  many  a  peine  bredeth. 
But  if  thou  couthest  sette  in  rewle 
Tbo  two,  the  thre  were  ethe  to  rewle. 
For  thy  as  of  thy  wittes  fine 
I  woU  as  now  do  more  shrine. 
Bat  only  of  these  ylke  two, 
Td  me  thedore  if  it  be  so, 
Hast  thon  thyne  eie  ought  misthrowe? 

AMANt. 

My  fader  ye,  I  am  beknowe, 
1  bane  them  cast  ypon  Meduse^ 
Therof  I  may  me  nought  excuse^ 
Il3rn  hert  is  growen  in  to  stone, 
So  that  my  lady  there  Ypon 
Hath  soche  a  printe  of  loue  grane, 
Tbat  I  can  nought  my  selfe  saue. 

OPPOMIT  OOVFESSOR. 

What  saiste  thou  Sonne,  as  of  thin  ere  ? 

My  Met  I  am  giltie  there. 
For  whan  I  my  ladye  here, 
My  witte  witli  that  hath  loste  his  stere: 
1  do  Bongfat  as  Ulysses  dede. 
Bat  Ciile  anon  vpon  the  stcde. 
Where  as  I  se  my  ladye  stande; 
And  there  I  do  you  vnderstande 
I  am  to  polled  in  my  thou^'ht. 
So  that  of  reason  leueth  nought, 
Wherof  that  I  maie  me  defende. 

GOVFBSSOR. 

My  good  sonoe,  god  the  amende. 
For  as  me  thinketh  by  thy  speche, 
T^  wittes  be  right  far  to  seche, 
As  of  thyn  eare,  and  of  thine  eia 
I  wull  no  more  specific: 
Bat  I  woll  atken  ouer  this 
Qi  other  tfayi^e  bow  that  it  is. 
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Celsior  est  aquilaque  leone  ferocior  ille, 

Suem  tumor  elati  conlis  ad  alia  mouet 
Sunt  species  quinque,  quibus  est  superbia  ductrix 

Clamat  &  in  multis  roundus  ad  beret  eis. 
Laruando  faciem  ficto  pallore  subornat 

Praudibus  hypocrisis  mellea  Verba  suis. 
Sicque  pios  auimos  quoque  saspe  rait  muliebres 

Ex  humili  rerbo  sub  latitante  dolo. 

Hie  loquitur,  quod  septem  sunt  peccata  mortalia, 
quorum  caput  superbia  varias  species  habet,  et 
eanim  prima  hypocrisis  dicitur,  cuius  proprie* 
tatem  secundum  vitium  Confessor  amanti  decla- 
rat 

My  Sonne,  as  I  shall  the  infbrme. 

There  ben  yet  of  an  other  forme 

Of  dedly  vices  seuen  applied, 

Wberof  the  herte  is  often  plied 

To  thyng,  whiche  after  shall  hym  greeue: 

The  first  of  them  tboO  shall  beleeue 

Is  pryde,  whiche  is  principall. 

And  bath  with  hym  in  speciall, 

Mynistres  lyue  full  dyaerse: 

Of  whiche  as  1  shall  the  reherce. 

The  firsteissaide  bypocrisie. 

If  thou  arte  of  his  companie 

Tell  forth  my  sonne,  and  shrine  the  cleane 

A  MANS. 
I  wote  not  fadre  what  ye  meane. 
But  this  I  wolde  you  beseche, 
That  ye  me  by  some  wey  teche» 
What  is  to  ben  an  hypocrite. 
And  than  if  I  be  for  to  wite 
I  woll  beknowen,  as  it  is 

CONFESSOR. 
My  Sonne,  an  hypocrite  is  this : 
A  man,  whiche  feigneth  ronscience. 
As  though  it  were  all  innocence 
Without,  and  is  not  so  within: 
And  doth  so  for  he  wolde  winne 
Of  his  desyre  the  vaine  astnte: 
And  whan  be  cometh  anone  there  at, 
He  sheweth  than,  what  he  was. 
The  come  is  torned  ro  to  grasse. 
That  was  a  Rose,  is  than  a  thome. 
And  he  that  was  a  lambe  befome 
Is  than  a  wolfe :  and  thus  malice 
Under  the  colour  of  iustice 
Is  hid,  and  as  the  people  telleth. 
These  ordres  witen  where  he  dwelleth, 
As  he  that  of  her  coanseyll  is. 
And  thilke  worde,  whiche  thei  er  tliis 
Forsoken,  be  draweth  in  ayen^. 
He  clotheth  riches  (as  men  seyne) 
Under  the  simplest  of  pouerte. 
And  doth  to  seme  of  great  deserte 
Tbynge,  which  is  littel  worthe  within. 
He  seith  in  open,  phy,  to  sinne. 
And  in  secrete  there  is  no  yice. 
Of  whiche  that  he  nys  a  norice: 
And  euer  his  chere  is  sobre  and  softe. 
And  where  fie  goth  he  blesseth  ofte, 
Wberof  the  blynde  worlde  he  dretcheth. 
But  yet  all  onely  he  ne  stretcheth 
His  rewle  vpon  religion. 
But  next  to  that  condicion. 
In  suche  as  depe  them  holy  churche. 
It  sheweth  eke  how  he  can  warcba 
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Amonge  the  wide  fnrrecl  hoodn 
To  gete  them  the  worldes  Koodes, 
And  them  selfe  bcD  tbiike  same. 
That  setteo  moste  the  worlde  io  blame. 
But  yet  ill  coDtrarie  of  their  lure 
There  is  nothyng  thai  louen  more. 
So  that  feignyDg  of  light  thei  werke 
The  dedes,  whiche  are  inwarde  derke. 
And  thus  this  doable  hypocrisie, 
Wijtii  his  deuoute  apparaucie 
A  i^ser  set  ▼pen  hw  fmce 
Wberof  towarde  the  worldes  graee 
He  semeth  to  be  right  well  tbewed: 
And  yet  bis  berte  is  all  beshrewed. 
But  netbeJes  he  stant  beleued. 
And  hath  his  purpos  ofte  achened 
Of  worship,  and  of  worldes  welthe^ 
And  taketh  it,  as  who  saith  by  stelthe 
Through  couerture  of  his  falias : 
And  right  so  in  semblable  cas 
This  Tice  hath  eke  his  officers 
Amonge  these  other  secuiers 
Of  gr^t  men,  for  of  the  smale 
As  for  to  accompte  be  set  no  tale. 
But  the]  that  passen  the  commune. 
With  suche  hym  lyketh  to  commune. 
And  where  he  saieth,  be  woll  socoure 
The  people,  there  be  woll  deuoure. 
For  nowe  a  daie  is  many  one   • 
Whiche  speaketb  of  Peter  and  of  John, 
And  thynketh  Judas  in  his  berte. 
There  shall  no  worldes  good  asterte 
His  hande:  and  yet  he  geueth-Almesse^ 
And  fasteth  ofte,  and  heroth  messe. 
With  mea  culpa,  whiche  he  seitb 
Upon  his  breste  full  ofte  be  leith 
His  hande,  and  cast  vpwarde  his  eie. 
As  though  Christes  face  he  sete: 
So  that  it  semeth  at  sight. 
As  he  alone  all  other  might . 
Rescue  with  his  holy  dede: 
But  yet  his  berte  in  other  stede 
Amonge  his  beades  moste  deuoute, 
Goth  in  the  worldes  cause  aboute 
How  that  he  might  his  warison 
Encrease,  and  in  comparison. 

Hie  tractat  confessor  cam  amante  super  ilia  by- 
pocrisia,  que  sub  amoris  facie  fraudulenter  lati- 
tando  mulieres  ipsius  ficticiis  credulas  sepissime 
decepit  innocentes. 

THERSben  loners  of  snche  a  sorts 
That  feignen  them  an  humble  porte. 
And  all  is  but  hypoorisie, 
Whiche  with  deceite  and  flatterie 
Hath  many  a  worthy  wife  begiled. 
For  whan  he  hath  his  tonge  afiled 
With  softe  specbe,  and  with  lesyngpei 
Forthwith  his  false  pttous  lokynge 
He  wolde  make  a  woman  weene 
To  gone  vpou  the  feire  greene, 
Whan  that  she  fiuileth  in  the  myre. 
For  if  be  maie  haue  his  desjrre, 
How  so  fafleth  of  the  remenant^ 
He  holte  no  worde  of  couenant: 
But  er  the  time  that  he  spede 
There  is  no  sleigthe  at  thilkenede, 
Whiche  any  loues  fiutour  maje» 
That  be  ne  pat  it  in  asssie, 
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As  him  belongeth  §er  to  doia«* 

The  colour  of  the  reiny  Moose 

With  medicine  Tpon  bis  fkce 

He  set,  and  than  be  asketh  gracf^ 

As  be,  whiche  hath  sekenes  feigned. 

Whan  his  visage  is  so  disteigsed* 

With  eie  vp  oaate  on  hw  he  siketk 

And  many  a  countinance  b«  piketb. 

To  bringen  bir  in  to  baleoe 

Of  thing,  whiche  that  be  wold«  meihvm, 

Wberof  he  beareth  the  pale  hewe. 

And  for  be  wolde  seme  trawe. 

He  maketh  him  sicke,  whan  he  is  heili^ 

But  whan  be  beareth  lowest  leila. 

Than  is  be  swiftest  to  begyle 

The  woman,  whiche  that  ilke  wbyle- 

Set  vpon  hym  feith  or  credence. 

My  Sonne  if  thou  thy  conscience 
Entamed  haste  in  suche  a  wise, 
In  shrifle  thou  the  might  auise 
And  tell  it  me,  if  it  be  so. 

APIANS. 

Myn  holy  fadre  certes  no. 
As  for  to  feigne  sucbe  aickeaesse 
It  nedeth  nought :  tar  this  witaesee 
I  take  of  god,  that  my  ooarage 
Hath  ben  more  sicke  than  my  risage^ 
And  eke  this  maie  I  well  auowe 
So  lowe  couthe  I  neaer  bowe 
To  feigne  humilitee  without 
That  me  ne  liste  better  loute 
With  all  the  thoughtes  of  mine  berte. 
For  that  thynge  shall  roe  neuer  asterte. 
T  tpeke  as  to  my  ladie  dere 
To  make  hir  any  feigned  chere 
God  wote  well  there  I  lie  nought. 
My  chere  hath  ben  such  as  my  thought. 
For  in  good  feitbe  this  lenetb  wele. 
My  wyll  was  better  a  tbousande  dele 
Than  any  chere  that  I  coothe. 

Bat  syre,  if  1  haue  in  my  yoathe 
Done  other  wise  in  other  place, 
I  put  me  therof  in  your  grace. 
For  this  excusen  I  ne  shall. 
That  I  haue  elles  ouer  all. 
To  lone  and  to  his  companie 
Be  pleine  without  hypocrisie. 
But  there  is  one,  the  whiche  I  seme. 
All  though  I  maie  no  thanke  deserue. 
To  whom  yet  neuer  vnto  this  daie 
I  saied  only  ye  or  nale. 
But  if  it  so  were  in  my  thought, 
As  touchend  other  saie  I  nought. 
That  I  nam  somdeic  for  to  wite. 
Of  that  ye  depe  an  hypocrite. 

CONFESSOR. 

My  Sonne  it  sit  well  euery  wig^t 
To  kepe  his  worde  in  trouth  vprtght 
Towanles  loue  in  all  wise. 
For  who  that  wolde  him  well  adoise, 
What  hath  befalle  in  this  mattere. 
He  sbulde  nought  with  feigned  cbera 
Deceyue  loue  in  no  degree 
To  loue  is  euery  hert  free. 
But  in  deceite  if  that  thou  foigneste^ 
And  thervpon  thy  luste  atteyneste. 
That  thou  haste  wonne  with  thy  wile, 
Though  it  the  like  for  a  wbile» 
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11m»  tbalt  it  aftarwtt^  repente. 
And  for  to  prooen  myne  entente 
1  finde  eosuDple  in  a  Cronique, 
Of  tbem  that  lone  so  biswike. 

food  hypocrisia  rit  in  amore  pericutosa  narrat 
aenpiimi,  qualiter  snb  regno  Tiberii  impemto. 
ris  qaidam  milet  nomine  Mundus,  qui  Roma- 
ooramdox  militie  tone  prefuit,  dominam  Pauli- 
ouD  palcberrioiam  castitatisque  famosidslmam 
nediantibiu  duobtis  falsis  presbyteris  in  Tern- 
plo  Isii  domini  gui  se  esse  fingens  sub  fide  sanc- 
tjtatishypocrisi  noctnmo  tempore  vitiauit,  vode 
idem  doz  in  exilium,  presbyteri  in  mortem  ob 
iqI  criounts  enormitatem  damnati  extiterant. 

It  befi^  by  oMe  dates  tbus 
Wbilome  the  emperoar  Tiberins 
The  Bonarebe  of  Rome  ladde, 
There  was  a  worthy  Romain  had 
A  wife,  and  she  Patilina  hight: 
Wbtebe  vas  to  euery  mannis  sight 
Of  til  the  citee  the  faiieste: 
And  as  men  saiden  eke  the  beste. 

It  is  and  hath  ben  eoer  yet. 
That  10  stroDge  is  no  mans  witte, 
Whiche  through  beaotee  ne  mate  be  drawe 
To  lone,  and  stande  vnder  the  lewe 
Of  thilke  bore  fieile  kinde, 
Whiche  maketh  the  hertes  eies  bliode, 
Where  no  reason  maie  he  communed: 
And  in  this  vise  stode  fortuned 
Thii  tale,  of  whiche  I  woU  meene. 

This  wife,  whiche  in  hir  lustes  greene 
Was  fure  and  fresshe  and  tender  of  age, 
She  maie  not  let  the  courage 
Of  him,  that  wol  on  hir  assotte. 
There  was  a  doke,  and  he  was  hotte 
Mandos,  whiche  bad  in  his  bailiie 
Toledethechioalrie 
Of  Rome:  and  wsm  a  worthy  knight. 
Ikit  yet  be  was  nought  of  soche  might 
T^e  itrengthe  of  looe  to  withstonde, 
That  be  oe  was  so  brought  to  honde, 
That  maolgrc  whether  be  wol  or  no. 
This  yonge  wife  be  loueth  so. 
That  he  bath  pot  all  his  assaie 
To  winoe  thing,  which  he  ne  maie 

Oette  of  hir  grant  in  no  maner 

By  yefte  of  gold,  ne  by  praier. 

And  wbaa  he  sawe,  that  by  no  mode 

Tovaid  bir  loue  he  might  spede 

Bf  deigbt  feigned  than  he  wrought, 

Aad  tbenrpon  he  him  bethought, 

Hove  that  there  was  in  the  citee 

A  temple  of  soche  auctoritee. 

To  whiche,  with  great  deoocion 

The  noble  women  of  the  towne 

MoMe  comooly  a  pilgrimage 

Oune,  for  to  pray  tbiike  image, 

Whiche  the  goddesse  of  childyng  is, 

And  cleped  was  by  name  Isis : 

Aad  in  hir  temple  than  were 

(To  rewle  and  to  minister  there 

After  the  law,  whiche  was  tho) 

Abooeo  all  other  prestes  two. 
This  duke,  which  thought  his  looe  get 

Upon  a  dale  them  two  to  mete 

Hath  bede:  and  tbei  come  at  his  hesle. 

Where  thei  had  m  riche  feste. 


And  after  mete  in  preuy  place 

This  lord,  which  wolde  his  thanke  porchace. 

To  eche  of  them  yafe  thati  a  gifte. 

And  spake  so  by  waie  of  shrifte 

He  drough  them  in  to  his  couine 

To  helpe  and  shape  how  Pauline 

After  his  loste  deceiue  might : 

And  thei  their  trouthes  bothe  plight. 

That  thei  by  night  hir  shulde  winne 

into  the  temple,  and  he  therinne 

Shall  haue  of  hir  all  his  intent. 

And  thus  accorded  forth  thei  wente. 

Now  liste  through  whiche  hypocrisie 
Ordeioed  was  the  trecherie, 
Wherof  this  lady  was  deceiued. 

These  prestes  hadden  wel  conceined. 
That  she  was  of  great  holydesse, 
And  with  a  counterfeit  simplesse, 
Whiche  hid  was  in  a  fals  courage, 
Feigned  an  heuenly  message. 
Tbei  come,  and  saide  vnto  her  thus: 

Paulyne,  the  God  Anubus 
Hath  sente  vs  both  presente  here. 
And  saith,  he  wol  to  the  appere  * 
By  nightes  time  him  selfe  alone 
For  loue  he  hath  to  thy  persone: 
And  thervpon  he  bath  ts  bede 
That  we  in  Isis  Temple  a  stede 
Honestly  for  the  poraeye, 
Where  thou  by  night  as  we  the  seye 
Of  him  Shalt  take  a  vision. 
For  Tpon  thy  condicion 
The  whiche  is  chaste  and  fiill  of  feithe 
Suche  price  (as  he  vs  tolde)  he  lelth, 
That  he  woU  stande  of  thin  accorde : 
And  for  to  beare  herof  recorde 
He  sende  vs  hider  bothe  two. 
Glad  was  hir  innoccmce  tho 
Of  suche  wordes,  as  she  herd. 
With  humble  chere»  and  thus  answerde  . 
And  saide,  that  the  gods  will 
She  was  all  redy  to  fulfill. 
That  by  hir  Itousbondes  leue. 
She  wolde  in  Isis  Temple  at  cue 
Upon  bir  gods  grace  abide. 
To  seruen  him  the  nightes  tide. 

The  prestes  tho  gon  home  agaioe. 
And  she  guth  to  hir  soueraine. 
Of  gods  will,  and  as  it  was 
She  tolde  him  all  the  plaine  cas: 
Wherof  he  was  deceiued  eke. 
And  badde,  that  she  hir  shulde  meke 
All  hole  vnto  the  gods  heste. 
And  thus  she,  whiche  was  all  honeste 
To  godwaide,  after  hir  entent. 
At  night  vnto  the  temple  went. 
Where  that  the  fals  prestes  were, 
And  thei  receiuen  hir  there 
With  suche  a  token  of  holynesse, 
As  though  thei  seen  a  goddesse. 
And  all  within  in  preuy  place 
A  softe  bedde  of  large  space 
Thei  badde  made,  and  encorteioed. 
Where  she  was  afterward  engined. 
fiut  she,  whiche  all  honour  supposeth. 
The  fals  prestes  than  opposeth 
And  axeth  by  what  obseruance 
She  might  moste,  to  the  plesance 
Of  god»  that  nightes  reule  kepe. 
And  thei  hir  bidden  for  to  slepe 
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Lyggetid  vpon  the  bedde  a  lofte. 
For  so  thei  saideii,  still  and  toft 
Go^  Anubot  hir  wolde  awake. 
The  counseill  in  this  wise  take, 
The  prestes  fro  this  lady  gone, 
And  she  that  wiate  of  giU  none 
In  the  maner  as  it  was  saide 
To  slepe  vpon  the  bedde,  is  laide 
In  hope  that  she  shulde  acheue 
Thing,  whiche  stode  than  vpon  beleue. 
Fulfilled  of  all  holynesse. 
But  she  hath  failed  as  I  gesse. 
For  in  a  closet  faste  by 
The  duke  was  hid  so  priaely. 
That  she  him  might  not  perceiue 
And  he  that  thought  to  dcoeiue 
llath  suche  araie  vpon  noroe. 
That  whan  he  wolde  vnto  hir  come. 
It  shulde  semen  at  hir  eie. 
As  though  she  verily  seie 
God  Anubus,  and  in  suche  wise. 
This  hepocrite,  of  his  queintise 
Away  teth  euer  till  she  slept. 
And  than  out  of  his  place  he  crept 
So  still,  that  she  nothing  herde, 
And  to  the  bedde  stalky og  he  ferde: 
And  sodenly,  er  she  it  wiste 
Bevlipt  in  armes  he  hir  kiste: 
Wherof  in  woman nysshe  drede 
She  woke,  and  niste  what  to  rede. 
But  he,  with  softe  wordes  milde 
Comforteth  hir,  and  saith,  with  childe 
He  wolde  hir  make  in  suche  a  kynde. 
That  all  the  world  shall  baue  in  minde 
The  worshippe  of  that  ylke  sonne. 
For  he  shall  with  the  gods  wone. 
And  ben  him  selfe  a  god  also. 

With  suche  wordes,  and  with  mo. 
The  whiche  he  feigneth  in  his  specbe: 
This  ladies  witte  was  all  to  seche. 
As  she,  whiche  all  trouthe  weneth. 
But  he,  that  all  vntrouth  meneth. 
With  btynde  tales  so  hir  ladde. 
That  all  his  will  of  hir  he  hadde. 
And  whan  him  thought  it  was  enough, 
Againe  the  daie  he  him  withdruugh 
So  priuely,  that  she  ne  wiste 
Where  he  become,  but  sts  hym  liste 
Out  of  the  temple  he  goth  his  waie : 
And  she  bcjEraiine  to  bid  and  praie 
Upon  the  bare  grounde  knelende: 
And  after  that  made  hir  offrende. 
And  to  the  prestes  yeftes  great 
She  yafe,  and  homeward  by  the  strete 
The  duke  hir  mette,  and  saide  thus : 

The  mightie  god,  whiche  Anubus 
Is  bote,  he  saue  the  Pauline. 
For  thou  arte  of  his  discipline 
So  holy,  that  no  mans  might 
Maie  do,  that  he  hath  do  to  night 
Of  thyng,  whiche  thou  hast  euer  eschuedt 
But  I  his  grace  haue  so  pursued. 
That  I  was  made  his  leutenant. 
For  thy  by  waie  of  couenant 
From  this  daie  fuorth  I  am  all  thyne. 
And  if  the  like  to  be  mync, 
That  stonte  vpon  thyn  owne  ny  11 ; 

She  herde  this  tale,  and  bare  it  styll. 
And  home  she  went  as  it  be6il 
Into  hir  chambre,  and  there  she  fill 


Upon  hir  bedde  to  wepa  and  critff 
And  saide,  O  derke  hypocrisies 
Through  whose  dissimulacion 

0  folse  imaginacion, 

1  am  thus  wickedly  disceioed: 
But  that  I  haue  it  apperceiued, 
I  thanke  vnto  the  gods  all. 
For  though  it  ones  be  befall, 

I  shall  neuer  efte  while  that  I  liue: 

And  tbilke  auowe  to  god  I  yene. 

And  thus  wepende  sImb  complaineth, 

Hir  faire  face  and  all  disteineth 

With  wofull  teares  hir  eie. 

So  that  vpon  this  agonie 

Hir  husbonde  is  in  come,' 

And  sawe  how  she  was  ouercome 

With  sorow,  and  asketh  hir  what  hir  eilctk 

And  she  with  that  hir  selfe  beweileth 

Well  more  than  she  did  afore. 

And  saide,  alas  wifehode  is  lore 

In  me,  whiche  whilom  was  honest, 

I  am  none  other  than  a  beaste: 

Nowe  1  deibuled  am  of  two* 

And  as  she  might  ^peake  tho 
Ashamed  with  a  pKous  onde 
She  tolde  rnto  hir  husbonde 
The  sotbe  of  all  the  hole  tale. 
And  in  hir  speche,  dead  and  pale 
She  swounetb  well  nigh  to  the  last. 
And  he  hir  in  his  armes  faste 
Uphelde,  and  ofte  swore  his  otbe, 
That  he  with  hir  is  nothynge  wroth. 
For  well  he  wute  she  maie  there  nought. 
But  netheles  within  his  thought 
His  herte  stode  in  a  sorie  plite. 
And  saide,  he  wolde  of  that  despite 
Be  auenged,  howe  so  euer  it  foil. 
And  sent  vnto  his  frendes  all. 

And  whan  thei  were  comen  in  fere. 
He  tolde  them  vpon  this  matere. 
And  asketh  them,  what  was  to  done. 
And  thei  auised.were  soone^ 
And  said :  It  thought  them  for  tlie  best. 
To  sette  firste  his  wife  in  reste: 
And  after  plaine  to  the  kynge 
Upon  the  matttr  of  this  thjrnge. 

Tho  was  his  wofull  wife  comforted 
By  all  waies,  and  disported, 
Tyll  that  she  was  somedele  amended : 
And  thus  thei  a  daie  or  two  dispended. 
The  thirdedaie  she  goth  to  plaiue 
With  many  a  worthie  citezaine 
And  he  with  many  a  citezeine. 
Whan  the  emperour  it  herde  seine 
And  knewe  the  falschead  of  the  vice, 
He  saide,  he  wolde  do  Justice. 
And  firste  be  let  the  prestes  take. 
And  for  thei  shulde  it  not  forsake. 
He  put  them  in  to  question : 
But  thei  of  the  suggestion 
Ne  coude  not  a  worde  refuse: 
But  for  thei  wolde  them  selfe  excuse 
The  blame  vpon  the  duke  thei  laide. 
But  there  ayene  the  counsaile  saide 
That  thei  be  nouirht  excused  so. 
For  he  is  one,  and  thei  be  two : 
And  two  hauj  more  witte  than  one. 
So  thiike  excusement  was  none. 
And  ouer  that  was  saide  them  eke. 
That  whan  men  wolde  vertue  seke» 
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Uta  shuUe  it  in  the  piertas  tynde. 

Their  order  w  of  so  highe  a  kynde, 

Tbat  tbei  be  dinisen  of  the  weie. 

For  thy  if  any  man  forswey 

ThroQgh  them,  tbei  be  not  excusable. 

And  thus  by  la  we  reasonable 

Amonge  tfaie  wise  iudges  there, 

Tbe  prestos  both  damned  were* 

So  that  the  jiriaie  trecberie. 

Hid  Tnder  the  false  bipocrisie. 

Was  than  all  openly  shewed. 

That  many  a  man  them  hath  beshrewed. 
And  whan  tbe  prestes  weren  dede 

Tbe  temple  of  thiike  horrible  dede 

Tbei  thottgfaten  parge,  and  thiike  image, 

Who»e  caose  was  the  pilgremnge 
I        Tbei  droaen  oat,  and  also  faste 

Fane  into  tbe  Tyberthei  it  cast, 

Wbefe  the  riiier  it  bath  defied: 

Aod  tfans  the  temple  pnrified, 

Tbei  bane  of  thiike  horrible  sinne, 

Whiche  was  that  time  do  tberin 

Of  this  point  snche  was  tbe  deuise. 

Bat  of  the  doke  was  otherwise. 

For  he  with  lone  was  bestadde, 

His  dome  was  oou^t  so  harde  ladde. 

For  lone  put  reasone  awaie. 

And  can  nought  see  the  right  waie. 

And  by  this  canse  he  was  respited 

So  that  the  death  him  was  acqnited* 

Bat  for  all  that  he  was  exiled. 

For  he  his  loue  had  so  begiled, 

Thst  he  shall  neuer  come  ayene. 

For  be  that  is  to  trouth  vnpleine 

He  maie  not  fallen  of  vengeance. 
And  eke  to  take  remembrance 

Of  that  hipocrisie  bath  wrought, 

Ob  other  haloe  men  shulden  nought 
I        ^0  lightly  leoe  all  that  tbei  here: 

But  than  shulde  a  wise  man  stere 

Tbe  ship,  whan  suche  wyndes  btowe* 

For  first  though  tbei  beginne  lowe 

At  ende  thei  be  nought  meuable, 

Bot  tU  to  broke  mast  and  eaUe, 

So  that  tbe  ship  with  sodaine  blaste 

(Whan  men  leste  weoe)  is  ouercast* 

As  nowe  foil  often  a  roan  maie  see. 

And  of  Okie  tyme  howe  it  hath  bee,      * 

I  fiade  a  great  experience, 

Wherof  to  take  an  euidence 

Good  is,  and  to  beware  also 

Of  the  peril!  or  him  be  wo. 

Hie  ▼Iterios  ponit  exemplum  de  ilia  etiam  hipocri- 
sia,que  inter  Tirum  et  virumdecipiens  periculo- 
sissima  consistit,  et  narrat  qualiter  Greci  in  ob* 
sidkNie  ctuitatis  Troie,  cum  ipsain  vi  apprehen- 
drre  nnllatenus  potuerunt,  fallaci  animo  cum 
Troianis  paoem  vt  dicunt  pro  perpetuo  statue- 
bant:  et  super  hoc  quendam  equum  mire  gros- 
sionis  de  ere  labricatum  ad  sacrificandum  in 
tempk)  M inerue  confingentes. 

Or  tbem  that  ben  so  derke  within^ 

At  Troie  also  if  we  beginne 

Hfpocrisie  it  hath  betraied. 

For  whan  the  grekes  had  aU  assaied, 

Aod  foode,  that  by  no  baUile, 

Xe  by  no  siege  it  might  auaile 

Tbe  tonne  to  winne  tbrongh  pro\TetSf , 

This  rice  feigned  of  tiroplessa 


Through  sleight  of  Calcas  and  of  Cryte, 
It  wanne  by  sucbe  a  maner  wyse. 

An  burse  of  brasse  thei  lette  do  foiige 
Of  sucbe  entaile,  and  of  sucbe  a  ibige» 
That  in  this  worlde  was  neuer  man 
That  suche  an  other  werke  began. 
The  craftie  werkeman  Epius 
It  made^  and  for  to  tell  thus. 
The  grekes  that  thoughten  to  begile 
Tbe  kynge  of  Troie  in  thiike  while. 
With  Antenor,  and  with  Eaee, 
That  were  botbe  of  tbe  citee. 
And  of  the  counsell  the  wisest 
The  richest,  and  tbe  mightiest. 
In  priuie  place  so  thei  treate 
With  feire  behestes  and  yeftet  greate 
Of  golde,  that  thei  than  haue  eogined 
To  gether,  and  whan  thei  be  couined, 
Thei  feigneu  for  to  make  peace. 
And  vnder  that  neuer  the  lesse 
Tbei  shopen  the  destruction 
Bot  he  of  the  kyng,  and  of  the  towne. 
And  thus  tbe  fols  peace  was  take 
Of  them  of  Grece,  and  vndertake: 
And  thervpon  thei  fonde  a  way 
Where  strength  might  not  awey, 
That  sleight  shulde  helpe  than. 
And  of  an  ynche  a  large  spanne. 
By  colour  of  the  peace  thei  made. 
And  tolden  how  th6i  were  gladde 
Of  that  thei  stouden  in  accorde. 
And  for  it  shall  ben  of  ,recorde, 
Unto  the  kyng  the  grekes  saiden 
By  waie  of  loue,  and  thus  thei  praiden. 
As  thei  that  wolde  his  thanke  deserue, 
A  sacrifice  vnto  Mineroe 
(The  peace  to  kepe  in  good  intent) 
Thei  must  offre,  er  that  thei  went. 

The  kynge  counsailed  in  the  case 
By  Antenor  and  £neas, 
Tbierto  hath  youen  his  assent. 
So  was  the  plaine  trouthe  blent 
Through  counterfete  hypocrisia 
Of  that  thei  shulden  sacrifie. 
The  grekes  vnder  the  bolynes 
Anone  with  all  besinesse 
Their  hors  of  brasse  lette  faire  dight. 
Which  was  to  sene  a  wonder  sight. 
For  it  was  trapped  of  him  selue. 
And  bad  of  smale  wheles  twelue. 
Upon  the  which  men  enough 
With  craft  toward  the  towne  it  drougb, 
And  goth  glistrende  ayenst  the  sonne. 
Tho  was  there  ioye  enough  be  gonne. 
For  Troie  in  great  deuocion 
Came  also  with  procession 
Ayenst  this  noble  sacrifice 
With  great  honour,  and  in  this  wise 
Unto  tbe  gates  thei  it  brought. 
But  of  their  entree  whan  thei  sought^ 
Tbe  gates  weren  all  to  smale, 
And  thervpon  was  many  a  tale. 
But  for  the  worshippe  of  Minerue, 
To  whom  tbei  con^en  for  to  serue, 
Thei  of  tbe  towne,  which  vnderstode. 
That  all  this  thing  was  done  for  good. 
For  peace,  wherof  that  thp\  be  gladde, 
The  gates,  tbat  Neptunus  made 
A  thousande  winter  ther  to  fore, 
Tbei  haue  anone  to  brake  and  tore. 
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The  f  troDg*  waHet  dmviie  thei  bete. 
So  that  in  to  the  laige  stiete 
This  horse  with  great  solemnitee 
Was  brought  within  the  citee» 
And  offered  with  great  reaerence. 
Which  was  to  Troie  an  enidence 
Of  lone  and  peace  far  enermo. 
The  grekes  token  leaue  tho. 
With  all  the  hole  felaushippe 
And  fborth  thei  wenten  in  to  shippe. 
And  crotsen  saile,  and  made  hem  yare« 
Attooe  as  though  thei  wolden  fore. 
But  whan  the  blacke  winter  nigbte 
(Without  moone  or  sterre  lighte) 
Bederked  hath  the  water  stronde, 
AH  priuely  thei  gone  tolonde 
Full  armed  out  of  the  nauie, 
Symon,  which  was  made  their  espie 
Within  Troie,  as  was  conspired. 
Whan  tyme  was,  a  token  ftned. 
And  hath  with  that  their  waie  bolden, 
And  comen  right  as  thei  wolden. 
There  as  the  gate  was  to  broke. 
The  purpose  was  foil  take  and  spoke 
£r  any  man  maie  take  kepe, 
While  that  the  citee  was  a  slepe, 
Thei  slowen  all  that  was  within. 
And  token  what  thei  mighten  wynne 
Of  suche  good  as  was  suffisant, 
And  brenden  vp'the  remenant. 

And  thus  come  out  the  trecherie  ' 
Which  mder  folse  bypocrisie 
Was  hid,  and  thei  that  wened  peace 
Tho  mighten  finde  no  release 
Of  thilke  swerde,  which  all  deuoureth  t 
Full  ofte  and  thus  the  swete  soureth 
Whan  it  is  know  to  the  taste: 
He  spilleth  many  a  worde  in  waste. 
That  shall  with  sucbe  a  people  trete. 
For  whan  he  weneth  most  beyete. 
Than  is  he  shape  most  to  lese. 
And  right  so  if  a  woman  chese 
Upon  the  wordes,  that  she  hereth, 
Som  man  when  he  most  true  apperetb. 
Than  is  he  forthest  fro  the  trouth: 
But  yet  foil  ofte,  and  that  is  routh 
Thei  speden,  that  be  most  votrue. 
And  louen  euery  dale  a  newe: 
Wherof  the  life  is  after  lothe. 
And  loue  hath  cause  to  be  wrothe. 
But  what  man  his  luste  desireth 
Of  loue,  and  therrpon  oonspireth 
With  wordes  feigned  to  deceiue. 
He  shall  not  foile  to  reoeiue 
His  peine,  as  it  is  ofte  sene. 

GONFBISOR. 

For  thy  my  sonne,  as  I  the  mene, 
It  sitte  the  well  to  take  bede, 
That  thou  eschewe  of  thy  manhede 
Hypocrisie,  and  his  semblant. 
That  thou  ne  nought  be  deceiuant, 
To  make  a  woman  to  beleue 
Thing,  which  is  not  in  thy  belene. 
For  in  suche  foint  bypocrisie 
Of  loue,  is  all  the  trecherie : 
Through  which  loue  is  deceiued  ofte. 
For  feigned  semblant  is  so  softe 
Vnnethes  loue  maie  beware. 
For  thy  Sonne,  as  I  weU  dare. 


I  chargethe  to  flee  that  vice, 

That  many  a  woman  hath  inad«  nioe: 

But  loke  thou  deale  not  with  aO. 

AMAHI. 

I  wys  fother  no  more  1  tbalh 

connstoB. 

Now  sen  kepe,  that  thou  hast  swore» 
For  this  that  thou  haste  herde  before 
Is  said,  the  first  point  of  pride: 
And  next  vpon  that  other  side 
To  shrine  and  speake  ouer  this 
Touchande  of  pride  yet  there  is 
The  pointe  seooode  1  the  behote, 
Whiche  Inobedience  is  liote. 

Flectere  quam  frangi  melius  reputatur.  It  oUse 

Fictilis  ad  cacabum  pugna  Talere  nequit 
Quem  neqoe  lex  hoim,  neque  lex  diuina  valcbit 

Flectere,  multotienaeorde  reflaetit  amor. 
Quem  non  flectit  amor,  non  est  flectendoa  ab  tIIo^ 

Sed  rigor  illius  plus  elepbante  riget. 
Dedignatus  amor,  potent  quos  scire  rebellet. 

Rt  rudibus  sortem  pfsestat  habere  rudem. 
Sed  qui  sponte  Stti  sobicit  se  cordis  amore, 

Frangit  in  aduersis  oainia  fata  piua. 

Hie  loquitur  de  secunda  specie  supeibie,  que  Ino- 
bedientia  dicitur.  £t  primo  illius  TJcii  natoram 
simpliciterdeclarat.  £t  tractat  consequenter  si»- 
per  ilia  inobedientia,qnsB  in  curia  Cqiidini8ex<»- 
sa  amoris  causam  ex  sua  imbecillitate  sepiasinie 
retaidat 

This  rice  of  inobedience 

(Againe  the  reule  of  consdenee) 

All  that  is  humble  he  disalowetb, 

That  he  towarde  bis  god  ne  boweth 

After  the  lawes  of  his  heste. 

Not  as  a  man,  but  as  a  beaste, 

Which  goth  Tpott  bis  lustes  wildes 

So  goth  this  proude  vice  vnmiMe, 

That  he  disdeigneth  all  lawe. 

He  not  what  is  to  be  felawe, 

And  seme  maie  he  not  for  pride; 

So  is  he  ledde  on  euery  sMe: 

And  is  that  selue,  of  whom  mett  epeske^ 

Which  woU  not  bowe,  or  that  be  broke. 

I  not,  if  loue  might  him  pile. 

For  els  for  to  iustifie 

His  herte,  I  not  what  might  auafle. 

For  thy  me  sonne  of  suche  entaile 

If  that  thyu  herte  be  disposed. 

Telle  out  and  let  it  nought  be  gloeed. 

For  if  that  thou  Tnbuxome  bee 

To  lone,  t  not  in  what  degree 

Thou  shalte  thy  good  worde  acheue. 

My  father  ye  shall  well  beleue 
The  yonge  wheipe,  which  is  aflTaited, 
Hath  not  his'maister  better  awaitni 
To  couche,  whan  he  saith  go  lowe 
Than  1  anone,  as  I  maie  knowe 
My  ladie  will  me  bowe  more : 
But  other  while  I  gmtcbe  sore 
Of  some  thinges,  that  she  dootb, 
Wherof  that  I  woll  tell  sooth. 
For  of  two  pointes  I  am  bethought. 
That  though  1  wdde,  I  might  nought 
Obeye  vnto  my  ladies  best 
But  I  dare  make  this  behest. 
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9mah  oaly  of  that  ylkd  two 
I  am  mbuxooie  of  no  mo. 

GONFESIOR. 

Whst  ben  tbo  two^  tell  on  qaod  b«e? 
Mj  fiitber  tJiit  is  one,  tb«t  abee 
GoniDuidetb  me  my  mouihe  to  close. 
And  tbnt  I  sbolde  hir  noagbt  appoee 
lo  lone,  of  which  I  ofte  pieecbe. 
And  plenariy  of  tncbe  a  spcnche 
Forbere,  and  tuffre  hir  in  peace. 
Bat  that  oe  might  I  nethekei 
For  all  tfab  woride  obey  I  wis. 
For  whaa  I  am  there,  aa  the  is, 
Tboagh  ihe  my  tales  moogbt  alove 
Ayene  hir  will,  yet  mote  I  bowe 
To  leche,  if  that  I  might  haue  graoet 
Kit  that  thinfe  maie  I  not  embrace 
For  oa|^  that  1  can  speake  or  do: 
And  jet  full  ofte  I  speake  so. 
That  she  is  wroth,  and  saith  be  stUl. 
If  I  that  best  ahaU  fuUill, 
Aodthertobeo  ohcdieaik: 
Than  is  my  cause  fully  shent. 
For  ipecbeles  maie  no  man  spede. 
So  vote  I  not  what  is  to  rede; 
Bat  oertes  I  maie  nooght  obeie. 
That  I  ne  mote  algates  sale 
Some  what,  of  that  I  wolde  mcne. 
For  cner  it  is  a  liche  grsne 
The  grant  lone,  whiche  I  bane, 
Vhnof  I  eaii  not  botbe  sans 
My  speche,  and  this  obedience. 
And  thus  full  ofte  my  silence 
I  breke:  and  is  the  first  point, 
WherofthatI  am  out  of  point 
lo  this,  nnd  yet  it  is  no  pride. 

Vome  then  vpon  that  other  side 
To  tell  my  disobeisaaoe 
Fall  sore  it  stent  to  my  grsoance, 
lad  main  not  sinke  in  to  my  witte, 
FoU  ofte  time  she  me  bitCe 
To  Icocn  hir,  and  cbese  a  aewe, 
And  saith,  if  I  the  sothe  knewe, 
Bowe  lane  I  stonde  from  hir  grace, 
I  abulde  lone  in  an  other  place. 
Kit  therof  woll  I  disobeie. 
For  also  well  she  might  seie, 
Go  take  the  moone,  there  it  sitte. 
As  bryqge  that  into  my  witte, 
for  there  was  nener  rooted  tree, 
Thai  stoode  so  faste  in  his  degree. 
That  I  ne  standa  more  fasle 
Upon  hir  lone,  and  maie  not  caste 
Myo  herte  awey,  all  though  I  wolde. 
Fot  god  swote  though  1  neuer  shuUb 
Bene  hir  with  eie  after  this  daie: 
Yet  stoot  it  so,  that  I  ne  maie 
Hir  hMie  out  of  my  breast  remue. 
this  is  n  wonder  retenue. 
That  maolgre  where  she  woll  or  none, 
Myn  herte  is  enenno  in  one. 
So  that  I  can  none  other  cbese, 
Vat  whether  that  I  wtnne  or  lose. 
1  note  hir  kmen  till  1  deye. 
Aad  thus  I  breke  as  by  that  wey 
Hirbestcs,and  hir  commandjrttges : 
Bat  truly  in  none  other  thynges. 

For  thy  my  father  what  is  more     . 
Tsoehande  vnto  this  like  Ion 
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I  you  besecfae,  after  the  fbrme. 
That  ye  plainly  me  wolde  enforme, 
So  that  1  maie  mine  herte  rule 
In  loues  cause  after  the  rule. 

Murmur  iu  aduersts  ita  ooncipit  iUe  soperims, 
Poena  qi^ud  ex  bioa  aorte  puiyet  eum. 

O  bioa  fortunsB  cum  spes  in  araore  resistit, 
Non  sine  mentali  murmore  plangit  amans» 

Hie  loquitur  de  murmure  et  plancta,  qui  super 
omnes  alios  inohedientie  secr^ores,  ?t  ministri 
ill!  desemiant. 

To  WABDX  this  Tice,  of  which  we  trete, 
There  ben  yet  tweie  of  thilke  estrete, 
Hir  name  is  murmore  and  compleint. 
There  can  no  man  hir  chore  peint. 
To  sette  a  glad  semblant  therm. 
For  though  fiutnne  make  them  winne. 
Yet  grutcben  thei:  and  if  thei  lese. 
There  is  no  waie  for  to  cbese; 
Wherof  thei  might  stonde  appeased. 
So  ben  thei  commonly  diseased. 
There  maie  no  weltb  ne  ponerte 
Attempren  them  to  the  deserta 
Of  bnxorones  by  no  wise. 
For  ofte  tyme  thei  despise 
The  good  fortune  as  the  bad. 
As  thei  no  mans  reasonehad 
Through  pride,  whesof  thei  ben  hlinde: 
And  right  of  suche  a  numer^kynde 
Ther  be  loners,  that  though  thei  haHO 
Of  loue  all  that  thei  woMe  evane : 
Yet  woll  thei  grutehtn  by  some  weie. 
That  thei  wolde  not  to  lone  obeie 
Upon  the  trouth,  as  thai  do  shuUe. 
And  if  them  laeketh,  that  thei  wolde^ 
Anone  thei  falle  in  onche  a  peine. 
That  euer  vnbuzomly  thei  pleine 
Upon  fortune,  and  corse  and  erie, 
That  thei  woU  not  her  heriss  plie 
To  sufire,  tyU  it  better  &11. 
For  thy,  if  thou  amonges  all 
Hast  Tsed  this  condicion 
My  Sonne,  in  thy  confhssion 
Nowe  tell  me  plainly,  what  chon  nrie. 

AMAV8. 

My  father,  I  beknowe  a  parte 
So  as  ye  tolden  hero  abone 
Of  murmure,  and  complaint  of  lonOf 
That  for  I  see  no  spede  commends. 
Against  fortune  complainende 
lam  (as  who  saith)  euenno: 
And  eke  full  ofte  time  also. 
Whan  so  as  that  I  see  and  here 
Of  beuy  worde,-6r  heuy  ohere 
Of  my  lady,  I  grutche  anone. 
But  wordes  dare  I  speke  none, 
Wherof  she  might  be  displeased : 
But  in  myne  herte  I  am  diseased 
With  many  a  murmoor,  god  it  wote. 
Thus  drinke  I  in  myn  owne  swote. 
And  though  I  make  no  semblant, 
Myn  herte  is  all  disobeisant 
And  in  this  wise  I  me  confesse 
Of  that  ye  clcpe  foboxomnes. 
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CONFBIBOR. 

My  tonne  at  I  the  rede  this, 
Vhat  so  .befall  of  other  weie. 
That  thou  to  lones  hest  obeie. 
As  far  as  thoo  it  might  soffice. 
For  ofte  sith  in  sache  a  wise 
Obedience  in  loue  auaileth, 
Where  all  a  mans  strength  faileth. 
Wherof  if  thou  liste  to  witte. 
In  a  cronicle  as  it  is  writte, 
A  great  ensample  thou  maiste  finde* 
Wbiche  nowe  cometh  to  my  miode. 

Hie  contra  mnori  inobedientes  ad  commendatio- 
nem  obedientie  confessor  super  eodem  exero- 
plum  ponk,  vbi  dicit,  quod  cum  quidam  regis 
Secilie  filta  in  sue  inuentutis  floribus  pulcher- 
rime  exetus  Nouerceincantationibus  in  vetulam 
turpissimam  transformata  extitit,  Florencius 
tunc  imperatoris  Claudii  nepos,  milas  in  armis 
strennuissinius  amorosisque  legibus  intendens, 
ex  sua  obedientia  in  pulchritudinem  pristinam 
reformanit. 

Therb  ivas  whylora  by  daies  olde 
A  worthy  knight,  as  men  toldet 
He  was  neuew  to  the  emperour, 
And  of  his  courte  a  oourteour. 
Wyfeles  he  was,  Florent  he  hight, 
He  was  a  man,  that  mochell  might : 
Of  armes  he  was  desyrous, 
Chiualrons,  and  amorous. 
And  for  the  fame  of  worldes  speche 
Strange  auentures  wolde  he  seche. 
He  rode  the  marches  all  abonte. 
And  fell  a  tyme,  as  he  was  out, 
Fortune,  whtche  maie  euery  threde 
To  breke  and  knitte  of  roans  spede 
Shope,  as  this  knight  rode  in  a  pasa 
That  he  by  strength  taken  was. 

And  to  a  castell  thei  him  laddc. 

Where  that  he  fewe  frendes  hadde. 

For  so  it  fell  that  iike  stounde. 

That  he  hath  with  a  deadly  wounde 

(Fighteude)  his  owne  bande  slaine 

Braiichus,  whiche  to  the  Capitaine 

Was  Sonne  and  heire,  wherof  ben  wroth 

The  father  apd  the  mother  bothe. 

That  knight  Branchus  was  of  his  honde 

The  worthiest  of  all  bis  londe: 

And  feine  thei  wolde  do  vengeance 

Upon  Florent,  but  remembrance. 

That  thei  toke  of  bis  worthines 

Of  knifththode,  and  of  gentilncs. 

And  how  he  stode  of  cosinage 

To  themperour,  made  them  assuage. 

And  durst  not  slaine  hym  for  feare. 

In  great  desputeson  thei  were 

Amonge  them  selfe,  what  was  the  best. 

There  vna  a  ladie  (the  sliest 

Of  all  that  men  knewe  tho 

So  olde)  she  might  vnnethes  go :    . 

And  was  grandnme  Tnto  the  dede. 

And  she  with  that  began  to  rede: 

And  she  saidc,  she  wolde  bring  him  in 

That  he  shall  him  to  death  winne. 

All  one-ly  of  his  owne  grante, 

Through  strength  of  veray  oouenant 


Without  blame  of  any  tright 
Anone  she  sent  for  this  knight. 
And  of  hir  sonue  she  aleide 
The  death,  and  thus  to  him  she  saide. 

Florent  howe  so  thou  be  to  wite 
Of  Branchus  deathe,  men  shall  respite 
As  nowe  to  tiike  auengement. 
Be  so  thou  stonde  in  iudgement 
Upon  certaine  condicton. 
That  thou  vnto  a  question, 
Whiche  I  shall  aska,  shalt  answer* 
And  ouer  this  thou  shalt  eke  swere, 
That  if  thou  of  the  sothe  faile. 
There  shall  none  other  tbynge  auaile. 
That  thou  ne  shalt  thy  dethe  receine. 
And  for  men  shall  the  not  deceiue, 
That  thou  therof  mightest  ben  aduised. 
Thou  shalt  haue  daie  and  time  assised. 
And  leue,  safely  for  to  wende. 
Be  so  that  at  thy  daies  ende 
Thou  come  agetne  with  thine  auise. 

This  knight,  whiche  worthy  was  and  « 
This  lady  praieth,  that  he  maie  witte. 
And  haue  it  vnder  scales  writte. 
What  question  i^  shulda  bee. 
For  whiche  he  shall  in  that  degree 
Stonde  of  his  life  in  ieopardie. 
With  that  she  freygneth  compante 
And  saith  Florent,  on  loue  it  hongcth 
All  that  to  myn  askyng  longeth. 
What  all  women  mostdesyre: 
This  woU  1  aske,  and  in  thempire 
Where  thou  hast  most  knowlageyng 
Take  counseile  of  this  askynge. 

Florent  this  tbynge  hath  vndertake. 
The  tyme  was  sette,  and  daie  take: 
Under  his  scale  he  wrote  bis  otbe 
In  suche  a  wyse,  and  foorthe  he  gothe 
Home  to  his  ernes  courte  againe. 
To  whome  his  auenture  plaine 
He  tolde,  of  th^t  is  hym  befall. 
And  Tpon  that  thei  were  all 
The  wisest  of  the  londe  assent. 
But  netheles  of  one  assent 
Thei  might  no^  accorde  plat. 
One  sayde  this,  an  other  that 
After  the  disposicion 
Of  naturall  complexion. 
To  some  woman  it  is  plesance. 
That  to  an  other  is  greuance. 
But  suche  a  tbynge  in  speciall, 
Whiche  to  them  all  in  generall 
Is  most  plesant,  and  moste  desired 
Aboue  all  other,  and  most  conspired, 
Suche  one  can  thei  not  finde 
By  constellacion,  neby  kinde* 
And  thus  Florent  without  cure 
Muste  stonde  vpon  his  auenture. 
And  is  all  shape. vnto  his  liere. 
And  as  in  defaulte  of  his  answere 
This  knight  hath  leaner  for  to  die 
Than  brekc  his  trouth  and  for  to  lie 
In  place  where  he  was  swore. 
And  shapeth  him  gone  ayene  therfore. 
Whan  time  come  he  toke  his  leaue, 
That  lenger  wolde  he  not  beleue. 
And  praieth  his  eme  he  be  not  wroth : 
For  that  is  a  point  of  his  otbe 
He  saith,  that  no  man  shall  him  wreke^ 
Though  afterwarde  men  here  speke, 
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T^t  be  perauentare  deie. 
And  tbtts  be  weot  forth  his  weie 
Alone,  M  a  knight  auentiurout. 
And  ID  this  thought  was  curious 
To  witte,  vbat  was  best  to  do. 
And  as  he  rode  alone  so, 
Aad  cam  nigh  there  he  wolde  bee, 
la  a  forest  there  ruder  a  tree 
He  save,  where  satte  a  creature, 
A  lothly  womanntshe  figure, 
Tba^  for  lo  speake  of  fleashe  and  bone 
So  foule  ypt  sawe  I  neuer  none. 
This  knight  behekle  hir  redily. 
And  as  he  woMe  haue  passed  by, 
She  cleped  hym,  and  bad  him  abide. 
And  he  hn  bors  head  aside 
Tho  toned,  and  to  hir  he  rode, 
Aad  there  be  hooed,  and  abode 
To  wit  what  she  wolde  mene. 
Aad  she  b^ran  him  to  bemene 
And  aaide:  Florent  by  thy  name. 
Thou  haste  oo  boode  suche  a  game^ 
That  if  thou  be  nut  better  auised. 
Thy  dcth  shapen  is,  and  deutsed. 
That  an  the  worlde  ne  maie  the  saue. 
Bat  if  that  tbou  my  coonseiil  haae« 

Floivnt  whan  he  this  tale  herde, 
Unto  this  olde  wight  aoswerde, 
Aad  of  bir  counsaile  he  hir  praide. 
And  she  ajrene  to  him  thus  saide. 

Flofcnt,  if  I  for  the  so  shape, 
l\at  tboa  through  me  thy  death  escape. 
And  lake  worsh*ppe  of  thy  dede, 
lllat  shall  I  haue  to  my  mede? 

What  thing  (quod  be)  that  thou  wold  axe, 
I  hid  neuer  a  better  taxe 
iiaud  flbe :  hut  firste  er  thou  be  spedde, 
ThoQ  sbalt  me  leaoe  suche  a  wedde. 
That  I  woll  bane  thy  troth  on  bonde. 
That  tbou  sbalt  be  myn  husboude 

Nay  (saide  Florent)  that  maie  not  bee, 
Ride  tkan  foorth  thy  wey,  quod  shee: 
And  tf'tbon  go  forth  without  reade, 
ThoD  sbalt  be  sikerly  deade. 

Florent  hebijcht  hir  good  eooiuch. 
Of  londe,  of  rent,  of  parke,  of  plough : 
Bat  an  thai  connteth  she  at  nought 

Tbo  Idl  this  knight  in  muche  thought. 
Now  goth  be  fofth,  now  cometh  ayene. 
He  vote  not  what  is  beste  to  seyne: 
And  tbongbt,  as  he  rode  to  and  fro, 
That  chose  be  mote  one  of  the  two. 
Or  for  to  take  hir  to  his  wife. 
Or  dies  for  to  leae  his  life. 
And  than  be  caste  his  auantage. 
That  she  was  of  so  great  an  iigt. 
That  sbe  maie  liue  but  a  while, 
Aad  tboaght  to  put  bir  in  an  lie, 
Wbct«  that  oo  man  hir  shnlde  knowe. 
Til]  sbe  with  death  were  ouerthrowe. 

And  thus  this  yooge  luatie  knight 
Unio  this  dde  lothely  wight 
Tbo  aasd:  If  that  none  other  chance 
Maae  make  my  ddiueraoce, 
B«t  oady  thiike  same  spcche, 
Wbicbe  (as  tbou  seist)  thou  sbalt  me  teche^ 
Haae  bcre  min  honde,  I  shaU  the  wedde: 
And  thus  his  trouth  he  ley  th  to  wedde. 
With  that  sbe  fronoceth  vp  the  browe^ 
Tbii  Mveaavt  wttt  I  alow* 


She  saith,  if  any  other  thynge,- 
But  that  thou  bast  of  my  teachyng^ 
Fro  deth  thy  body  maie  respite, 
I  woll  the  of  thy  trouth  acquite: 
And  elles  by  none  other  weie 
Now  herken  me,  what  i  shall  seie. 

Whan  thou  art  come  into  the  place,. 
Where  nowe  thei  maken  great  manace. 
And  vpon  thy  comyng  abide: 
Thei  woll  anone  the  itame  tide 
Oppose  the  of  thine  answere. 
I  wote  thou  wolt  nothinge  forbere 
Of  that  tbou  wenest  be  thy  beste. 
And  if  thou  mightest  so  fynde  reste. 
Well  is,  for  than  is  ther  no  moie  ^ 
And  elles  this  shall  be  my  lore. 
That  thou  shalt  saie  rpon  this  molde. 
That  all  women  leuest  wolde 
Be  soneraine  of  mans  loue. 
For  what  woman  is  so  aboue. 
She  hath  as  who  saith,  all  hir  will, 
And  elles  maie  she  nought  fulfill 
What  thinge  were  hir  leuest  hane» 

With  this  answer  thou  shalt  saue 
Tby  selfe,  and  other  wise  nought. 
And  whan  thou  hast  thy  ende  wrought^ 
Come  here  ayene  thou  shalt  me  fynde» 
And  let  iiothyng  out  of  tby  mynde. 

tie  goth  hym  foortbe  with  heoy  chece^ 
Aa  he  that  not  in  what  manere 
He  may  this  worldes  ioie  atteinew 
For  if  he  die,  he  hath  a  peine: 
And  if  be  liue,  he  mote  him  bynde* 
To  suche  one,  whiche  of  all  kynde 
Of  women  is  the  vnsemeVieste: 
Thus  wote  he  not,  what  is  the  bested 
But  be  him  liefe,  or  be  him  loth. 
Unto  the  castell  foorth  he  goth. 
His  full  answere  for  to  yeue 
Or  for  to  die,  or  for  to  liue. 

Foorth  with  his  coonseile  came  the  lord^ 
The  thynges  stoden  of  recorde. 
He  sent  vp  for  the  ladie  soone: 
And  foorth  she  came  that  olde  moone 
In  presence  of  the  remenant 
The  strengthe  of  all  the  couenant 
Tho  was  rehersed  openly. 
And  to  Florent  she  bad  for  tby. 
That  he  shall  tellen  bis  auise. 
As  he  that  wote^  what  is  the  price. 

Florent  saieth  all  that  euer  he  couth. 
But  suche  worde  cam  tber  none  to  mouthy 
That  he  for  yefte,  or  for  beheste 
Might  any  wise  bis  deth  areste: 
And  thus  he  tarieth  longe  and  late. 
Till  this  ladie  bad  algate. 
That  he  shall  for  the  dome  finall 
Yeue  his  answere  in  speciall. 
Of  that  she  had  him  first  opposed. 

And  than  he  bath  truly  supposed. 
That  he  him  maie  of  notb]mg  yelpe. 
But  if  so  be  tho  wordes  helpe. 
Which  as  the  woman  hath  him  taught, 
Wherof  be  hath  an  hope  caught,  ' 
That  he  shall  be  excused  so. 
And  tolde  out  plaine  his  will  tho. 

And  whan  that  this  matioo  herde 
The  maner  how  this  knight  answerde^ 
Sbe  saide,  ha  treson  wo  tbe  bee^ 
That  hftste  thns  told«  tbe  prittitoe^ 
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Which  all  wotMn  moit  desire : 
I  wolde  that  tbon  weie  a  fire. 
Bat  netbeles  in  soche  a  plite 
Florent  of  bis  ansvere  is  quite. 
And  tho  began  his  sorowe  newe. 
For  he  mote  gone,  or  be  Tntrewey 
To  hir,  which  his  troathe  bad. 
Bat  he,  whiph  all  shame  drad| 
Goth  foorth  in  siede  of  bis  penance, 
And  taketh  the  fortune  of  his  chance. 
As  he,  that  was  with  trouth  a&ited. 
This  olde  wight  him  bath  awaited 
In  place,  where  as  be  hi r  lefte. 

Florent  bis  wofiiU  heed  vp  lifte, 
And  sawe  this  vecke,  where  that  she  sit, 
Which  was  the  lotbest  wightc 
That  euer  man  caste  on  bis  eie  s 
Hir  nose  baas,  hir  browes  hie, 
Uir  eies  small,  and  depe  sette, 
Hir  cfaekes  ben  with  teres  wette, 
And  rinelyn,  u  An  empty  skyn, 
Hangyng  downe  rnto  the  chyn, 
Hir  lippes  sbronken  ben  for  age, 
There  was  no  grace  in  hir  visage. 
Hir  front  was  narowe,  hir  lockes  bore. 
She  loketh  foorth,  as  doth  a  more: 
Hir  necke  is  short,  birshulders  courbe. 
That  might  a  mans  taste  distourbe: 
Hir  bodie  great,  and  no  thjrng  small. 
And  shortly  to  describe  hir  all, 
She  hath  no  lith  without  a  lacke 
Bat  like  vnto  the  woU  sacke. 
She  prafereth  hir  vnto  this  knight, 
And  bad  him,  as  be  bath  behigbt 
(So  as  she  hath  bene  his  warrant) 
That  he  hir  held  couenant: 
And  by  the  bridell  she  him  seaseth : 
But  god  wot  how  that  she  him  pleasetb. 
Of  suche  wordes,  as  she  speketh, 
Him  thinketh  wel  nye  his  bert  breketh 
For  soiow,  that  he  maie  not  fiee, 
But  if  be  wolde  vnlrewe  bee. 

Loke  how  a  sicke  man,  far  bis  bele 
Taketh  baldemoyn  with  tbe  canele, 
And  with  the  myrre  taketh  the  sogre: 
Right  Tpon  suche  a  maner  lucie 
Stant  Florent,  as  in  this  diete. 
He  drinketh  the  bitter  with  the  sweta, 
He  medleth  sorowe  with  likyni):e, 
And  Ihieth  so,  as  who  saietb,  diynge: 
His  youth  shall  be  cast  awey 
Upon  soehe  one,  whiche  as  the  wey 
Is  olde,  and  lotbely  onerall : 
But  nede  he  mot,  that  nede  shall. 
He  wolde  algaie  hb  trouth  bolde. 
As  euery  knight  therto  is  hoMe, 
What  hap  so  euer  him  is  beftill, 
Though  she  be  the  fouleste  of  ally 
Yet  tu  honour  of  woman  bead 
Him  thought  be  sbulde  taken  bend: 
So  that  for  pare  gentilnesse, 
As  he  hir  couth  best  adresse 
In  ragges,  as  she  was  to  tore, 
He  set  hir  on  his  bors  tofore, 
And  foorth  he  taketh  hn  wey  softe. 
No  wonder  thoi^h  he  slgheth  olle 
But  as  an  oule  fieeth  by  night 
Out  of  all  other  byrdes  rigM: 
Right  so  this  kniglit  on  dates  favodis 
la  close  him  h«M^  aild  dM^  blii  fttde 


On  nightes  tyme,  tiD  tbe  tide 
That  he  come  there,  he  wolde  abide 
And  priuely,  without  noyse 
He  bryngeth  this  foale  great  coyse 
To  bis  castell,  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  no  man  might  hir  shape  aaiae. 
Till  she  in  to  the  chankber  came, 
Where  he  bis  preuy  couoseitte  name 
Of  suche  men  as  he  most  truste. 
And  told  them,  that  be' nodes  miitta 
This  beavte  wedde  to  his  wife. 
For  els  bad  be  loste  bis  life. 
The  priuie  women  were  assent. 
That  sbulden  ben  of  his  assent, 
Hir  ragges  thei  anone  of  drawe. 
And  as  it  was  that  tyme  lawe, 
She  had  bathe,  she  had  r»te> 
And  was  arraied  to  the  beste. 
But  with  no  craft  of  oombes  brode 
Thei  might  hir  bore  lockes  sbode. 
Aod  she  ne  wolde  not  be  shore 
For  no  couosaill,  and  thei  therfore  , 

With  suche  a  tyre,  as  tho  was  vsed, 
Ordeynen,  that  it  was  excnsed, 
And  had  so  crattely  a^it 
Tliat  no  man  might  seen  them  out 
But  whau  she  was  fully  arraied. 
And  hir  a  tyre  was  all  assaied, 
Tho  was  she  fooler  vnto  see. 
But  yet  it  maie  none  other  bee. 
Thei  were  wedded  in  tbe  night : 
So  wo  beg<>ne  was  neuer  knight. 
As  he  was  than  of  mariag'e. 
And  she  bygau  to  plaie  and  rage^ 
Ai  who  saith,  I  am  well  enough. 
But  he  therof  nothyiig  ne  lough. 
For  she  toke  than  chere  on  honde, 
And  clepeth  bim  bir  husbonde. 
And  saith :  My  lorde,  go  we  to  bedde. 
For  I  to  that  entent  the  wedde. 
That  tbon  shalt  be  my  worldes  blisse^ 
And  profereth  bim  with  that  to  kisse. 
As  she  a  lusty  lady  were. 
His  bodye  might  well  be  there^ 
But  as  of  thought,  and  of  memorie 
His  herte  was  in  purgatorie. 
But  yet  for  strengthe  of  mntrimonie 
He  might  make  non  esMmie, 
That  he  ne  mote  algates  plie 
To  go  to  bed  of  oompanie. 

And  when  thei  were  a  bed  naked. 
With  oute  slepe  be  was  awaked. 
He  tometh  on  that  other  side. 
For  that  be  wolde  his  eyen  hide 
Fro  lokynge  of  that  foull  wight 
Tbe  chamber  waa  all  full  of  light. 
The  courteins  were  of  sendall  thyn. 
This  newe  bride,  which  laie  within. 
Though  it  be  nought  with  hi?  acoitle. 
In  armes  she  beclept  bfr  lorde. 
And  praied,  as  he  was  toraed  firo, 
He  wolde  bim  tome  ayenward  tho. 
For  now  (she  saith)  we  be  both  one. 

But  he  hiie  still  as  any  stone 
And  euer  in  one  she  spake  and  pralde. 
And  bad  him  thynke  on  that  he  saidb. 
When  that  he  toke  hir  by  the  honde. 

He  herd,  and  vndervtode  the  bonde. 
How  he  war  set  to  his  penance*. 
And  M  it  were  a  OMtniii  tnao^. 
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He  tometh  him  ail  todenly. 
Ind  sawe  a  Udy  laie  him  by 
Of  ciirhteiie  vynter  age, 
Whicfae  vas  the  fairest  of  visage 
That  eiier  in  all  this  worlde  he  sigbe : 
And  as  he  volde  bane  take  hir  nighe 
She  put  hir  honde,  and  by  bis  leue 
JBetoiigfat  btoif  that  he  volde  leue. 
And  aaith,  lor  to  wynne  or  lese 
He  mot  one  of  two  thyoges  chese» 
Wbete  he  woll  haue  hir  suche  on  night. 
Or  els  Tpon  daies  light. 
For  he  shall  not  haue  both  two. 
And  he  began  to  sorowe  tho 
In  many  a  wise,  and  caste  his  thought. 
Bat  Ibr  all  that  yet  coude  he  nought 
Deaise  him  selfe,  which  was  the  beste. 
And  she  that  wolde  his  hert  reste, 
Pnieth«  that  he  shnlde  chese  algate. 
Till  at  the  iaste  longe  and  late 
He  taide:  O  ye  my  Hues  hele» 
Sne  what  ye  liste  in  my  quarele. 
1  Dot  what  answere  I  shall  yeue: 
Bnt  euer  while  that  1  maie  liue 
I  voli,  that  ye  be  my  maistresse. 
For  I  can  not  my  aelfe  gesse, 
Whicbe  is  the  beste  vnto  my  cboyce, 
Thas  gimnte  I  yow  myn  hoU'voyce^ 
Chew  for  Ts  both,  I  yow  praie: 
Aad  what  as  euer  that  ye  saie^ 
R%ht  at  ye  woU,  so  woll  I. 

My  lorde»  she  saide,  grant  mercy 
For  of  this  worde,  that  ye  now  saine 
That  ye  haue  made  me  soueraine 
My  destnye  is  ouerpassed. 
That  nener  here  after  shall  be  lassed 
My  beanfee  whicbe  that  I  iiowe  haue, 
Tyll  1  be  take  in  to  my  graue. 
Both  wight  and  dale,  as  I  am  nowe, 
I  shall  dwey  be  sucbe  to  you. 
The  kynges  donghter  of  Cecile 
I  am,  and  fell  but  sitb  a  while. 
As  I  waa  with  my  fiOher  late. 
That  my  stepmother  for  an  hate, 
WUche  towarde  me  she  hath  begonne, 
Fonhepe  me,  till  I  had  wonne 
The  leue,  and  the  sooeraiotee 
Of  what  knight,  that  in  his  d^ree 
Al  other  pasaeth  of  good  name: 
Aad  as  men  saine,  ye  ben  the  same. 
The  deed  prooeth  it  ia  to. 
Thas  am  I  yours  for  euerrao. 

Tho  was  pleaaaoe  and  ioye  enough, 
Echooe  with  ether  plaied  and  lough. 
Thd  Ihie  longe,  and  well  thei  ferde, 
Aad  cierfces,  that  this  chance  herde, 
Thei  writen  it  in  euidence. 
To  teche,  howe  that  obedience, 
3faie  wcti  fortune  a  man  to  lone, 
Aad  srtte  bym  in  his  Inste  aboue. 
As  it  bdm  rato  this  knigbt 

(XIHtBltOH. 

For  thy  my  soone,  if  thou  do  right, 
Thoa  sMt  Tsto  thy  lone  obeie, 
Aad  folowe  hir  win  by  all  weic^ 

Myw  holy  fother  so  I  wyll, 
Fsr  ye  haw  tnlde  m*  suche  a  ikgrtt 
Of  this  fsiiplr  nowe  tofoie, 
Ite  1 4udl  «MnM>  thtfforf 


Here  afterwarde  mine  obserosnce 
To  loue,  and  to  his  obeisanee 
The  bettet*  kepe.    And  ouer  this 
Of  pride,  if  there  ought  elles  is 
Wherof  that  I  me  shriue  shall. 
What  thyng  it  is  inspeciall 
My  fotber  asketh  I  you  praie. 

CONFUSOK, 

Nowe  list  my  sonoe,  and  I  shall  sale. 
For  yet  there  is  surquedrie, 
Whicbe  stant  with  pride  of  companie 
Wherof  that  thou  shalt  here  anooe: 
To  knowe  if  thou  haue  gilt  or  none 
Upon  the  forme  as  thou  shalt  here 
Nowe  vnderstonde  well  the  matere. 

Omnia  scire  putat,  sed  se  presumptio  nescit. 
Nee  sibi  consimile  quem  putat  esse  parem. 

Sui  magis  astutus  reputat  se  yincere  beUum, 
In  laqueos  Veneris  forcius  ipse  cadit. 

Sepe  ^cupido  rirum,  sibi  qui  presumit,  amantem 
Fallit,  &  in  vacuas  spes  ndit  ipsa.  vies. 

Hie  loquitur  de  tercia  species  suberbie,  que  piw* 
sumpcio  dicitur,  cuius  natnram  primo  secun-' 
dum  vitium  confessor  simpliciter  dedarat. 

SyRQOBDRiB  is  thilke  vice 
Of  pride,  whicbe  the  thirde  office 
Hath  in  his  courte,  and  will  not  knowe 
The  trooth,  till  it  ooerthrowe 
Upon  his  fortune  and  bis  grace 
Cometh,  ifocf /ww/e,  full  ofte  a  ptaoe^ 
For  he  doth  all  his  thynge  by  gesse. 
And  voideth  all  sikernesse. 
None  other  counsell  good  hym  semeth 
But  suche,  as  him  selfe  demeth. 
For  in  suche  wise  as  he  compasseth, 
His  witte  alone  all  other  passeth. 
And  is  with  pride  so  through  sought. 
That  he  all  other  set  at  nought, 
And  weoeth  of  him  seloen  so : 
That  suche  as  he  is,  there  be  no  mo. 
And  thus  he  wolde  beare  a  price 
So  faire,  so  semely,  nor  so  wise 
Abonen  all  other,  and  nought  for  thy 
He  saith  not  ones  graunt  mercy 
To  god,  whicbe  all  grace  sendeth : 
So  that  his  wittes  be  despendeth 
Upon  him  selfe  as  though  there  vert 
No  god,  whicbe  might  auaile  there : 
But  all  vpon  his  owne  witte 
He  stant,  till  he  fall  in  the  pitte 
So  ferre,  that  he  maie  not  arise. 

Hie  tractat  confessor  cum  amante  super  ilia  sal* 
tern  presumptione,  ex  cuius  superbie  quem 
plures  fotul  amantes,  cum  maioris  certitudiniti 
in  amore  spem  sibi  promittuntin  expediti  citiua. 
destituuntur. 

AwD  right  thus  in  the  same  wise 
,Tbe  vice  vpon  the  caase  of  leue 
And  prouddy  set  the  beite  aboue. 
And  doth  him  plainly  for  to  wane. 
That  he  to  louen  any  quene 
Hath  woithioes,  and  suffitaace: 
And  so  withoul  puruaiaace. 
Full  ofte  he  heweth  vp  so  hie^ 
That  chips  JUkn  in  bit  eie« 
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And  eke  full  ofte  he  wenetb  Uiia, 
There  as  he  nought  beloued  is  • 
To  be  beloued  all  there  besto. 
Nowe  Sonne  tf-lletb  what  so  the  leita 
Of  tliis,  that  1  haae  tolde  the  hew. 


Ha  father  be  nou^lit  in  a  were, 
I  trowe  there  be  no  man  lesse 
Of  any  maner  worthinesse, 
That  halt  him  lasse  worthy  than  I 
To  be  beloued,  and  not  for  thy, 
I  saie  in  excusing  of  me. 
To  all  men,  that  lone  is  fre. 
And  certes  that  male  no  man  weme. 
For  loue  is  of  him  selfe  so  deme^ 
It  luteth  in  a  mans  herte : 
But  that  ne  shall  not  me  asterte. 
To  wene  for  to  be  worthy 
I'o  loue,  but  in  hir  mercy. 
But  sire,  of  that  ye  wolde  mene. 
That  I  sbulde  otherwise  wene 
To  be  beloued,  than  I  was: 
I  am  beknowe,  as  in  this  case. 

GOMFISftOR. 

My  good  Sonne  tell  me  howe. 

AMAMS. 

Nowe  liste,  and  I  woll  tell  you 
My  good  father  howe  it  is. 

Full  ofte  it  hath  befall  er  this 
Through  hope,  that  was  not  certalne 
My  wenyng  hath  be  set  in  vaine, 
To  trust  iu  thing,  that  helpe  me  nought 
But  oneiy  of  mine  on-ne  thought 
For  as  it  semeth»  that  a  bell, 
Lyke  to  the  wordes  that  men  tell 
Answereth  :'ryght  so  no  more  oe  lesse. 
To  you  my  father  I  confesse, 
Suche  will  my  witte  hath  ouer  sette. 
That  what  so  hope  me  behete. 
Full  many  a  time  I  wene  it  sooth. 
But  finally  no  spede  it  dooth. 
Thus  male  I  tellen,  as  I  can, 
AVenyng  begyleth  many  a  man: 
So  hath  it  me,  right  well  I  wote. 
For  if  a  man  wolde  in  a  bote 
(Whiche  is  without  botome)  rowe. 
He  must  nedes  ouerthrowe. 
Right  so  wenyng  hath  fiirde  by  me«. 
For  whan  I  wende  next  haue  bee 
(As  I  by  my  wenyng  caste) 
Than  was  I  fortheste  at  laste : 
And  as  a  foole  my  bowe  ynbende. 
When  all  was  failed,  that  I  wende^ 
For  thy  my  fader,  as  of  this, 
That  my  wenyng  hath  gone  amis 
Tochend  to  Snrquedrie, 
Yeue  me  my  penance  er  I  die. 
But  if  ye  wolde  in  any  forme. 
Of  this  matter  a  tale  enforme, 
Whiche  were  ayene  this  vice  set, 
I  shulde  fore  well  the  bet. 

Hie  ponit  confessor  exemplum  contra  illos,  qui 
suis  Tiribus  presumentet  debiliores  efficinntur, 
et  narrat  qualiter  Ule  Campanens  miles  in  ar- 
mis  probatissimus  de  ma  preanmeng  audacia 
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inuocationem  ad  superoi  tempore  necesaitatis 
ex  vecordia  turn  et  mm  aliter  primitus  proue- 
nisse  asseruit,  unda  in  obMdione  ckiitatia  The* 
banim,  cum  ipse  qnodam  die  coram  siris  hostf- 
hus  ad  debellantlum  se  obtulit,  ignia  de  celo 
subito  super  veniens  iptum  armatum  totalitcr 
in  cineres  combusait. 

My  Sonne  in  all  maner  wise 
Snrquedrie  is  to  despise ; 
Wberof  I  fynde  write  thus. 
The  proud  knight  Campanens* 
He  was  of  suche  Surquedrie,  < 

That  he  through  his  chiualrie 
Upon  bym  selfo  so  mochell  truste,  •  • 

That  to  the  gods  him  ne  luste 
In  no  quarell  to  beseche. 
But  saide,  it  was  an  ydell  speche,  ' 

Whiche  cause  was  of  pure  drede 
For  lacke  of  herte,  and  for  no  nadet 
And  vpou  suche  preaumpcion 
He  helde  this  pi^onde  opinion, 
Tyll  at  the  laste  vpon  adaie 
About  Thebes,  where  he  laie,  •     - 

Whan  it  of  siege  was  beleine, 
This  knight,  as  the  Cronike  seine^ 
In  all  mans  sight  theje. 
Whan  he  was  proudest  in  his  gere. 
And  thought  nothyng  might  him  dere,  •    > 
Full  armed  with  his  ahelde  and  spare, ' 
As  he  the  citee  wolde  assaile,  * ' 

God  toke  hym  selfo  the  batUile 
Ayenst  his  pride,  and  ho  the  skie  ■  - 

A  firie  thonder  sodeinly 
He  sende,  and  hym  to  ponder  smote. 
And  thus  the  pride,  whiche  was  bote, 
Whan  he  most  in  his  strength  weode  ' 
Was  brent,  and  lost  witbouten  ende. 
So  that  it  prouetb  well  tfaerfore. 
The  strength  of  man  is  sone  lore. 
But  if  that  he  it  well  goueme. 
And  ouer  this  a  man  male  leme. 
That  eke  full  ofte  tyoae  it  greueth, 
What  that  a  m^n  him  seKe  beleoetb. 
As  though  it  shulde  him  well  beaeme, 
That  he  all  other  men  can  denie. 
And  hath  foryete  his  owne  vice, 
A  tale  of  them  that  be  ao  niee. 
And  foignen  them  selfe  to  be  ao  wise, 
1  shall  the  tell  in  suche  a  wise : 
Wherof  thou  sbalteea sample  take,  ■      •     •        « 
That  thou  no  suche  thynge  mdertake. 

Hie  loquitur  confessor  contra  illos,  qui  de  9144% 
scientia  presumentes  aliorum  condicione^  .djji^- 
dicantes  indiscrete  redarguunt,  et  narrat  ejcem* 
plum  de  qnodam  principe  regis  Hungarie  get" 
mano,  qui  cum  fratrem  suum  pauf)eribi^s  in 
publico  vidit  humiliatum,  ipsum  rQidai;^i4eudo 
in  contrarium  edocere  presumebat,  sed  rex 
omni  sapiencia  prepollens,  ipsum  sic  iocaute 
presumentem  ad  humilitatis  memoriam  teribiU 
prouidentia  mitius  castigauit 

I  FTVDB  Tpon  Sorqnedrie, 

Howe  that  whilom  of  Hungarie 

By  olde  daies  was  a  kynge. 

Wise,  and  honest  in  all  thyuge. 

And  ao  befelle  vpon  a  dale 

(And  that  was  in  the  monetb  of  Male) 
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As  thilke  tyoM  it  w»  vtance, 
Tkb  kjnye,  with  noUe  pnnieiaBce 
Hatk  for  bim  telfe  bu  cimre  «nied. 
Whom  h«  voMe  ride  anuied. 
Oat  or  tliedtee  for  to  pUie, 
With  loi«lea»  aad  with  great  nohlaae, 
or  laatie  foOce  that  were  yoofe, 
Where  aone  plaide,  and  aonie  tonge, 
And  aooM  gone,  aad  aoiiie  rida, 
Aad  aoMM  prieke  her  hone  tide. 
And  hridieD  tham  do  we  is  no  we  oat 
The  kTDge  his.eie casta  abonte, 
rdl  be  was  at  last  ware 
And  lair  oooijog  ageine  bis  chaie, 
Two  pilgremet  of  so  great  age. 
That  like  vnto  a  drie  iasage 
That  weren  pale  and  fiule  hewed, 
Aad  as  m  buashe,  wbiche  is  besnewed. 
Their  berdes  weren  bore  and  whites 
There  WW  of  fcynde  bat  a  lite 
That  tkei  ne  semen  fWly  deade, 
Tku  comm  to  the  kynge,  and  bede 
&Mne  of  bis  good  pur  charitee. 
And  he  with  great  huinilitee 
Oat  of  bia  cbnre  to  gnwnde  lepte. 
And  them  in  both  his  ames  depte. 
And  kiat  then  both  foote  and  boode 
leCNe  the  iordes  of  bis  londe, 
Aad  yafe  thev  ef  bis  foed  therto* 
And  whno  be  bath  this  dede  do. 
He  goth  Into  his  chare  tgeine. 
Tho  wna  nnmoor,  tho  was  disdsigne, 

Tho  waa  oomplaint  <id  enery  side. 
Tbe^  saiden  of  tbeir  owoe  pride 
Eehone  till  other,  what  is  this? 
Oar  kynge  bath  do  this  thing  amisse 
So  toabease  his  toialtee» 
That  eaery  man  it  might  see, 
Aad  bambled  him  in  sache  a  wise 
To  them  that  were  of  none  emprise* 

Thos  was  tt  spoken  to  and  fro 
Of  them,  that  were  with  hym  tho 
AU  pviodj  bebinda  his  backa. 
Bat  to  bim  aelle  no  man  spake. 
TV  kyafes  brother  in  presence 
Wm  thiffce  time,  and  great  offmce 
He  tofce  therof,  and  was'tbe  same 
Ahone  ail  other,  wbiche  moste  btame 
Cpon  his  liege  kmle  hath  Ufde, 
Aad  Mb  Tiito  the  lordes  saide 
Aaon,  as  he  m«e  timefinde: 
Than  sbaB  notbyngs  be  Icfte  hebyade. 
That  he  wall  speke  vnto  the  kynge. 
Newe  liile  what  feU  Tpon  this  thyng.> 
Thci  were  merie,  and  faire  enough, 
EAone  with  otber  plaide  and  lough 
And  fellan  into  tales  newe, 
Howe  that  the  ftcssfae  lloares  grewe^ 
Aad  howe  the  grsene  Icanes  spronge, 
Aad  howe  that  looe  araonge  the  yonge, 
lefaana  the  heitee  than  wake. 
And  cnery  biide  hath  chose  bis  make; 
And  thos  the  Maies  daie  to  thende 
Thei  leade,  and  home  ayene  the!  wende. 

The  kynge  wms  not  so  soone  come, 
Thpt  whan  he  had  his  cfaambre  nome» 
His  brother  ne  was  redie  there. 
And  brought  a  tale  TDto  his  eare 
or  thst  he  did  snebe  a  shame, 
u  hiadryng  of  hit  owne  name: 


Whan  he  him  selfe  so  woMe  dretcbif' 
That  to  so  vile  a  powre  wretche 
Him  deigneth  shewe  soche  simplesse 
Against  the  state  of  his  noblesse. 
And  saith,  he  shell  it  no  more  Tse, 
And  that  be  mote  bim  selfe  excose 
Towarde  his  lordes  eoericbone. 

The  kynge  stode  still  as  any  sCom^ 
And  to  his  tale  an  eare  he  laide. 
And  thought  more  than  he  saide. 
But  netheles  to  that  he  heidcf 
Well  curtoisly  the  kynge  answerdtf 
And  tolde,  it  shulde  ben  amended. 
And  thus  whan  that  their  tale  is  ended^ 
AU  redy  was  the  borde  and  clothe: 
The  kyuge  vnto  his  souper  goth 
Amonge  the  lordes,  to  the  haU. 
And  whan,  thei  hadden  souped  all, 
Thei  token  leue,  and  forth  thei  go. 
The  kynge  bethought  him  sdfe  th<% 
Howe  be  his  brother  maie  chastie, 
That  he  through  his  surqnedrie 
Toke  vpon  honde,  and  to  dipreise 
Hnmilitee,  wbiche  is  to  preise : 
And  thenrpon  yafe  suche  connseile 
Towarde  his  king,  wbiche  was  mbeile 
Wherof  to  be  the  better  lered 
He  thinketh  to  maken  hfut  afored^ 

It  fell  so,  that  in  thilke  dawe 
There  was  ordeined  by  the  |awe 
A  Trompe,  with  asterne  breatbi 
Whiche  was  clepeil  the  trompe  olT  deaths 
And  in  the  Cojart,  where  the  ksmg  was 
A  oertaineman,  this  trom{»e  of  brasse 
Hath  in  kepyng,  and  therof  serueth 
That  whan  a  knrde  his  death  deteruetb* 
He  shall  this  dredfoll  trumpe  Uowe 
Tofore  his  pte,  and  make  it  knowe. 
How  that  the  iugement  is  yeoe 
Of  deathe,  wbiche  shall  not  he  foryeae. 

The  kynge  whan  it  was  night  anooe 
This  man  assent,  and  had  faiibgODe 
To  trumpen  at  his 'brothers  gate. 
And  he,  whiche  mote  done  algate, 
Goth  foorth,  and  doth  the  kynges  heste. 

This  lorde,  whiche  h6fde  of  this  tempest. 
That  be  tofore  his  gate  blewe, 
Tho  wist  he  by  the  lawe,  and  kdewe^ 
That  be  was  sckerly  deade. 
And  as  of  heipe  he  wist  no  rede: 
But  sonde  for  his  frendes  all. 
And  tolde  them  how  it  is  befell 

And  thei  hym  aske  cause  why. 
But  he  the  soothe  not,'  for  thy 
Ne  wist,  and  there  watf  sorawe  thow 
For  it  stode  tbiike  time  so. 
This  trompe  was  of  snche  seatence^ 
That  there  ayene  no  resisten<ie 
Thei  coude  ordeine  by  no  weie. 
That  he  ne  mote  algate  deie: 
But  if  so  that -he  maie  purohace 
To  gette  his  liege  lordes  grace: 
Their  wittes  therupon  thei  cast. 
And  ben  appointed  at  last 

This  lorde  a  worthie  ladie  had 
Unto^his  wife,  whiche  also  drad 
Hir  lordes  death,  aad  children  fine 
Betwene  hem  two  thei  had  aliuc. 
That  weren  yooge,  and  tender  of  age* 
And  Qf  ftatttre>  and  of  visage. 
1  9 
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Rif  bt  fiiire  and  Itutif  on  to  see. 

The  CMten  thei,  that  be  and  sbee, 
Foortbe  with  their  children  on  the  morowe, 
▲s  thei  that  were  fiill  of  sorowe. 
All  naked  but  of  amoclie  and  abertt. 
To  tendre  with  the  l^nps  herte^ 
His  gcace  shold  go  to  seohe, 
Ajid  paidon  of  the  death  beseche. 

Thus  passen  thei  that  woftiU  night. 
And  erly  whan  tbei  sawe  it'light,^ 
Thei  gone  them  foorth  in  suohe  a-  wice^ 
As  thou  tofore  hast  herde  diuise^ 
All  naked,  but  their  shertes  one 
Thei  wepte,  atod  made  moche  mone. 
Their  heare  hanged  about  their  ewres. 
With  sobbynge,  and  with  sorye  teares 
This  lorde  goth  then  am  humble  pas, 
That  whilom  pronde  and  noble  wa« : 
Wherof  the  citee  sore  a  iigbt,' 
Of  them  that  sawen  thilke  sig^t. 
And  nethelease  all  openly 
With  soehe  wepyng,  and  with  sucke  crie, 
Foorth  with  his  children,  and  bis  wife 
He  goth  to  praie  for  hia  life. 

Unto  the  court  whan  thai  be  come. 
And  men  therin  baaa  biefi  noma. 
There  was  no  wight,  if  he  them  sia 
From  wnter  might  kepe  his  eie 
For  sorowe,  whicbe  thei  maden  tb«. 

The  kyng  supposeth  of  this  wo» 
And  feigneth,  as  he  aoi^ht  ne  wist. 
But  nethelea  at  bis  vpnste 
Men  tolde  him,  hone  it  ferde. 
And  whan  that  ha  this  wonder  herde. 
In  hast  he  goth  in  to  the  balle: 
And  all  at  QiMft4iowQa  thei  £iUe» 
If  any  pitee  maie  ^  founda. 
The  kyng,  whioh  seeth  them  go  to  grouode. 
Hath  asked  t&em  what  is  the  fere. 
Why  thei  ba  aa  di^wilad  there. 

His  brothmr  saidi^  A  lorde  mercy> 
1  wote  none  other  oaasa  why. 
But  onely  that  thia  night  full  late 
Thetrompeofdeathewaaatnpygate,     • 
In  token  that  I  shnl4e  die. 
Thus  wa  ba  comi  tot  ta  preye. 
That  ye  my  worldes  daaiha  respite. 

Ha  foole,  how  thov  art  for  to  wite» 
The  kynge  vnto  his  brother  saide. 
That  thou  arte  of  sa  lUell  fraide. 
That  onely  for  a  tromyet  sawne 
Hath  gone  dispoiied  (h|pttgb  the  towne. 
Thon,  and  thy  wife  in  suabe  manere, 
Foortbe  with  thy  children  that  ben  here 
In  sight  of  all  nan  ablate: 
For  that  thou  sayst,  thoo  art  in  doubt 
Of  death,  whicl^  staat  vBdar  the  lawe 
Of  man,  and  man  male  it  withdrawe, 
80  that  it  maie  perchaaoe  faife. 
Nowe  Shalt  thou  not  for  thy  meruaile 
That  I  downe  from  my  chare  alight. 
Whan  I  behelde  to  fofe  my  sight,    * 
In  them  that  were  of  so  great  age, 
Myn  owne  dethe  through  their  ym4ge, 
Wbiche  god  hath  set  by  lawe  of  kynda, 
Whcrof  I  maie  no  booto  finde. 
For  well  I  wote,  soche  as  thei  bee. 
Right  suche  am  I  in  my  degree. 
Of  flesshe,  and  bloud,  aad  so  shall  deie. 
And  thus  though  I  that  l#wa  obeie^ 
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Of  whicbe  that  kyngei  be  pal  vndeiv 
It  ought  be  well  the  lease  wonder 
Than  thou,  whicha  arte  without  nede 
For  lawe  of  londe  in  anche  a  deede: 
Whicbe  for  to  accomple  ia  bat  a  iapa. 
As  thing,  which  thou  might  onecseapa* 
For  thy  my  brother  aliec  thit 
I  rede,  that  sethen,  that  ao  ia«» 
That  thou  canst  drede  a  man  m  somr 
Drede  god  with  all  tbya  herta  Moae- 
For  all  shall  dk,  and  ail  shall  fMne* 
As  well  a  lyon  as  an  aasas 
As  well  a  begger  as  a  lorde 
Towardes  deathe  ia  one  aoootda 
Thei  shall  stonde,  and  in  thia  wise 
The  kynge  with  his  wovdes  wise. 
His  brother  taught,  aad  all  feryeua. 

CONFESSOB. 

For  thy  my  sonne  if  thoa  woU  line 
In  vertue,  thou  must  vice  eaefaewe. 
And  with  lowe  herte  humUesse  sewc^ 
So  that  thou  be  not  1 


AMAHS. 

My  ather  I  am  aaasoasy 
Wherof  I  wolde  yoa  ^seehe. 
That  ye  me  by  some  waia  taacbe, 
Whicbe  might  in  loues  cause 

OOKWEUOK, 

My  sonne  thoa  sbaMe  vnderetanJe, 
In  loue,  and  other  tbynges  al 
if  that  sorquedry  Ml, 
It  maie  to  him  not  well  betide^ 
Which  vseth  tbilke  vice  of  pride, 
Whicbe  tourneth  wisedome  to  weoyi^. 
And  sothfestnes  into  letynga 
Through  foole  imaginadkin. 
And  for  thyn  enfonliacion. 
That  thou  this  vice  (as  I  the  rede) 
Eschewe  shalte,  a  tale  I  rede, 
Whiche  felle  whilom  by  dales  oMe^ 
So  as  the  clerke  Oukie  tolde. 

Hie  in  special!  tiactat  Gonfenoc  can 
contra  illos,  qui  die  pitiytia  fasmositala  presa- 
mentes  amaram  muUerii  dedigBantor,  &  nar- 
rat  exemplum,  qaaliler  cnmsdam  principis 
filiu9  Nomine  Naicissas  estiao  tempone,  cum 
ipse  venationis  causa  qoendaai  eemam  solas 
cum  siiis  canibOB  eiagitacet,  in  grauem  aitim 
incurrens  necessitate  campulsaa  ad  bibeadum 
de  quodam  fonte  pronos  incKoaait:  vbi  ipse 
fociem  suam  puleherrimam  in  aqua  peivipieos 
puUbat  se  per  boa  iUam  Nimphaia,  qtrnm  poete 
Echo  Tocant  in  flumina  ooiam  suis  ocfalis  coi^ 
spexisse,  de  cuius  amore  coofestim  laqoeatns,  vt 
ipsam  ad  se  de  fonte  extrabertt,  pluriboa  blau- 
diciis  adulabator,  sed  cum  Ulud  aallateniiB  per^ 
flcere  potuit,  pre  nimia  languore  deficiena 
contra  lapidci  ibidem  adiaceutes  caput  exuee- 
berans  cerebrum  effudit. 

Thbrx  was  whilom  a  lordes  sonne, 
Whiche  of  his  pride  a  vice  woaoe 
Hath  caught,  that  worthie  to  hisliche. 
To  sechen  all  the  worldes  ricbe 
There  was  no  woman  for  to  loue. 
So  high  he  set  him  selEe  aboua 
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^itftiw  ai)i|  of  beaote^  botbc. 


So  «:i^  tlicie  9pco|Dp^rM0i(, 

TCf  jofve  torde  Har<4afiu  W«hl, 
No  stnBOfth  of  |o9P  bowe  niighi 
His  hfitt^  vbi^^  if.  vvM^Slflvi 
But  «tl9iUb«  WW  bailed. 
For  oC  t^  94^  Boraei^npe 
U  Idle  Im  QB  ^  dyie  pard^amx, 
Ttvt  be  iiik  an  bis  ffoiMe  %<e^ 
ynto  tbe  ft?ia|  gaa  tp  fiira 
Amiap  othi^r,  Ibat  tbero  wave. 
To  boa^  a^  dlMpota  bim  tboro. 
AadwfayaWacaiaa  io^  to  tba  place, 
Vbcve  tibat  ba  vaMe  W^e  bU  cbRpa. 
Tbe  ba^ndet  were  witbia  a  tbiova 
Uaqpaplcd^aiidti^bofpefblowe.   ^ 
The  {Rat  herte  aaone  was  fooode, 
Witb  svifte  fceCe  set  oo  tbe  groande: 
Aad  be  with  wore  in  hone  8ide« 
Hia  baetetb  fiitte  for  to  ride, 
TUlaUaMD  be  lefte  behynde. 
Aad  as  be  rode  mder  a  lynde 
Beside  a  locbe,  as  I  tba  tell. 
He  sawe  where  qprooge  a  Inftae  wel|. 
Tbe  dale  was  wondre  botte  withaU, 
Aad  sacbe  a  tbonle  was  oo  bim  fall. 
That  be  anist  other  die  or  driake. 
Aad  downe  be  light,  and  by  the  brinke 
He  tide  his  bon  Tnla  a  brancbe 
Aad  laide  bim  lowe  for  to  staache» 
Hiitfaarat:  And  as  be  C9St  bi«  lobe 
lato  tiie  weU,  and  bede  toke. 
He  Hwa  tbe  like  of  his  viiage, 
Aad  weade  there  were  an  ymage 
Of  mebe  a  nymphe,  as  tbo  wat^  fay  a 
Wberaf  that  loue  his  herte  aasaye 
Bcgaa,  as  k  was  after  sene 
Of  Ids  sotie,  and  made  him  wene 
It  acre  a  woaoan,  that  he  sighe. 
Tbe  more  that  be  came  tbe  well  nigh, 
Tbe  aere  came  she  to  him  i^ine: 
&>  wist  be  neuer  what  to  seiae* 
Per  wbao  be  wepCe,  he  sai^a  h\f  wepe, 
And  wbaa  he  cried,  be  toke  good  kepa. 
The  aama  worde  she  cried  also. 
Aad  thos  begaa  tbe  newe  wo. 
That  whitom  was  to  him  so  strange. 
Tho  aMde  bim  lone  and  harde  eschaage 
ToMt  his  herte»andto  begynne 
Tbyagywbiche  he  might  neuer  wynne. 
Aad  caer  amoage  be  gan  to  loute, 
Aadpraieth,  tliat  she  to  him  oome  out. 
Aad  other  while  be  gotb  a  ferre, 
Aad  other  while  he  dravetb  nerce: 
Aad  caer  he  fonde  bir  ia  o  pUce. 
He  aepeth,  be  crietb*  he  asketh  grace, 
There  as  he  might  gett^P  none. 
So  that  ayeae  a  roche  of  ptone. 
As  be  that  kaewe  none  ot^er  reade 
Ue  note  him  seMe  till  be  was  deade : 
Wbenf  tbe  Nympbes  of  the  welles, 
Aad  other  that  there  weren  els 
Usto  tbe  wodes  belongende, 
Tlw  bodie,  whiche  was  deade  lyggende^ 
Por  pare  pitee,  that  thei  haue, 
Uadff  graae  thd  begraue. 
Aad  than  oat  at  bis  sepulture 
There  sproi^e  anone  peranenture 


Of  iloures  snche  a  wondes  sight. 
That  men  easample  take  mi^i 
Upon  the  dedes,  whioh  he  deda* 
And  tbo  was  seae  in  other  stede  s 
For  in  tbe  wjrnter  frosshe  aod  iaire 
The  floores  bene,  whiehe  is  oontraira 
To  kynde,  aad  so  was  tbe  folia, 
Whiche  fell  of  bis  surquedria* 

Thus  he,  whiche  loue  bad  ia  disdeigna 
Worst  of  all  other  was  beseine. 
Aad  as  he  set  his  priee  most  hie. 
He  was  lest  worthie  in  looes  eie^ 
And  most  be  iaped  in  his  witle, 
Wbtrof  tbe  remembrance  is  yets 
So  that  thou  might  easampla  take. 
And  eke  all  other  for  his  sake. 

Anvrs. 

My  father,  as  toacheade  of  mee, 
This  rice  I  thiake  for  to  flee^ 
Whiche  of  his  weoyog  eoev  troweth^ 
And  namelich  of  tbiog,  whiche  growath 
In  loues  causci  or  wdH  or  wo : 
Yet  prided  ia  me  neaer  sa 
But  woMe  god  that  grace  sonde. 
That  towarde  ma  my  lady  weade, 
As  I  towardes  hir  wena. 
My  loue  shulde  so  be  sene. 
There  shulde  go  no  pride  a  plaoa. 
But  I  am  farre  fro  thilke  grace. 
And  for  to  speake  of  tyme  nowe. 
So  mote  I  suifre,  I  praie  you. 
That  ye  woU  aske  on  other  side, 
if  there  be  any  point  of  pride : 
Wherof  it  nedeth  ma  to  be  shriua. 

CONVSSpOR. 
My  soone,  god  it  theforyeue. 
If  thou  haue  any  thyaga  mysdo 
Toucheod  of  this:  but  euemo 
Ther  is  another  yet  of  pride, 
Whiche  neuer  coude  his  wordas  bide. 
That  he  ne  wolde  hym  seUa  aaaaat: 
There  male  nothinge  his  tonga  dauat. 
That  he  ne  clappetii  as  a  belle, 
Wherof  if  thou  wolt  that  I  telle. 
It  is  behooely  for  to  here. 
So  that  thou  might  thy  tooge  stare 
Toward  tbe  worlde,  and  staade  ia  grace: 
Which  lacketh  ofte  in  many  a  place 
To  hym  that  can  not  sitte  stilH 
Whiche  els  shulde  haue  aH  his  wilk  . 

Magniloque  propriam  miQuit  iati^tanto  liagwe^ 
Famam  quam  stabilem  finoat  honpre  silent 

Ipse  sui  laudem  meriti  aon  percipil,  rnda 
Se  sua  per  verba  iactat  ia  ocbepalam* 

Est  que  viri  culpa  iaetaatig,  q^^.rubi/ipiciaS 
In  muliere  reas  causat  habere  geaas 

Hie  loquitur  de  quarta  specie  snpeibie,  que  iao- 
tantta  dicttur^  ex  cuius  aatura  causatur,  yt 
homo  de  se  ipso  testimonium  perhibeiis,  suaruioi 
virtutum  merita  de  laude  in  culpajin  trantf^rt  et 
suam  fomam  cum  extoUere  vellet,  illam  proprio 
ore  subuertit  Sed  et  Veaus  y\  amoris  pauaa  de 
isto  yicio  maculatos  a  sua  ciiria  super  oo^nes 
alios  abborrens  expellit,  et  eorum  multiioquium 
yerecundia  detestatur,  rnde  Coofessdr  An^nti 
oppooeus  materiam  pleniu^  declarat.         ^ 
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The  vite  cleped  amtiCanc^, 
With  pride  bath  take  hU  acqueiotance. 
So  that  bis  owne  price  be  lassetb,  . 
MTban  he  sache  mesure  ouerpaMeth, 
That  he  his  owne  beraulde  is. 
That  first  was  well,  is  than  amisse. 
That  was  thaoke  wQrthie,  is  than  blame: 
And  thus  the  worsbippb  of  his  name^ 
Through  pride  of  his  auantrie, 
He  toumetb  into  vilonie. 

I  rede,  howe  that  this  proude  vice 
Hath  thilke  hunt  in  bis  oJBce, 
Through  whiche  the  blastes  that  he  bleweth 
The  mans  fame  he  ouerthroweth 
Of  TertuCy  whiche  shulde  els  sprynge. 
Unto  the  worides  knowlegjng: 
But  be  ibrdothe  it  all  to  sore. 
And  right  of  suche  maner  lore 
There  ben  louefs,  for  thy  if  thon 
Arte  one  of  hem,  tell  and  saie  howe. 
Whan  thou  hast  taken  any  thynge 
Of  loues  yefte,  or  ouche,  or  rynge. 
Or  toke  vpon  the  for  the  oolde 
Some  goodly  worde  that  the  was  tolde 
Of  irendly  chere,  or  token,  or  letter, 
Wberof  thyn  herte  was  the  betUr. 
Of  that  she  sent  the  gretyng 
Hast  thou  for  pride  of  thy  lykyng 
Made  thyn  aoaunt,  where  as  the  liste  > 


I  wolde  father  that  ye  wist^ 

My  conscience  lyeth  not  here: 

Yet  had  1  neuer  suche  mattere, 

MTherof  royn  herte  nkyght  amende. 

Not  of  so  muche  as  she  sende 

By  month,  and  saide,  Orete  hi  fan  well. 

And  thus  for  that  there  is  no  dele, 

Wherof  to  make  mine  auaunt^ 

It  is  to  reason  aocoidaunt. 

That  I  maie  neuer,  but  I  lie. 

Of  ioue  make  a'natinCrie. 

I  wote-not  what  I  shulde  baue  do. 

If  that  1  had  eiicheson  so. 

As  ye  haue  saide  here  many  one : 

But  I  fond  cause  neuer  none 

But  daunger,  whiche  me  welnie  sloiigb : 

Tberof  I  couth  tell  enough, 

And  of  none  other  auautaunce : 

.Thus  nedeth  me  no  repentaunce. 

Nowe  askethibrther  of  my  life: 

For  herof  am  I  not  giltifo. 

My  Sonne,  I  am  well  paid  with  all. 
For  wite  ic  well  in  sp^ciatl. 
That  Ioue  of  his  Tcraie  iusttce, 
Aboue  all  other  ayeue  this  rice. 
At  all  times  most  debateth 
With  all  his  herte:  and  most  it  hateth: 
And  eke  in  all  maner  wise 
Auauntrie  is  to  despise, 
As  by  ensample  thou  might  witte, 
Whiche  I  fynde  in  the  bokes  writte.  ~ 

Hie  ponit  confessor  exemplum  contra  illos,  qui 
vel  de  sua  in  armis  probltate,  vel  de  suo  in 
amoris  causa  desiderio  completo  se  iactant,  £t 
narrat  qualiter  Albinos  primus  rex  Longo  bar- 
dorum  cum  Ipse  quendam  alium  regem  nomine 
Gurmondum  in  bello  mprientem  triumpfaasset, 
testam  capitis  defoncti  auferens  cipbnm  ez  ea 


gemmis  et  auro  eircumligatnm  in  me  victom 
memoriam  fiibricari  constitnit,  in  super  etipaioa 
Gurmundi  filiam  Rosemundam  rapiens,  mari- 
tali  thoro  m  coniugem  sibi  copilauit.  Unde  ipso 
Albino  postea  coram  sui  regni  nobilibns  in  ano 
regali  conuiuio  sedente  dtcti  Garmundi  ciphtnn 
infoso  Tino  ad  se  inter  epulas  alferri  iussit,  qoem 
sumptum  vxori  sue  regineporrexitdicens.  Bibe 
cum  patre  tuo,  quod  et  ipsa huiusmodioperia 
ignara  fecit.  Suo  facto  rex  stathn  super  bis 
que  prius  gesta  fuerant  cvnctis  andieatibus 
per  singula  se  iactauit.  Regina  vero  cum  talia 
audisset  animocelato  iSu^tum  obborrens  ia  mor- 
tem domioi  sui  regis  circumspectaindnstria  con- 
spirauit  Ipsomque  auxUiantibus  'Glbdeaida  et 
Helmege  b^i  sub  secuto  tempore  interfecit, 
cuius  mortem  dux  rauenensis  tam  fai  coit»aa 
regine  quam  suorum  fantoram  pottea  ▼!&- 
dicauit. 

Op  them,  that  we  lumbardes  now  caOr 

Albinus  was  the  firste  of  all. 

Which  bare  crowoe  of  Lumbardie, 

And  was  of  great  chiualne 

In  wane  ageinst  diners  kynges. 

So  felle  amonge  other  thynges. 

That  he  that  time  a  warre  had 

With  Gurmund,  which  the  Oeptes  lad. 

And  was  a  mightie  kynge  klso: 

But  netbeles  it  fell  hym  so, 

Albinus  sloc^  him  in  the  felde, 

Ther  haipe  him  nother  spere  ne  shelde^ 

That  he  ne  smote  his  head  of  than, 

Wherof  he  toke  away  the  panne: 

Of  whiche  he  saide  he  wolde  make 

A  cuppe,  for  Gurmundes  sake. 

To  kepe  and  drawe  In  to  memorie 

Of  his  bataile  the  victorie. 

And  thus  when  he  the  felde  had  wonne. 

The  londe  anon  was  ouerronne^ 

And  seised  in  his  owne  honde. 

Where  he  Gurmundes  doughter  fonde» 

Whiche  maide  Rcsamunde  hight. 

And  was  in  euery  mans  sight 

A  faire,  iresshe,  a  lustre  bnc. 

His  herte  fill  to  her  anone. 

And  suche  a  Ioue  oh  hir  he  cast. 

That  he  hir  wedded  at  the  laste; 

And  after  that  longe  time  in  reste 

With  hir  he  dwelleth,  and  to  the  bieste 

They  lone  echc  other  wonder  wele: 

But  she,  whiche  kepeth  the  biynd  whele, 

Venus,  when  thd  be  moste  aboue 

In  all  the  hottest  of  her  lone, 

Hir  whele  she  tometh,  and  tbei  fell 

In  the  maner  a«  I  shall  tell. 

This  kynge,  whiche  stode  in  all  his  weltl^ 

Of  pees,  of  worship,  and  of  hefth. 

And  felt  him  on  no  side  greued, 

As  he  that  hath  his  worlde  acheued  r 

Tho  thought  he  wolde  a  feast  make. 

And  that  was  for  his  wines  sake. 

That  she  the  lordes  ofthe  feste 

That  were  obeisant  to  his  heste, 

Maie  knowe :  and  so  foorth  there  vpoa 

He  let  ordeine,  and  sent  anon 

By  letters,  and  by  messengeiv. 

And  warned  all  his  officers,  h 

That  euery  thynge  be  well  araidef 

The  great  stedes  were  assaide  .  » 
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For  mttTBigt  nd  for  torsaiDeiit, 
Aod  BMBf  m  peiled  saruemeDt 
CabnMHled  vm  sfuoe  Um  date. 
The  locito  in  tbeir  be«le  mimie 
Be  coneo  at  tbe  time  lette. 
One  itttteth  weU  an  other  bet. 
Awl  other  while  tliei  tornei  i 
And  thw  tbei  cast  care  awey , 
Aad  token  Instet  Tpon  honde. 
And  after  thon  afaalt  Tndeittonde, 
To  mete  into  the  kynges  halle 
Thei  ceoeD,  as  thai  be  hidden  aU. 
And  vhan  tbei  were  sette  andfierned. 
Titan  after,  aa  it  was  deierned. 
To  them,  that  wortbie  knigbtes  weie, 
Soaatheiaetteabereandtheie,  . 
Tbe  priee  was  yooen,  and  spoken  out 
Amon^  the  beraodet  all  about. 
Andtbet  benetbe,  and  eke  aboue 
AQ  was  of  armca  and  of  loue, 
Wbenif  about  at  bonides 
liea  had  aMoy  sondrie  wordes. 
That  of  the  mirtbe,  wbiche  tbei  made. 
The  k jnge  bim  selfe  b^gan  to  glade 
Wkhia  his  herie,  and  tohe  a  pride: 
Aad  sawe  the  cuppe  stonde  aside, 
Wbiche  made  was  of  Garmnodes  bead, 
Ai  ye  hane  bexde  whan  he  was  dead : 
And  was  with  ^olde  and  riche  stones 
bet  aad  Iraunde  for  tbe  nones. 
And  stode  rpoo  a  footeon  bighte 
Ofboraed  golde,  and  with  great  slight 
OfwerkmeBsbip  it  vas  hegrane 
OTsache  woifce,  as  it  shnlde  hane : 
Aad  polimhed  was  eke  so  dene. 
That  no  sigae  of  the  scuUe  was  sene, 
&t  as  it  weie  a  grips  eie. 

The  kyng  badde  beare  bis  coppe  aweie, 
Wfaiche  stode  before  hym  on  tlie  horde. 
And  fette  thOke  rpon  bis  worde. 

The  senile  is  fette,  and  wine  therin, 
Wberof  he  badde  bis  wife  begin ne, 
Driabe  with  thy  father,  dame  be  saide. 
Aad  she  to  his  byddyng  obeide, 
Aad  toke  the  senile,  and  trbat  hir  liste 
She  driaketby  as  she,  wbiche  notbyng  wist 
Whatcqpitwas:  and  than  all  out 
The  kyage  m  audience  about 
Hsth  tolde»  it  was  hir  fiitberi  senile, 
fiothat  the  hMdes  known  shuH 
Of  hb  hataile  a  sooth  witnesse. 
And  made  anant  through  what  proves 
Be  hrth  his  wines  lone  wonne, 
WUehe  of  the  senile  hath  so  begonne. 
The  was  there  mochell  pride  alofle, 
Tbei  spmksa  all,  aad  she  was  softe, 
Thiahsade  on  thiike  mkynde  pride. 
Of  thst  hir  loide,  lo  nigh  hir  side 
Aamifth  hym,  that  b^  bath  slaine, 
iad  piked  oat  bur  fetbers  braioe, 
Aod  of  the  senile  bath  made  a  cuppe. 
Shesnftnd  all  till  thei  were  rppe, 
Aad  tbo  she  hath  sekenesm  feigned, 
Aad  goth  to  ehambre,  and  bath  compleioed 
Veto  a  maide,  whiche  she  trust. 
So  thst  noae  other  wigfato  it  wust, 
Tkii  maide  Glodeside  is  bote. 
To  vhome  this  hwlie  hath  b;  bote, 
Of  kdishlp  aU  that  she  can. 
To  mm§tm  hir  Tpoo  this  mauj 


Whiche  did  hir  drinke  in  sucbe  a  plite 
Amonge  them  fell  for  despite 
Of  hir,  and  of  hir  fother  botbe, 
Wherof  hir  thoughtes  ben  so  wrothe. 
She  saith,  that  she  shall  not  be  glad, 
Till  that  she  se  bym  so  bestad. 
That  he  no  more  make  auaunt. 
And  thus  tbei  fell  in  couenaunt. 
That  thei  acorden  at  the  laste 
With  snche  wiles,  as  thei  caste. 
That  thei  woll  gette  of  their  accorde 
Some  orped  knight  to  sle  this  lorde. 
And  with  this  sleight  thei  begynne  . 
Howe  thei  Helmege  might  wynne, 
Wbiche  was  the  kynges  botiler, 
A  proude  and  a  lustie  bachiller: 
And  Glodeside  he  lonetb  bote, 
And  she  to  make  hym  more  assote, 
Hir  lone  graonteth,  and  by  night 
Thei  shape  howe  thei  to  geder  migl\t 
Abeddemete:  and  done  it  was. 

The  same  night,  and  in  this  cas 
The  queene  bir  selfe,  tbe  night  seoopde 
Went  in  hir  stede,  and  there  she  fonde 
A  chaumber  derke  without  light. 
And  goth  to  bedde  to  this  knight* 
And  he  to  kepe  kis  obseruaace 
1*0  lone,  doth  his  obeisance, 
Ami  weneth  it  be  Glodeside 
And  she  than  after  laie  a  side. 
And  axeth  bjrm,  what  he  hath  do. 
And  who  she  was,  she  tolde  hym  tho. 
And  saide  Helmege,  I  am  tbe  queene- 
Nowe  shall  thy  lone  well  besene 
Of  that  thon  hast  thy  will  wrougjit. 
Or  it  shall  sore  hen  abought, 
Or  thou  Shalt  worche,  as  I  the  sale. 
And  if  thon  wolt  by  suche  a  waie 
Do  my  plesance,  and  holde  it  still. 
For  euer  I  shall  ben  at  thy  will 
Both  I,  and  all  mine  heritage, 
Anooe  the  wilde  loues  rage. 
In  whiche  no  man  bim  can  gouemt. 
Made  bym,  that  he  can  not  weme. 
Bat  fell  all  holle  to  hir  assent. 
And  thus  the  whele  is  all  miswent. 
The  whiche  fortune  hath  vpou  honde 
For  howe  that  euer  it  after  stonde, 
Thei  shope  amonge  them  snche  a  wile, 
The  kynge  was  dead  within  a  wh|le. 
So  slily  came  it  not  abonte. 
That  thei  ne  ben  discooered  out, 
So  that  it  thought  tbem  for  tbe  bes( 
To  flee,  for  there  was  no  rette. 
And  thus  the  tresour  of  the  kynge 
Thei  tmsse,  and  muche  other  tbynge. 
And  with  aoertaine  folowship 
Thei  fled,  and  went  awey  by  ship. 
And  helde  their  night  course  from  then 
Till  that  thei  comen  to  Rauenne^ 
Where  thei  the  dukes  beipe  sought. 
And  he,  so  as  thei  him  besought, 
A  place  graunteth  for  to  dwell. 
But  after,  when  he  herd  tell 
Of  tbe  maner,  howe  thei  hane  do. 
The  duke  let  shape  for  them  so. 
That  of  a  poison,  wbiche  thei  druQke 
Tbei  hadden  that  thei  ban  beswonke. 
And  all  this  made  anant  of  pride, 
Qood  is  tberfpre  a  VD^n  to  ^ide 


Digitized  by 


Google 


38 

Hit  owne  ptict :  for  if  h^  spelilcle, 

He  maie  lighteliche  his  ^baDke  brealce. 

In  armes  lyeth  none  auantance 

To  him,  which  thinketh  his  name  anance. 

And  be  renomed  of  his  dede. 

And  also  who  that  thinketh  to  s]pede 

Of  loue,  he  maie  not  him  anaunte. 

For  what  man  thHke  vice  bannte. 

His  purpose  shall  foil  ofte  faile: 

In  annes  he  that  woll  trauailey 

Or  elles  loue^  grace  atteine, 

His  lose  tonge  he  mote  restfeine, 

Whiche  beareth  of  his  honour  the  kde. 

For  thy  myBohne  in  all  weie 
Take  right  good  hede  of  this  mattere. 

I  thanke  you  my  father  dere. 
This  scholeis  of  a  gentyO  \bre: 
And  if  there  be  onjgtit  elles  more  ^ 

Of  pride,  whiche  I  shall  escbeve, 
Nowe  axeth  fbrth,  and  1  woU  shen^e 
What  thynge,  that  ye  me  woll  enfoito'e. 

CONFEISOR. 

My  Sonne  yet  ih  otheir  ibrme 
There  is  a  vice-of  pricles  lore, 
Whiche  like  an  bawke,  whan  he  will  forft, 
Fleeth  yp  on  high  in  his  delices 
After  the  likyng  of  hi%  vices,  - 
And  woll  no  mans  reason  knowe, 
Till  be  downe  fi&li,  And  ooerthrowe. 
This  vice  Vainglorie  is  bote, 
Wherof  my  sonne  I  the  byhote 
To  trete  and  speke  !n  sucne  a  Wise^ 
That  thou  the  mi§;ht  better  auise. 

Gloria  perpetnos  pregnkt  mnndanft  doloY^, 

Sui  tamen  est  vantis  gaodla  vana  cupit. 
Eius  amicitiam,  queth  gloria  tollit  inanis, 

Non  sine  blandibiis  planns  habebit  homo. 
Verbis  compositis  qui  scit  strigplft  re  fiuellumy 

Scandere  fallata  ipra  valebit  eques. 
Sic  in  amore  magis  qui  blafada  snbomat  in  ore 

Veiba,  per  hoc  brauiu m  quod  nequi t,  alter  babet, 
Et  tamen  ornatos  cantus,  iarios  que  paratns, 

Leta  que  cord^  suis  legibps  optat  amor. 

Hie  loqutti|T  de  quinta  speoie  soperbie,  que  |nanis 
'  gloria  vocatur.    Rt  eiusdem  vicii  naturam  primo 
describens  super  eodem  in  amoris  causa  Con- 
fessor amanti  consequenter  opponit. 

Tbb  proude  vice  of  vainglorie 

Kemembreth  nought  of  purgatorie^ 

His  worldes  iojei  ben  so  great 

Him  thinketh  of  heuen  no  beyete. 

Thie  liues  pompe  is  all  his  pes. 

Yet  shall  be  deite  lietbetes, 

And  therof  thinketh  he  but  a  litb. 

For  all  his  lust  is  to  de^ite 

In  newe  thynges,  proude  and  vaine, 

As  fiurfborth  as  he  maie  attatne 

I  trowe,  if  that  he  might  makie 

His  bodie  newe,  he  wo)de  take 

A  newe  forme,  iind  leaue  his  bide.     • 

For  what  thyng,  ^a€  heinaie  behold  e. 

The  whiche  tq  cbmon  vse  is  strange, 

Anon  his  olde  riiise  change 

He  woll,  and  falle  thervpon, 

i4ke  vnto  the  Camelion 
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Whiche  vpon  euei^  Mndik  Mre, 
That  be  beholt,  he  IMlte  lie#e 
Hiseoiour:  aad  Ibsw  vniuiMd 
Full  ofte  tyme.he  stant  disguii^ 
More  joyltfb  than  the  byrde  in  Mafb! 
He  nnkieth  him  euer  freHShe  and  gale. 
And  doth  all  bis  araie  disguybe, 
So  that  of  hym  the  oewe  guyse 
Of  lusty  folke  all  other  tak^. 
And  eke  he  can  ear^lles  makte, 
Roundel,  balade,  and  verelafe. 
And  with  all  this,  if  that  he  mAie 
Of  kMie  gete  him  auaiitage. 
Anone  he  waxt  of  his  co^ge. 
So  ouer  glad,  that  of  his  etad^ 
He  thinketh  there  is  no  deth  «otaieto^. 
For  he  hath  than  at  all  tide 
Of  loue  suche  maner  pride, 
Him  thinketh  bii  ioy  is  ehdeVes. 

OOVFBSSOR. 

Now  shrine  the  sonne  in  goddes  p^e». 
And  of  thy  lone  tdle  me  plaine, 
Vf  that  thy  glorie  hath  be  so  vaitie. 

AlfAM8« 

My  &ther  as  toncbend  of  all, 
I  maie  not  well,  ne  noughten  MiifttT, 
Of  vaine  glorie  excnse  mee. 
That  I  pe  haue  for  loue  bee 
The  better  adressyd  and  araide: 
And  also  I  haue  ofte  assaide 
Roundel,  balades,  and  verelaie 
For  hir,  on  whom  myn  bert  Iteie, 
To  make,  and  also  for  to  p^Wte 
Carollis  %ith  iny  wordes  queinte 
To  set  my  purpose  atofte. 
And  thus  I  sange  them  fbrth  fMl  dlbe 
In  balle,  and  eke  in  ehambre  abbOVQ, 
And  made  mery  limonge  the  route. 

But  yet  ne  flerde  I  hot  the  bet: 
Thus  was  my  glorie  in  vaine  beset 
Of  all  the  iby  that  I  madls, 
For  when  1  wolde  with  hir  glade. 
And  of  hir  loue  songes  mate : 
She  saide,  it  was  not  fbt  hir  sake,         ' 
An4  liste  not  my  songes  here, 
Ne  witen,  what  the  wordes  wbre. 
So  fbr  to  speke  of  m^n  arhife  - 
Yet  coudc  I  AeAer  be  so  gaie, 
Ne  so  well  make  a  song^  of  loue, 
Wherof  I  might  ben  aboue. 
And  haue  encbeson  to  be  ^aidde: 
But  rather  I  am  ofte  adradde 
For  sorow,  that  she  saith  mb  itbiK 

And  netbeles  I  Woll  tM.  «hle, 
That  I  nam  gladde  oh  oth«r  siUI». 
For  £aime»  that  catt  ijk>thytog  bitt«, 
All  daie  woll  bHng  vnto  myti  ere 
Of  that  men  sfveken  here  and  ther^> 
How  that  my  ^ady  b^&retb  the  prite. 
How  shb  is  fbii%,  ho#  shtt  is  wis^. 
How  she  is  womanfiche  of  dtevtz 
Of  all  this  thing  whan  I  tak^e  here. 
What  wonder  is  thotrgh  I  Ift  fiUhe  ? 
And  eke  when  I  maie  h^re  saine 
Tidynges  of  my  ladies  h^U, 
All  though  ^  maie  not  \rith  hit*  dde  ; 
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Yet  am  I  wondecfM  of :tlmt 
For  vcn  I  note  fair  good  estHte, 
Ai  for  that  tyme  I  dare  weM  sweiv, 
Noae  other  iorowe  maieine  dksre. 
Tliiia  am  I  gladcd  in  tiih  wise. 
Bat  ikther  of  your  lora  wise. 
Of  wbicbe  ye  be  folly  tan^, 
Nowe  tdfe  roe  if  ye  thxnke  ought 
Tbat  I  tfaerof  m  to  wite. 

Of  that  4heie  is,  I  tbe  acqoite 
My  soiiiie»  be  saide:  and  for  thy  good 
Iwoll  thattboaYDderstode, 
For  1  tbinke  vpon  this  mattere 
To  tell  m  tale,  as  thoa  shalt  here, 
Howe  that  Mreine  this  proad  Tioe 
The  high  god,  of  bis  jostiee. 
Is  wrotbe,  and  great  vengeance  dooth.  - 
Kowe  bcrken  a  tale,  whicbe  is  sootfa, 
Tboogb  itrte  nought  of  looes  kinde, 
A  great  ensarople  tboo  sbalt  finde 
This  vaine  glorie  for  to  flee, 
Wbidi  is  so  foil  of  Tanitee. 

Hamani  geo^s  cum  sit  iibi  gloria  maior, 
S«pe  subesse  solet  proximis  ille  dolor,     « 

Mens  elata  grauc»  descensus  saepe  subibit 
Mens  bumilis  stabile  moUe  que  firmat  iter. 

Motibos  innurtieris  volutat  fortuna  per  orbem, 
Com  magis  alta  petis  inferiora  time. 

Hie  ponit  ocMbnor  exemplom  e^Altra  vitlttm  ina- 
nis  glorie,  narrans  qnallter  NabtigodonosOt  rex 
CaMeomm  com  ipie  in  omni  sae  maiestatis 
gloria  oelsior  extitisset,  deos  eius  soperbiam 
cast^re  Tolens,  ipsum  extra  foimath  bominis 
in  bettiam.liBttnm  comedentem  transmutauit 
fit  sic  per  septennium  penltens  cum  ipse  po- 
tentiuiem  se  agnouH,  misertos  deos  ipsum  in 
sua  regni  solium  restitota  sanitate  emenddltam 
graciocios  QoUocauit. 

TmsB  was  a  kynge,  that  mudh  might. 
Which  Nabugodonosor  bight ; 
Of  whom  tbat  1  spake  here  tofore, 
Yet  m  the  Bible  this  name  is  bore. 
Per  all  the  worlde  in  tborient 
Was  bole  at  his  commandement. 
As  than  of  kynges  to  bis  licbe 
Wss  none  so  mighty,  ne  so  riche. 
To  his  empire,  and  to  his  laa^es. 
As  who  saith,  all  ip  tbilke  dawes 
Were  obeisant,  and  tribute  here. 
As  though  be  god  of  ertbe  were. 
With  stroigth  be  put  kytigM  Tttder, 
Aad  wfoogbt  of  ^ride  many  a  wonder. 
He  was  so  full  of  rainglorie, 
That  he  ne  had  no  memorie, 
That  there  was  any  god  but  bee. 
For  pride  of  bis  pro^>eritee: 
Till  that  the  high  kyng  of  kynges, 
Which  seetb  and  kooweth  all  thyn^s, 
Whose  eie  maie  notbyng  asteHe 
The  prtttitees  of  mans  herte, 
Thet  spekea  and  aowue  in  his  6r^ 
As  ttough  thei  loode  wyndes  were. 
He  toke  vengeanbe  of  his  pride* 
But  for  be  iftSTde  a  Whfle  abide. 
To  loke,  if  be  wolde  him  iptaende, 
To  kin  afol^tAcn  he  seiiife, 


And  tbat  was  in  bis  slope  fay  night 
This  proude-kyng  a  a^oader  slight 
Had  in  bis  sweoen,  there  he  .laie. 
Him  thought  vpon  a  mery  daie, 
As  be  behelde  the  world  about, 
A  tre  foil  growe  be  sawe  there  ottt, 
Which  stode  in  the  trorld  amiddes^en, 
Whos  height  straughtvp  to  the  heuen: 
The  leues  weren  feire  and  large. 
Of  frute  it  here  so  ripe  a  cfaai^, 
Tbat  all  men  it  might  fede. 
He  sawe  also  thebowessprede 
A  boue  all  ertb,  in  wbiobe  were 
The  kinde  of  all  byides  there. 

And  eke  him  thought  be  eawe  adao 
The  kinde  of  all  bestesgo 
Under  the  tre  about  rounde. 
And  fedden  them  vpon  tbegrounde. 

As  be  this  vnderstode  and  sigh 
Him  thought  he  b^ide  a  voice  on  high 
Cryende,  and  mide  abouen  all: 
Hewe  downe  this  trae,  and  let  It  falL    . 
The  leues  lette  defoule  in  bast, 
And  do  the  frute  destr6ie  and  wast. 
And  let  of  shreden  every  bmnebe. 
But  at  rote  he  let  it  stanche. 
Whan  all  bis  pride  is  oast  to  gnwmde- 
The  rote  shall  be  hat  bouode. 
And  shall  no  mans  herte  here. 
But  euery  lost  he  shall  forbore 
Of  man,  and  like  an  oxe-bis  mete 
Of  gnisse  be  shall  pnrchace  and  ete. 
Till  at  the  water  of  the  beaen 
Hath  wasslien  him  by  tymes  aeuen. 
So  tbat  be  thorough  know  aright. 
What  is  the  heueolycfae  migbt. 
And  he  made  bumble  to  the  wille 
Of  him,  which  maie  all  watte  tmd  spille. 
This  kyng  out  of  his  sweuen  idmiide. 
And  he  vpon  the  morowe  it  iaide 
Unto  the  clerkes,  which  lie  bad 
But  none  of  them  the  sooth  arad. 
Was  none  his  sweuen  couth  Tndos 
And  it  stode  tbilke  time  so. 
This  kynge  bad  in  snbiection 
Jude,  and  of  affection 
Abouen  all  other  one  Daniell 
He  loueth,  for  be  couth  wall 
Diuine,  that  none  other  eou<lfe. 
To  hym  were  all  tbyngee  c«utbe. 
As  he  it  had  of  gods  gi^ce: 
He  was  before  the  kynges  Mt 
Assent  and  boden,  thttt  he  ihAMb 
Upon  the  point  the^kynge  of  tdlde 
The  fortune  of  his  sweuen  eitjpooMie, 
As  it  shulde  afterwarde  be'fonade. 

WbanOani^ll  ibisawenen  beMis. 
He  stode  longe  tyitoe,  er  he'tfnsweide^ 
And  made  a  wond^  beuy  dieia. 

The  kynge  toke  bede  of  his  Miei&eite^ 
And  bad  byte  t«Il  tbAt  he  WuMe, 
As  be,  to  whom  be  Moebell  traste. 
And  saide,  he  wolde  not  be  wrdlfi. 

But  Daniel  %«A  Wdnder  Ibtfa, 
And  saide,  vpon  thy  fo  men  all 
Syr  kynge  thy  t^imeki  taMMte 'foil. 
And  netbeles  touchend  df  this 
I  woll  the  tellen,  bofr  1t>ftB, 
And  what  diseit#e  h  to  the  \bIM^, 
God  wote  If  tboQ  H%bilfeicap«. 
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The  highd  ti«e,  wUohe  thon  bast  feiw. 
With  leffe  and  fruite  so  well  besene. 
The  whiche  stode  in  the  woiide  amiddet, 
So  that  the  beates  and  the  birdes 
Gouerned  were  of  him  alone: 
Syr  Iqmge- betokenath  thy  persoive, 
Whicbe  itoode  aboue  all  erthelf  thjrngess 
Thus  reignen  voder  the,  the  kynges. 
And  aH  the  people  vn(9  tfae-loofteth, 
And  all  the  wor^Je  ihy  peinoD  doutath: 
So  that  with  vaine  boooor  deoeiued 
Thou  haste  the  reuerence  weioed 
From  hym,  whiche  is  thy  kynge  aboue. 
That  thou  for  drede  ne  for  loue 
Wolt  noth]nige  knowen  of  thy  god, 
Whiche  nowe  for  the  hath  maite  a  rod. 
Thy  vaine  glorie,  and ■  thy  folie 
With  great  peioes  to  ehastie 

And  of  the  voice  thou  hardest  spek/Pi 
Whiche  bad  the  bowes  for  to  brelie. 
And  hewe  a^d  fell  downe  the  tree. 
That  worde  beloQgeth  vnto  thee. 
Thy  reigne  shall  be  ouer  throwe. 
And  thou  dispoiled  for  a  throwe. 
But  that  the  roote  sfanlde  stonde. 
By  that  thou  shalt  well  vndervtond^ 
There  shall  abide  of  thy  reigne. 
A  time  ageine  whan  thou  shalt  reigne^ 

And  eke  of  that  thou  hardest  faie 
To  take  a  mans  herte  aweie 
And  set  there  a  bestially 
So  that  he  lijie  an  ove  shall 
Pasture,  and  that  be  be  byreined 
By  tymes  seu/en,  and  sore  peined. 
Till  that  he  knqwe  his  gods  mightes,     _ 
Then  shall  be  stond  againe  vprighta^ 
All  this  betokeneth  thine  estate, 
Whiche  nowe  with  god  is  in  debate. 
Thy  man^  forme  stwil  be  lassed, 
Tyil  seuen  yere  ben  ouer  passed. 
And  in  the  likenea  of  a  beaste 
Of  gras  Shalt  be  thy  roiall  feaste. 
The  wether  sl^ll  ypon  the  raine: 
And  vnderstonde,  th^t  all  this  paine^ 
Whiche  thou  shalt  suffre  thiike  tid^. 
Is  shape  all  onely  for  thy  pride 
Of  vaine  glorie,  and  of  the  sinne, 
Whiche  thou  hast  longe  stonden  iq, 

So  vpon  this  -condiciou. 
Thy  iweuene  hfith  expoaicion. 
But  er  this  thynge  befiklle  in  dede 
Amende  the,  this  wolde  I  rede. 
Yciue  and  departe  thyn  almesse. 
Do  mercy  forth  with,  rightwisenes, 
Beseche  an4  pnie  tbfs  higbe  gnM^» 
For  so  thou  might  thy  peas  purcblice 
With  god,  and  sionden  in  good  accordf . 

But  pride  is  loth  to  lesie  his  lorde» 
And  woll  not  suffre  humilitee 
IMTith  hym  to  stonde  in  no  degree. 
And  whan  k  ship  hath  loste  bis  sler^ 
Is  none  so  wise,  that  maie  hym  ster^ 
Ageine  the  wajtpn  in  a  rage. 
This  proude  kynge  in  bis  courage 
Humilitee  hath  so  forlore, 
That  for  no  sw^en  (he  saw  tofora) 
Ne  yet  for  all  that  Daniell 
Him  hath  ^oonteiled  eoecy  deK 
He  lette  it  paaM  oot  of  his  mtede  i 
Through  viungiinrie,  and  as  tfie  blinds; 


He  seeth  no  weie,  er  him  be  we. 
And  fell  within  a  titoe  so. 
As  he  in  Babylone  wente 
The  vanitee  of  pride  him  heate. 
His  herte  aros  of  vaine  glorie. 
So  that  he  drough  into  memorie 
His  lordship  and  his  regal ie. 
With  woordes  of  surquJedrie. 

And  whan  that  he  him  moste  anannttflb. 
That  lorde,  whiche  vainglorie  dauntoth, 
All  sodenly,  as  who  saith  treis, . 
Where  that  he  &tode  in  his  paleis. 
He  toke  him  from  the  mens  sight. 
Was  none  of  them  so  ware,  that  might.' 
Set  eie,  where  he  become.  ! 

And  thus  was  he  from  his  kyogdome 
Into  the  wilde  foreste  drawe : 
Where  that  the  mighty  gods  lawe, 
Hiroogh  his  pojver  did  him  traasfomie 
Fro  man  in  to  a  beastes  forme: 
And  like  an  oxe  vnder  the  fole 
He  grasetb  as  he  nedes  mote 
To  getten  him  hjs  lines  foode. 

llio  thought  him  cold  gras  goode. 
That  whlloqne  ete  the  bote  spices: 
Thus  was  be  torned  from  detices. 
The  wyne,  whiche  he  was  wonte  drinhe 
He  toke  then  of  the  welles  brinke. 
Or  of  the  pit,  pr  of  the  slough, 
It  thought  hhn  then  good  enough. 
In  stede  of  chambres  well  araied. 
He  was  than  of  a  busshe  well  apaied. 
The  harde  groonde  he  laie  vpon, 
For  other  pilowes  had  be  non« 
The  stormes,  and  the  laines  foil. 
The  wyndes  blowc  vpon  him  all. 
He  was  tourmented  daie  and  ni^t, 
Suche  was  the  high  gods  might, 
Tyll  seuen  yere  an  ende  toke: 
Upon  hym  selfe  tho  gan  he  lok^. 
In  stede  of  meate,  gras  and  streys, 
In  stede  of  baodes,  longe  cleys. 
In  stede  of  man,  a  beaste  lihB 
He  sawe,  and  than  he  gun  to  aike. 
For  cloth  of  gdde  and  of  perrie 
Whiche  him  was  wonte  to  magni^, 
Wheik  he  beheld  his  cote  of  hearea. 
He  wepte,  and  with  full  wofuU  teare^ 
Up  to  the  heuen  he  cast  his  chere 
Wepend,  and  thpught  in  this  manere. 
Though  he  no  wordef  might  winne. 
Thus  said  his  herte,  and  spake  within. 

O  mightie  god,  that  all  bast  wrought. 
And  all  might  bryag  againe  to  nought; 
Nowe  knowe  |,  but  all  of  thee. 
This  worlde  hath  no  prosperitee. 
In  thyh  aspecte  ben  all  aliche. 
The  poor  man  and  eke  the  riche, 
Without  the  there  maie  no  wight; 
And  thou  aboiie  all  other  might. 

0  mighty  lorde  ^ward  my  vice 
Thy  merer  medle  with  iustice, 
And  I  woll  mak^  a  couenant. 
That  of  my  life  the  remen^n^ 

1  Shalt  it  by  thy  grace  amende. 
And  in  thy  lawe  so  dispende. 
Hut  vainglorie  I  shall  eschewe, 
And  bowe  vnto  thin  heste,  and  sewe 
Humilitee,  and  tihat  I  vowa. 

And  to  thinken<|  he  gan  dowqe  bowe. 
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_  1 1^  lacke  voioe  of  ipecbc^ 
He  gma  vp  with  hit  fcete  areehe, 
And  wailend  in  kit  betUy  sIcmii 
He  made  bii  plaint  tvIo  the  benem 
He  knelelh  in  bis  wise»  and  bnd«tb» 
To  lecbe  neref ,  and  aMaiath 
Hb  god,  vhicb  UMde  him  nothing  itimnga, 
Whan  that  he  save  his  pride  change.  . 


Be  fimde  towarde  his  god  the  sun 
And  in  a  twinkdjrnge  of  a  lofce 
His  mans  forme  agefaw  he  tolce, 
Aad  was  reformed  to  the  reigne. 
In  vhi^e  that  he«as%aate  to  n ' 
So  that  the  pride  of  mine  idorie 
Eaer  aftemnide  ontnf<mcmorie 
He  let  passe,  and  thus  is  shewed, 
Vfast  is  to  ben  of  piide  Tnthewed, 
Afrine  the  high  gods  lawe: 
To  whome  so  man  maie  be  fekiwe. 
For  thy  mj  soane  take  good  hede 
So  for  to  lede  thy  oianbede, 
Ihst  thoo  ne  be'not  like  a  beste. 
Bst  if  thy  life  shaU  ben  hoaeste, 
Thoa  mnat  hamUesse  take  on  faonde. 
For  than  might  thou  sikcr  stoade. 
iad  for  to  speka  it  other  wise 
A  proode  man  can  no  tone  assise. 
Porthongh  a  woman  voUe  him  pteasct 
Ha  pride  can  not  hen  at  ease. 
IVre  main  no  man  to  mochel  blama 
A  fioe,  wbi^ie  is  fMT  to  blame. 
?0T  thy  men  sbnklen  notbyng  bide, 
Thst  might  fidl  in  Uame  of  pride, 
Whiche  is  the  worst  vice  of  all: 
WIkto^  so  as  it  vas  beiMl, 
The  tale  I  thfaike  of  a  cronika 
To  tcO^  if  that  it  maie  the  like: 
So  thst  thou  might  homblesse  sewe , 
And  eke  the  vice  of  pride  eschewe, 
Wberof  the  gloria  is  fisbe  and  vainer 
Wfciche  god  him  setfi  hath  in  disdaine: 
Tkaithfliagh  it  moant  lor  a  thrown, 
fcAsQ  dcnnie  fidl  and  oneitfarowe* 

lit  Tirtas  hnmilis,  per  qoam  deus  altns  ad  ima 
Sie  talit,  et  nostrm  risoera  camis  habet. 

fie  temilis  saperesty  et  amor  sibi  subditar  omnis, 
Ones  habet  nnlla  sorte  sopertms  opem, 

0^  earn  terray  cesium  deiecit  et  ipsum, 
Sedibns  inlionii  stAtqne  reoeptns  ibU 

Hie  Bsnat  eonfisaor  ezamf^m  contra  snperbiam 
R  dicit,  qaod  nnper  qnidam  rex  iamose  pru« 
deaeie  caidsm  militi  suo  super  tribos  questioni- 
kai,  rt  iade  certitndinis  responsionem  daret 
Sib  peaa  capitaiis  sententie  tenpianm  pielUit 
Priam  quid  minoris  indigentie  ab  inbabitaptibns 
fbi  aasiliam  mains  obtinuit.  Secumdo  quid 
■Moiis  oseriti  continens  miqoris  expense  repri* 
MsesigiiiL  T^ftio  quid  onoia  bona  diminoens 
ex  sai  pioprietate  nihil  panitos  raloit  dnaram 
van  qaertionum  qnedai0  virgo  dicti  Qilitif  filia 
BOBune  patris  solotioaem  aggndiens  taliter  regi 
itipootft  Ad  primam  dixit,  qood  tenm  nuUins 
iadSget,  quam  tamen  adianara  ootidiaais  labori- 
batonmesintendnnt.  Ad  se^jondam  dixit,  qnod 
kamilitas  omnflms  virtntibns  preuafet,  qn« 
I  anilhis  prodigalitatis  expensis  mensnram 
Ad  tcrtiaoi  dixit  quod  saperbia.onipia 


tam  corporis  qoam  anime  bona  deuastam 
mm  expensamm  exoeosus  indneit. 


A  KTWO  was  vhilom  yongnnd  wise. 
The  which  of  his  wit  set  great  price 
Of  dope  imaginacionsy 
And  strange  interpretaciens, 
Problemes  and  desMuades  ehe 
His  wisedorae  was  to  finde  and  sahec 
Wherof  be  woUe  in  sondrie  wise 
Opposeo  them,  that  weren  wise. 
But  none  of  them  it  might  beare 
Upon  his  worrie  to  yene  answers, 
Out  taken  one,  whiche  was  a  knight* 
To  htm  was  eoery  thyng  so  light, 
That  also  soone  as  be  them  herde. 
The  kynges  wordes  he  answerde. 
What  thyng  the  kynse  him  aske  wolde^ 
There  anone  the  tronth  he  tolde. 
The  kynge  somdele  bad  an  enuie, 
And  thought  he  wolde  bis  wittes  plie 
To  set  some  conclusion, 
Whiche  shulde  be  couftision 
Unto  this  knight,  so  that  the  n^me^ 
And  of  wisedome  the  high  fame, 
Towarde  him  selfe  he  woMe  W3mne. 
And  thus  of  all  his  witte  within 
This  kynge*began  to  studio  and  mu*« 
What  strange  matter  he  might  vse. 
The  knightes  wittes  toconfounde: 
And  at  last  be  bath  it  fbunde. 
And  for  the  knight  anon  he  sent. 
That  he  shall  tell,  what  he  ment 
Upon  the  pointes  of  the  mattere 
Of  questions,  as  thoo  shalte  here. 

The  firste  point  of  all  thrs 
Was  tbis:  what  thing  in  his  degree 
Of  an  this  worlde  hath  neda  lest. 
And  yet  men  heipe  it  all  their  meet. 

The  seconde  is:  what  nraote  iswoithi 
And  of  oostage  is  lest  put  fborth. 

The  thtrde  is:  whiche  is  of  most  cost. 
And  lest  is  worthe,  and  gothe  to  lost. 

The  kynge  these  thre  demandes  mselh. 
To  the  knight  this  lawe  he  taxeth. 
That  he  shall  gone  and  come  ageiae 
The  thirde  we^,  and  tell  him  plelne 
To  enery  point,  what  it  amounteth. 
And  if  so  be,  that  he  miscounteth. 
To  make  in  his  answere  a  faile. 
There  shall  none  other  thyng  aoaile 
The  kynge  saith,  but  he  shall  be  deade. 
And  lese  his  goodes,  and  his  head. 

This  knight  was  sorie  of  this  thing. 
And  wolde  excuse  him  to  the  kyng« 
But  he  ne  wolde  him  notibrilere. 
And  thus  the  knight  of  his  answere 
Ooth  home  to  take  auisement. 
But  after  his  entendement. 
The  more  be  cast  his  witte  ab6ut 
The  more  he  stent  therof  in  doobte. 
Tho  wist  he  well  the  kynges  beite. 
That  he  the  death  ne  shnMe  asterte: 
And  sucbe  a  sorowe  hath  to  him  take. 
That  gladshippe  ha  hath  all  fermke.   ** 
He  thought  firste  vpnn  his  Ufcy 
And  after  that  tpQUi  his  wife. 
Upon  his  chUdie  eke  al|o» 
Of  which9  he  had  dou#tf€it  twti 
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Tb€  yongect  of  tbrai  haA  ef  age  . 
Fourtene  yere,  aiKl  of  vuafB 
She  was  right  foire,  aad  of  sUtiire 
Licbe  to  an  heuenly  figure. 
And  of  maner,  and  of  goodly  apfedw, 
Thoogh  men  wolde  all  londes  seohe, 
Tbei  »bulde  not  haue  fbaode  bir  like. 
She  sawe  hir  father  f>orowe  and  sike. 
And  wist  not  the  oatise  why-: 
So  came  she.. to  him  fH-iuely, 
And  that  was,  wher  he  made  his  ttoie 
Within  a  gardeine  all  him  one. 
Upon  hir  knees  she  gan  downe  ibll 
'  With  humble  heite^  and  to  him  call 
And  saide:  Q  good  father  d^nre. 
Why  make  ye  thus  heoy  chero? 
And  1  wote  nothyng  howe  it  is. 
And  well  ye  knowe  father  this. 
What  anenture  that  yo«  feile. 
Ye  might  it  saufiy  to  me  telle. 
For  I  bane  ofte  herde  you  saide, 
That  ye  sucfae  tniste  haue  on  me  latde^ 
That  to  my  sister,  ne  to  my  brother, 
In  all  this  worlde  ne  to  none  other. 
Ye  durst  telle  a  priuetee  • 
So  well  my  father  as  to.mee. 
For  thy  my  father  I  yon  praie, 
Ke  casteth  nought  that  hert  awme. 
For  T  am  s^,  that  wolde  kepe 
Your  honour:  and  with  that  to  wepe 
Hir  eie  male  not  be  forbore. 
She  wis&beth  for  to  ben  viibok-e^ 
Er  that  hir  iatber  so  mlatryH 
To  tellen  hir,  of  that  be  wyiU 
And  euer  amonge  mercy  she  eride. 
That  he  ne  shu|de  bis  counseUe  bide 
From  hir,  that  so  woMe  him  good, 
And  was  so  nigh  ftessbe  and  bloud. 
So  that  with  wepynge  at  last  . 
His  chore  vpon  his  ehilAe  be  casta. 
And  sorowfoUy,  to  that  she  praide^ 
He  tolde  bis  tale>  and  thus  he  saide. 

The  sorowe  dougtiter,  which  I  make. 
Is  not  all  ontly  for  mv  sake>  * 
But  for  the  botbe,  and  for  you  aU. 
For  suche  a  chance  is  m<e  beialle^ 
That  I  shall  «r  this  tbiide  daie 
Lese  all  that  euer  I  lase  tnale^    . 
My  life,  and  all  my  ^ood  thorto. 
Therfore  it  is,  I  sorowe  so. 

What  is  the  cause  alaa,  quod  ^bet, 
My  &ther,  that  ye  shnlden  bee 
Dead,  and  distroied  in  suehe  a  wise? 

And  he  began  the  pblntes  deutse, 
Whiche  as  the  kyng  tolde  him  by  mouth. 
And  said  hir  plainly,  that  he  covAhc 
4nswere  to  no  poin^of  this. 

And  shee,  that  ber«tfa  hoiy  it  ts, 
Hir  counsaile  yafe,  and. said  tho. 
My  father,  cyn  it  is  so. 
That  ye  can  see  otone. otbc^r  wele, 
But  that  ye  iquft  nodes  deie, 
I  wolde  pray  youo^  o  thyng, 
Lette  me ^o  with  you  to  the  kyng. 
And  ye  shall  make  him  ^ndOrstonde,* 
Howe  ye  my  wlttes  ftr  to  iato^, 
Haue  laide  your  aaiwere  vpon  ntee: 
And  telleth  bim  in  ^vcbe  degwee^ 
Vpon  my  worde  ye  wol  abide 
To  life  or  deth  wbf  t  to  betide. 


For yM p^pebimoe  I msiei 

With  some  good  .word  the  ^kyugeb  gnee* 

Your  life  and  eke  ywur  good  to  stase. 

For  ofte  shall  m  woittao  faane. 

Thyng,  whiche  a  man  maie  not  aiieoka. 

The  fader  herd  hit  dooglitars  specfae^ 
And  thoaght  there  «as  no  reason  in. 
And  sawe,  bis  owne  life  to  wjFone 
He  couthe  done  bfm  selfe  bo  cure: 
So  better  he  thonght  in  auentnre 
To  put  his  life,  and  hU  faia  good» 
That  in  the  manor  as  it  stode. 
His  life  incerteine  ferto  lese. . 
And  thus  tbiiikend  he  gan  to  oba<e. 
To  do  the  coonseiie  oif  this  mude. 
And  toke  the  puiyose,  whiohe  she  aaide. 

The  dale  was  dome,  aad  fe6rth  tbei  ^ooe^ 
Unto  the  coorte  thei  Come  aoone. 
Where  as  the  kynge  in  bis  iagement 
Was  sette,  sind  baflt  this  knight  assmit, 
Arraied  in  her  best  trise. 
This  maiden  with  hir  wordes  wisa 
Hir  father  leddeby  the  honde 
In  to  the  place,  where  hefsnde 
The  kyngt,  .inth  other  whiche  he  wolde: 
And  to  the  kynge  knelende  he  tdlde. 
As  he  enfourmed  was  to- fore. 
And  praieth  the  k3nige,  that  be  therltara 
His  dougbters  wotdes-u'olde  take. 
And  saith,  that  be  woll  vndeitaka 
Upon  hir  woides  -for  to  stonde. 

Tho  was  tfaer  grest  meraaila  on  bonder 
That  he,  whidte  waaso  wise  a  knight. 
His  lyfe  ?pon  so  yonge  a  wight 
Besette  woMe  in  leopkrdie : 
And  many  it  holden  for  felie. 
But  at  laste  neuertheka 
The  kynge  commaoodeih  ben  in  penile. 
And  to  this  naide  he  cast  his  chere. 
And  saide,  he  wolde  hir  tale  here. 
And  badde  hhr  speslne:  and  she  begjan. 

My  liege  lorde,  So  as  I  can, 
ftuod  she,  tbcpohitM,  wbiehe  I  herde, 
Tbei  shall  of  reaMm  ben  answerde. 

The  firste  I  vnderstonde  is  thi^. 
What  thynge  of  all  the  woiide  It  is, 
Whiche  men  most  beipe,  and  hath  lest  oede: 
My  liege  lorde  this  wolde  I  rede, 
The  ertbe  it  is,  whiche  eoermo 
With  mans  liA>our  is  bego. 
As  well  in  winter  as  in  Male, 
The  mans  honde  doth  what  he  maie. 
Tb  helpte  H  foorth,  and  make  it  ndtn&i 
Atld  Ibr  thy  ttfen  it  d«loe  and  diche,     ' 
krtd  ef«ti  it  with  itt^ei^h  of  pkM^, 
WheHe  itHMi  of  hydi  i^feenongfa: 
So  eiMt  hfis  n<^e  is  at  ferte: 
Tor  (Suery  inah,  byrde,  sad  beaSte, 
Of  flotitv,  and  ttii$;  hnd  rootfe,  aild  vhide. 
And  enery  tbynge  by  wcy  of  iHiide 
Shall  stertie,  and  erthe  it  i^hatl  hecuflne. 
As  It  w A  ottt  df  efOie  nottib 
ft  Aall  to  ^irtb  totirae  ageliie, 
Atad  thus  T  mky  by  t^ason  sehie, 
Thttt  ttlefihe  ismo^'hedeles. 
AifdWdM  men  Iftcit)^  itnfth^Tes. 
SotMft  fhy  loyae,tbOQbbeh8e  ofthrs.      -^ 
I  haue  SMftw^e  hoire  <bat  it  Is. 
Tbitt  dthet  pdlft  1  vdderstbde, 
Wldphie  thoitt  IB  worth,  and  most  is -good. 
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And  costetbletn^  4  ttan  toVtp^: 

My  kmle,  if  ye  nf^  take  Ife]^, 

I  nie  it  it  Hamilitee, 

TVoagfa  wfaicfee  'dte  htglk  TribHte^, 

As  for  deieite  of  pin^'Ioue, 

Unto  Marie  froni'^boak 

Of  that  be  knewe  hir  humble  \nit)ent. 

His  ovoe  Sonne  adowne  he  terit 

Abooe  all  other,  and  tir  he  dtk^. 

For  that  Tertu,  whicfae  ttHit  bofletli  pet. 

So  that  I  maie  by  reason  diSft 

Hnmtlitee  most  worthe  of  a)!, 

And  lest  it  costetb  to  maintcnie 

In  all  the  vorlde,  as  It  Is  seSne. 

For  vho  that  hatYi  bcAnb^esse  on  ^btade. 
He  bryngeth  no  waVfes  in  to  londe. 
For  he  desyreth  for  th^  best 
To  setten  enery  man  fe  reste. 

Thus  with  yoor  btgh  renenmcfe. 
Me  thiotoeth  that  this  eniden^, 
As  to  this  point,  is  sti'^Bsant 
And  toiidiende  ofYhe  iiemenaikit, 
Whicbe  is  the  thirde  df  your  askynges^ 
What  lest  is  irort&  of  alt  iftiyn^s, 
And  oosteth  most,  I  tell  it  Pride» 
Whiche  may  nOt  in  the  lieaen  abide* 
For  Locifer,  with  them  Ifabt  fede 
Bare  Pride  with  hym  hitoltfelte. 
There  was  pHde  of  to  greate  cost^. 
Whan  he  fw  ptide  hath  heuen  loste. 
And  aaer  that  in  Pkradise 
Adam  for  pride  toA  his  pricfe 
la  mydden  ertb.    And  eke  also 
Pride  is  the  cause  o^  idl  wb 
That  an  the  vorlde  tie  tti^ie'snibse 
To  stanche  of  pride  the  reprice* 
Pride  is  th6  head  of  aH  nnne, 
Wbiche  wast^th  all,  and  nfaie  not  «i<ine. 
Pride  isof  euer^  misse  t!be  pricke. 
Pride  is  the  worstfe  of  all  wicke, 
Aad  eosteth  m6^  add  leftt  is  woOttb, 
la  place  where  be  Itath  his  feorth. 

ThQS  bane  t  mide,  that  I  woU  saie 
Of  mya  aaswere,  and  to  yon  ^rai'e 
My  &(gt  lorde  of  yonr  ottce. 
That  ye  sucbe  grace,  and  snche  instice 
Ordcnie  for  my  father  here. 
That  after  this,  when  men  it  here, 
The  voride  therof  mAie  speake  good. 

The  kynipe,  #hich  reason  vikderstode, 
Aad  hath  all  berde  howe  she  hath  said. 
Was  inly  gtadde,  and  so  well  paide. 
That  all  hii  wrath  is  oner  gO, 
Aad  he  beganae  Uf  loke  tho 
tfpoa  this  maiden  in  the  fhee :. 
In  vhi^e  be  fonde  M>  mochel  grace. 
That  an  his  price  on  hir  he  leide. 
In  aodieace,  and  thus  be  saide. 
My  foire  maiden  well  fe  beb. 
Of  tl^a  aaswere,  and  eke  of  tbcfe 
Me  liketh  weU,  and  as  thou  wUte 
Fofycoe  be  thy  fiithers  gilte. 
And  if  tboQ  were  of  soebe  ngrisge. 
That  tboa  to  me  were  of  )[iatage, 
Aad  that  thy  fothet  were  h  i^re. 
As  he  is  aowe  a  bacbilere : 
8d  saker  as  I  bane  a  life, 
Tboa  shnldest  than  bb  my  wilb. 
But  this  I  saie  A^bdes, 
TiMt  1  won  shape  thiae  cicmace, 


What  worldes  good  thM  thmi  «r«lt  mitik 

Are  of  my  yefle  and  thou  thalt  hsNie. 
And  she  tfa«  kynge  #ith  woHts  %fw 

Knelynge  tbanketh  it)  this  wifee. 
My  liege  lorde  god  mote  yon  ^ntte, 

My  fether  here  hath  bn^  a  \k& 

Of  warison,  and  that  he  wende 

Had  all  be  lost,  but  nowe  atnendb 

He  maie  well  through  your  nob)e  gtftce. 
With  that  the  kynge  rTght  in  his  plaM 

Anon  foorthe  ib  that  fresshe  bete 

An  Erledome,  Wbiche  than  of  eschete 

Was  late  falle  into  his  honde. 

Unto  this  knight,  with  rente  and  lotide^ 

Hath  youc,  and  with  his  chartre  seaaed. 

And  thus  was  alt  the  noise  appealed. 
This  maiden,  which  sate  on  bit  taieei 

Tofore  the  kynges  charitees 

Commendeth,  and  saith  eoermote^ 

My  liege  loide  right  *owe  tcfcte 

Ye  saide,  and  it  is  of  recorde. 

That  if  my  fikther  were  a  lorde^ 

And  pere  rnta  Itfese  (fttber  great. 

Ye  wolden  for  noaght  *Wes  IdCt*, 

That  I  ne  shulde  be  y<far  wifb. 

Aad  thus  wote  enery  worthy  life, 

A  kynges  worde  mote  nede  be  holde. 

For  tliy  my  lorde,  It  t'hat  ye  Wolde 

So  great  a  charitee'futA% 

God  wote  it  were  WeH  my  wiB. 

For  be  wbiche  was  a  baobilerb^ 

My  fotber  is  nowe  made  a  ^per^ 

So  whense  as  eu€fr  that  I  earn 

An  cries  dougbilrtr  aow  I  am. 
This  yonge  kynge>  nHhicbe  pe«ssfl  aL 

Hir  beautee,  and  Mr  wHte  witfaalK 

As  he,  whicbe  was  with  lAae  benC^ 

Anone  theWo  yafe  bis  ils^ta. 

He  might  not  the  place  attorfce. 

That  she  nis  ladie  of  ttsWerte, 

So  that  he  tokehir  t»  bis  #ift» 

To  holde,  ^lle  that  be  hath  Hfe. 
And  thus  the  ky*|ge  iib\<tMt  bis  kmi^t 

Accordeth  him,  as  it  is  right. 

And  ouerthis  good  is  to  wite. 
In  the  cronike  as  it  is  write 

This  noble  kyagCy  of  whom  I  tolde. 
Of  Spayne  by  tho  daies  olde 
The  kyngedome  had  in  gouernahce. 
And  as  the  boke  maketb  remembrantfft, 
Alphons  was  his  propre  name. 

The  knight  also^  if  I  sbaVl  name, 
Poqi  Petio  bight,  and  as  men  Ull, 
His  doughter  wise  Peirondl 
Was  cleped,  wbiche  was  full  of  gracfe. 
And  that  was  sene  in  tbilke  place, 
Where  she  hir  fiither  out  of  tene 
Hath  braaghtv  aild  Made  4iir  selfe  a  qaeoe. 
Of  that  she  bath  so  weU  disclosed 
The  pointes  wbcrof  she  was  opposed. 


Lo  now  my  soaae*  as  thou  might  here 
Of  all  this  thing  to  tny  matteVe: 
But  one  1  take,  and  that  is  pride, 
To  whom  wo  g*ade  isaie  betide. 
In  heuen  be  felle  oat  of  bia  stede, 
And  ParadUe  ttn  *rae  fcrbede^ 
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The  good  men  in  erthe  him  hate. 
So  that  to  helVe  he  mote  algate. 
Where  eoarj  vertue  «hall  be  weiued. 
And  every  vice  be  necemed. 
Bot  HnmbleMe  is  all  other  wise, 
Whtche  most  is  worth,  and  do  repriie 
It  taheth  agein,  but  softe  and  faire 
If  ony  thing  stant  in  contniire. 
With  homhle  speche  it  is  redressed. 

Thns  was  this  yonge  maideUetsed, 
The  whiche  I  spake  of  no  we  tofore: 
Hir  fatliers  life  she  gatte  therfore. 
And  wanne  with  all  the  kynges  loae. 
Tor  thy  my  sonne^  if  thou  wolt  lone. 
It  sitte  the  well  to  l^ane  pride. 
And  take  Humblesse  on  thy  side. 
The  more  of  grace  thou  shalt  gete. 

AMAHS. 

My  father  I  woU  not  foryete 
Of  this  that  ye  bane  toMe  me  here. 
And  if  that  any  suche  manere 
Of  humble  poite  maie  looe  appeye. 
Here  afterwarde  I  thinke  assaye. 
But  nowe  foorth  oner  I  beseche, 
That  ye  more  of  my  shrifts  seche. 

COXfBSSOS. 

My  good  Sonne  it  shall  be  do» 
Kowe  herken  and  lay  an  eare  toi. 
For  as  toocbeude  of  prides  fore 
Als  ferlorth  as  J  can  declaie 
In  cause  of  Ticfl^  in  cause  of  lone, 
That  hast  thou  plainly  herde  aboue: 
So  that  there  is  no  more  Ca  saie 
Tonchehde  of  that,  but  other  waie 
Touehende  enoie  I  thinke  telle, 
Whiche  bath  the  propre  kinde  of  belle 
Without  cause  to  misdo 
Towarde  him  selfs,  and  other  also 
Here  afterwarde  aa  Tnderstande 
Thou  sbalte  the  spices,  as  thei  stande. 
Explicit  Liber  primus. 


Inoidic  cnlpa  magis  est  attrita  dolore. 

Nam  sua  mens  nullo  tempore  laeta  manet. 
fiuo  gaudent  alij,  dolet  ille,  nee  vnus  amicus 

Est,cul  de  p^ro  commoda  Telle  facit 
Proicimitatis  honor  sua  corda  veretur,et  omnis 

Est  sibi  lietitia  sic  aliena  dolor, 
Hoc  etenim  vitium  quam  sspe  repugnat  aoianti, 

Non  sibi,  sed  reltqois,  dum  fanet  ipsa  Venus. 
Est  amor  ex  propria  motu  fantasticus,  et  quae' 

Oaudia  fert  aliis  credit  obesse  sibi. 

Hie  in  secnndo  libro  tractat  de  innidia,  et  eius 
speciebus,  qoarum  dolor  alterios  gandii  prima 
nuncnpatur,  cuius  conditionem,  secundum  ri- 
tium  Confessor    primitus  describens  amanti, 

Siuatenns  amorem  conoerait,  super  eodem  con- 
equenter  opponit. 

JNCIPIT  LIBER  SECUNDV8. 

NowB  after  pride  the  seconde 
There  is,  whiche  many  a  woAill  stonnd^ 
Towardes  other  beareth  aboute 
Within  hini  aelfe,  and  not  without 


For  in  his  thought  be  brtnaeth  ever 
Whan  that  he  wote  an  other  lauer. 
Or  more  vertnos  than  bee: 
Whiche  passeth  him- in  his  degree, 
Therof  he  taketh  his  maladie. 
That  vice  is  doped  hotte  ennie. 
For  thy  my  sonoe  if  it  be  8o» 
'lliou  arte,  or  hast  ben  one  of  tbo. 
As  for  to  speke  in  loues  cas^ 
If  euer  yet  thyn  hert  was 
Sicke  of  an  other  mans  hele  ? 
So  god  auance  my  quarele 
My  father  ye  a  tbousande  sith. 
Whan  I  haue  sene  another  blithe 
Of  looe,  and  had  a  goodly  chere, 
Ethna,  whiche  brenoeth  yere  by  yeie 
Was  than  nought  so  bote  as  I 
Of  thiike  sore :  for  whiche  priuely 
Myne  hectes  thought  within  brenneth» 
The  ship,  wbicbe  on  the  wawes  renneth^ 
And  is  forstormed  and  forblowe 
Is  not  more  peined  for  a  throwe 
Than  I  am  than,  whan  I  see 
A  nother»  whiche  that  passeth  mee 
In  that  fortune  of  loues  yeft». 

But  father,  this  I  tell  in  shrifl^ 
That  no  where  but  in  a  place. 
For  who  that  lese  or  fiode  grace 
In  other  stede,  it  maie  nought  greocs* 
But  thns  ye  maie  right  well  beleue 
Tawarde  my  ladie,  that  1  serue. 
Though  that  T  weste  fbr  to  sterae^ 
Myn  hert  is  foil  of  suche  folie. 
That  I  my  sdfe  maie  not  chaatie- 
Whan  I  the  court  see  of  Cupide 
Approche  vnto  my  ladie  ude 
Of  hem,  that  lusty  ben  and  iiresshe^ 
Though  it  anaile  them  not  a  resahe: 
Bot  onely  that  thei  hen  of  ipeche» 
My  sorowe  is^than  not  to  tecbe. 
But  whan  thei  rownen  in  hir  eave» 
Than  groweth  all  my  most  feace^ 
And  namely  whan  thei  talen  longpi 
My  sorowes  than  be  so  strange. 
Of  that  I  see  them  well  at  ease,. 
I  can  not  tell  my  disease. 
But  sire,  as  of  my  lady  selue 
Though  she  haue  wowers.  z.  or  twelne^ 
For  DO  mistrusie  I  bane  of  hir 
Me  greueth  nought:  for  oertes  sir. 
I  trowe  in  all  this  worlde  to  seche 
Nit  woman,  that  in  dede  and  speche 
Woll  better  anise  hir,  what  she  dooth, 
Ne  better,  for  to  saie  a  soothe^ 
Kepe  hir  honour  at  all  tide: 
And  yet  gette  hir  a  thanke  besid^ 
But  netheles  I  am  beknowe. 
That  whan  I  see  at  any  tbnowe. 
Or  els  if  I  maie  it  here. 
That  she  make  any  fnan  good  chere^ 
Though  I  therpf  haue  not  to  doone. 
My  thought  won  entermete  him  8ooae« 
For  though  I  be  my  seluen  strange, 
Enuie  maketh  myn  hert  change. 
That!  am  sorowfully  besUdde 
Of  that  I  see  another  gladde 
With  hir,  but  of  other  all 
Of  loue  what  so  maie  befall. 
Or  that  he  Isile,  or  that  he  spede* 
Therof  take  I  b^t  li^  bede. 
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Mom  iMoe  I  taide  my  fatter  all. 
As  of  tkifl  poiate  in  speeiall. 
As  fcHbrthly  as  I  bane  wiitie. 
Kove  azeth  forder  wbat  yoa  lisle. 

Iff  loooe,  er  I  aske  any  more» 
I  thinke  somdele  for  tby  lore, 
Tel  tn  enrnple  of  tbis  mattere 
ToBcteade  enaie,  as  thoo  sbelt  here. 

Write  in  Cioile  this  I  findiey 
Tlwqgk  it  be  iiot«tbe  hoandes  kinde 
To  ctte  chaffe,  yet  woll  he  werne 
As  iOB,  vhicbe  cometh  to  the  bema 
Tberof  to  taken  any  fbode : 
And  that  who  that  Jt  Tnderstode 
It  stiDt  of  lone  in  many  a  place^ 
Wbo  that  is  oat  of  tones  grace. 
And  maie  him  selfe  not  aoaile. 
He  wolde  an  other  shalde  Jkile. 
And  if  he  maie  pot  any  lette. 
He  doth  al  that  he  maie  to  lette; 
Wberaf  I  flnde,  aa  thon  shalt  witte 
lb  tim  parpose  a  tale  writte. 

Ke  poidt  confessor  enmplnm  contra  istos  saltem, 
fsi  in  aaoris  causa  alioram  gaudiis  inuideotes 
■w|mqasm  per  hoc  sibi  ipsis  proficivnt  £t  nar- 
lat  qoaliter  qni^amluaenis  miles  nomine  Acis, 
queoi  Qalathea  Nimpha  polcberrima  toto  corde 
'  ,  cum  ipsi  sub  quadam  mpe  iuxta  litus 
I  colloquium  adinuicem  habneront,  Poly- 
I  gigas  concussa  mpe  magnam  inde  par- 
tem taper  capbt  Acis  ah  alto  projiciens,  ipsum 
per  inaidiaminterfecit.  Et  cum  ipse  super  hoc 
dictun  Galathenm  rapere  voluisset,  Neptunus 
gigaatem  cbattenn,  ipsam  inuiolatam  salua 
castodia  preseruanit.  Sed  et  dii  miserti  coipus 
Aeii  defoncti  in  fontem  aque  dulcissime  subito 


Tmi  ben  of  soche  mo  than  twelue, 

That  be  notable  as  of  them  selue 

To  get  lone,  and  for  enoie 

Upoa  all  other  tbei  aspie: 

lad  for  them  hckctb,  that  thei  wolde, 

1^  kepe  that  none  other  shulde 

ToQcbeod  of  lone  his  cause  spede: 

Wkerof  a  great  ensample  I  rede, 

Vbjcke  rnto  this  matter  accordeth. 

iU  Onid  in  his  boke  recordeth 

Bow  Polyphemus,  whilom  wrought 

Wka  that  he  Galathe  besought 

^  kne,  whicbe  he  maie  not  latche, 

Tlat  made  him  for  to  waite  and  watche 

By  aU  weyes  how  it  ferde, 

Tdl  at  the  laste  he  knewe  and  herde, 

Hove  that  aa  other  had  leue 

To  lone  there,  as  he  mote  leue, 

^  for  to  speake  of  ai|y  spede 

So  tkt  he  knewe  none  other  rede, 

te  far  to  waiten  Tpoo  all, 

m  he  maie  see  the  chance  &II, 

Thtt  be  hir  loue  might  jrreoe, 

^iche  he  him  wtHfe  maie  not  acheue. 

This  Golatbe,  aaith  the  poete, 
Abone  all  other  was  ▼nmete. 
Ofbeantee,  that  men  than  knewe. 
And  had  a  losfy  loue  and  trewe, 
Ahaehyleritthisdegrae, 
Kight  sacbe  an  other  as  was  shoe, 
Oa  vhom  she  hath  hir  hert  set, 
iBdMt  it  might  nought  ba  let 


For  yeft  ne  for  no  byheste, 
Tfaat  she  ne  was  all  at  his  best; 
Tbis  yongje  knight  Acis  was  bote, 
Whiche  hir  ageinwarde  also  hole 
All  only  loueth,  and  no  mo. 
Herof  was  Polyphemus  wo. 
Through  pure  enuie,  and  euer  aspide. 
And  waiteth  vppn  euery  side, 
When  he  to  geder  might-see 
This  yonge  Acis  with  Galathee^ 

So  longe  he  waiteth  to  and  ii>o. 
Till  at  the  laste  he  founde  hem  ^ wo 
In  priue  place,  where  thei  stode 
To  speke  and  haue  hir  wordes  good. 
The  place,  where  as  he  them  sighe. 
It  was  vnder  a  banke,  nighe 
The  great  see,  and  he  abone 
Stode  and  behelde  the  lusty  lone, 
Whicbe  eche  of  them  till  other  made. 
With  goodly  chere  and  irordes  glade. 
That  all  bis  hert  bath  sette  a  fiia 
Of  pure  enuie,  and  as  a  vire, 
Whiche  flieth  ootof  a  migh^  bowe, 
Awey  he  fledde  for  a  throwe : 
As  he  that  was' for  loue  woode. 
Whan  that  he  sawe  bowe  it  stoode. 

This  Pdypheme  a  geant  was. 
And  whan  he  sawe  the  sooth  cas, 
Howe  Oalathe  bii|A  hath  forsake. 
And  Acis  to  hir  loue  take. 
His  berte  maie  it  not  forbeare. 
That  he  ne  roreth  as  a  beare. 
And  as  it  were  a  wilde  beast^ 
In  whom  no  reason  might  areste. 
He  ranne  Etbna  the  hille  about. 
Where  neuer  yet  the  fire  was  out. 
Fulfilled  of  sorow  and  great  disease^ 
That  he  sawe  Acis  well  at  ease: 
Till  at  the  last  he  him  |>ethaaght 
As  he,  whiche  all  enuie  sought. 
And  toumeth  iq  the  banke  ageiae^ 
Where  he  with  Oalathe  hath  seine 
That  Acis,  whom  he  thought  greue 
Though  he  him  selfe  maie  not  relene. 

This  geaunt  with  bis  rude  might. 
Part  of  the  banke  be  shofe  downe  right. 
The  whiche  euen  vpon  Acis  fille : 
So  that  with  follyng^  of  tbis  hille. 
This  Polyphemus  Acis  slough, 
Wherof  she  made  sorowe  eDo^ghu 
And  as  she  fledde  from  the  londe 
Neptunus  toke  hir  by  the  honde. 
And  kepte  hir  in  so  faste  a  place. 
Fro  Potypheme,  and  his  manace, 
That  he  with  false  his  enuie 
Ne  might  atteine  hir  companie. 
This  Galathe,  of  whom  I  speke. 
That  of  hir  selfe  maie  not  be  wreke. 
Without  any  aemblant  feigned 
Sbe  bath  her  loues  death  compleined. 
And  with  hir  sorowe,  and  with  hir  wa 
Sbe  hath  the  gods  moued  so, 
That  thei  of  pitee  and  of  grace 
Haue  Acis  in  the  same  place 
There  he  laie  dead,  in  to  a  well 
Transformed,  as  the  bokes  tell, 
With  fressbe  streroes,  and  with  clere, 
As  he  whilom  with  lustie  chere 
Was  frenhe,  his  loue  for  to  qoeme: 
And  with  this  rude  Polypheme, 
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For  his  enuie,  and  for  h\9  hato 
Tbei  were  wroth.    Aod  tbn^  «]gaU 

M y  aonne,  thoo  might  i»vck9t»adOt 
That  if  thou  wolte  iagmco  tta«de 
With  lone,  thou  must  leue  «qMK« . 
And  as  tixm  wilte  for  tl^  p^f^ 
Towarde  thy  loue  stai^U  ^q«: 
So  must  thou  suffer  a  not^er  b^» 
What  so  byfalie  TpOD  thy  cbi^uce. 
For  it  is  a  vowise  Teofewio^f 
Whiche  to  none  otb^  mim  is  ]^, 
jind  is  vnto  him  9^«  grefe* 

AMAJI9. 

Hy  feder»  this  ^swuipte  is  good. 

But  bowe  so  euer  that  it  stoode  • 

With  Polyphemus  loue  as  tho» 

It  shall  not  stande  with  me  so» 

To  worched  ajky  fitlonie 

In  loue,  for  no  tiiche  enuie. 

For  thy  if  there  o«ght  elles  bae, 

Nowe  asketh  foorth,  in  what  d^pwa 

It  is,  and  I  me  shatt  oonfesse 

With  shrifte  Tnto  your  koljrDessc 

Vita  sibi  solito  mentaiii^  g^udia  liuor 

Dum  yidet  alterius  dmoa  dplods  ^t^ 
Inuidus  obridet  hodie  4eta»  aUpruiQ, 

Fletns  cui  proprio^  crastSns  fftta  pwpeot 
Bic  in  amore  pari  stat  sorte  iocosus  ami^nteSji 

Cum  vidit  illusos  i^uidus  ille  .q^asi. 
Sic  licet  in  vacuum  sp^ret  t^pi^  ipse  ^eutmeu 

Alterius  casu  lapsus  et  ips«  sUnuL 

Hie  loquitur  cobfessor  de  secunda  specie  innidie, 
qua  gaudium  alterius  doloris  dicitur,  et  primu 
eiusdem  yicii  materiam  tractans  amantis  oon« 
scientiam  super  eodem  vlterius  ii^uestigat. 

My  good  Sonne  yet  there  is 

A  vice  reuers  vnto  thiiy 

Whiche  enuious  taketh  his  ifladnes 

Of  that  he  seeth  the  heuinesse 

Of  other  men.    For  rbis  welfture 

Is,  whan  he  woto  aaothei'  care. 

Of  that  an  other  hath  a  fklle 

He  thynketh  him  selib  arist  with  idL 

Suche  is  the  gladshippeofeauie 

In  worldes  thing,  and  in  partia 

Full  ofte  t3rme8  eke  also 

In  loues  cause  it  stant  right  to. 

If  thou  my  sonne  haste  ioye  had. 

Whan  thou  an  other  sawe  viiglad 

Sbriue  the  therof.    My  fcder  yjs, 

I  am  byknowen  vnto  you  this. 

Of  these  loners  that  louen  streite, 

And  for  that  point,  whiche  thai  coueitc 

Ben  pursuantes  ftom  yere  to  yere 

In  loues  court,  when  I  maie  here, 

How  that  tbei  clymbe  vpon  the  whdt. 

And  whan  thei  wene  all  shaH  be  wele, 

Thei  ben  downe  tlnowe  at  lasle 

Than  am  I  fed  .of  that  foste. 

And  laugb,  of  that  1  see  them  loure. 
.    And  thus  of  that  thei  brewe  soure 
•  I  drinke  swete,  and  am  well  eased 

Of  that  I  wote  thei  ben  diseased. 
But  this,  whiche  1  you  tett  her^ 

Is  onely  for  my  ladie  dere. 

That  for  none  other,  that  I  knowe 

Me  recheth  not  who  cuer^hrowe^ 


Qowni'$  vxBm. 


Ne  who  that  standee  in  lov^  rprigMir 
But  be  be  squier,  be  he  H.MJght 
Whiche  to  my  ladye  vuirde  pM^^uf Mj^ 
The  more  he  leseUi  of  tM-  ^  fow^ 
The  more  me  thinl^^ii  thf^  I  wyni^ 
And  am  the  more  glad  witbi|p» 
Of  that  I  wote  him  focQwe  qwliW^,. 
For  euer  vpon  mfik^  ^ufntPWf? 
It  is  a  comforta  as  men^  aqit^ 
To  him,  the  wl|iql|e  14  ^  b«|e^. 
To  sene  aa  other  i^  biP  Pf  >>)?  ; 
So  that  thei  bot)^  i^^ia  lyy^ipft. 
Where  I  my  selfe  maie  aqi,  aua^lCii 
To  sene  an  other  v^/nm  ttaiWl^ 
I  am  right  glad  if  he  b^  lette. 
And  though  1  fore  no^  tba  bet. 
His  sorowe  is  to  myn  berte  %  g^e. 
Whan  that  I  knowe  it  if  the  ^ame, 
Whiche  to  my  ladie  staut  inclinfi^ 
And  hath  his  loue  v^  teispii^ 
1  am.right  ioyfoU  ip.  niy  ttiqugb^  - 
If  suche  enuie  greueth  (mgb^ 
As  I  beknowe  me  culpable. 
Ye  that  be  wise  and  resoftaMe 
My  foder  teBeth  your  aduisew 


My  ioiuie,  enuie  in  to  no  prise 
Of  suche  a  forme  I  vnderstonde' 
Ne  might  by  no  reason  stoode^ 
For  this  e9uie  hath  suche  a  klnde. 
That  he  woll  set  him  %elfe  bebiode» 
To  hinder  with  a  nother  wight. 
And  gladly  lese  his  owne  right. 
To  make  another  le^e  bis. 
And  for  to  knowe  bowe  it  sd  is 
A  tale  lichcto  his  matere 
1  thinke  telle,  if  thou  wilte  here. 
To  shewe  properly  the  vice 
Of  this  enuie,  and  the  malice. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  exeraplum  co«tra  tUnm,  qui 
sponte  sut  ipeius  detrimentum  in  alterius -penam 
maiorem  patitur,  Bt  narrat,  qnod  cum  Jupiter 
angelum  sunm  in  forma  bomfaiis,  vt  hominum 
condiciones  exploraret  ah  excelsd  in  terram  mi- 
.slt,  contigit,  quod  ipse  angelns  duos  homines, 
quorum  vnus  cupidus  et  alter  inuidua  emt,  iti- 
nerando  spacio  quasi  vnius  diei  commitabatur. 
Et  cum  sero  factum  asset  Angelus  eorum  noticie 
se  ipsum  tunc  manifostans  dixit,  quod  quidquid 
alter  eorum  ab  ipso  douari  sibi  pecieret,  illud 
statim  obtinebit,  quod  et  socio  suo  secum  comi- 
tanti  affirmat  duplicanduin.  Super  quo  cupidus 
impedicus  auaricia,  sperans  sibi  diukias  carpere 
duplicatas  primo  petere  recuaauit  ftuod  cum 
inuidus  animi  aduerteret  naturam  sui  vicii  con- 
cemens  ita  ut  socins  suus  vtroque  Ivmine  pri- 
uaretnr,  se  ipsum  monoculum  fieri  censtanter 
primus  ab  Angelo  postulabat.  Et  sic  tniua  in- 
uidia  alterius  auariciam  maculaaiU 

Op  Jupiter  thus  I  fynde  ywrite. 
How  whilom  that  he  wolde  wite 
Upon  the  pleintes,  whiche  be  heid» 
Amonge  the  men,  bowe  that  it  iifdi^    *^ 
As  of  her  wronge  condicion 
To  do  iustificacion. 
And  for  that  cause  downe  he  aeot 
An  Aungell,  whiche  aboota  veat» 
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That  he  the  lOQlti  taiowe  maia^ 

So  it  befell  Tpon  a  daie, 
Tkii  ugdl,  whiche  him  shuld  Qoforme, 
Wu  dotbed  in  a  mam  form% 
Aad  owitoke,  I  ▼nderstoade. 
Two  neoy  that  wenten  ouer  iQnde : 
ThfBogh  whiche  Ik  thought  to  ajq^ 
HiicaMe,  and  90th  in  QoiQpaale. 


This  Aoafeil  with  his  wordes  wise^ 
Oppewth  hem  in  sondry  wit^ 
Move  lowde  woides  and  now  9ofta» 
That  onde  hem  ta  detpiit«n  ofte': 
Aad  cche  of  hem  his  reason  ba^e^ 
Aad  tfaas  with  talea  he  hem  bi^ . 
With  food  ezaminacion, 
TyU  be  knewe  the  coDcUcion, 
What  men  thei  were  bothe  two: 
And  nwe  well  at  Uste  tho» 
nat  one  of  hem  was  cooetoosy 
Aod  hiafieiowe  was  enuiouiL 
Aad  tbos,  whan  be  hath  kao.wlachjQg 
Aaooe  be  feigned  departynge. 
Aad  aaide  be  mote  ajgate  wende. 
Bat  hoben  now  what  feu  at  endai 
'wlhaa  he  aaade  hem  Yndentoodfiy 
That  be  was  there  of  gods  aonde,^ 
Aad  sayd  them  fovtbi^kyadahJii, 
Tkittbei  bane  done  bim  felowabi^i 
He  voide  do  some  fgmce  agame, 
Aad  bad  that  one  of  hem  sbotd  nine, 
^^^tbynge  is  him  leuest  to  cmiae, 
Aad  be  it  thai]  of  yelte  haoe. 
Aad  ooer  that  eke  foorth  with  all 
H«Bitb,that  other  haue  shall 
The  doaUe  of  that  hia  felowe  axeth. 
Aad  tbos  to  them  hia  grace  he  taxeth. 

Tbe  oonetous  waa  wonder  gladde, 
Aad  to  that  other  man  he  badde, 
Aad  ttitb,  that  he  firste  axe  shulde, 
For  be  tapposetfi,  that  he  wolde 
Make  bis  axing  of  worides  good. 
Fcrtbao  be  knewe  well,  howe  it  stood, 
If  that  hym  aelfe  by  doable  weight 
^Q  after  take,  and  thna  by  dS^t, 
Because  tbat  he  wdde  wynoe. 
He  badde  bis  fetowe  firste  begynaa. 

This  enaioas,  though  it  be  late>    . 
▼ban  tbat  be  sawe  he  mote  algate 
Make  hit  axinge  firste,  he  thought 
If  be  vonhip  or  profite  soug^te 
Itihallbedonbletohisfere, 
Tbat  arolde  be  chese  in  no  manere. 
Bat  tbaa  be  aheweth  what  he  was 
Tovirde  enoie,  and  in  this  cas 
tJoto  this  aogell  thus  he  mide^ 
Aad  for  bis  yefte  this  he  praide. 
To  Bake  bym  Mynde  on  hia  one  eie, 
So  that  bii  felowe  no  thynge  sie. 

This  worde  was  not  so  soone  apoke. 
That  his  one  eie  anone  waa  loke: 
And  bis  felowe  feorth  with  also 
Was  blynde  on  both  his  eies  two. 
'fbo  was  tbat  other  glad  enough. 
Ibat  one  wrpte,  and  tbat  other  lough. 
Be  set  bia  one  eie  at  no  cost, 
▼berof  tbat  other  two  bath  kist, 
Of  tbilkeeDsample,  whiche  fell  tho 
Men  tell  nowe  lull  olle  so: 
The  worlda  empeyreth  qunmonly, 
^  yet  wttta  ioQi»  tha  caaoa  whie. 


For  it  accofdeth  nought  to  kyade 
Myn  owne  harme  to  seche  and  fyiide. 
Of  that  I  shall  my  brother  greue 
1  might  neuer  well  acheue. 

What  seist  thou  sonne  o£  this  folie  ? 
My  fether,  but  I  sbulde  lie 
Upon  the  point,  whiche  ye  haue  saide^ 
Yet  was  myn  hert  neuer  laide : 
But  in  this  wyse,  as  I  you  tolde. 
But  enermore  if  that  ye  wolde 
Ought  els  to  my  shrift  saie 
Touchand  ennie,  1  wolde  praie. 

My  Sonne  that  shall  well  be  do. 
Now  barken  and  lay  tbyn  eare  to. 

Inuidie  pars  est  detractio  pesslma,  pesteu 

Suae  ukBffs  infemem  fiatibus  oris  agit. 
Lingua  venenato  sermone  fepercutit  auris. 

Sic  vt  in  alterius  sca:»dala  fama  volaL 
Moraibus  a  tergo,  quoa  inficit  ipsa  fideles, 

VulDeris  ignoti  asspe  salute  carent.  r 

Sed  generosus  amor  Uoguam  conseruat,  rt  eiua 

Verbum,  quod  loquitur  nulla  siaistca  gerat. 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  de  tereia  speoiaiiuuidie,  qpm 
detractio  dicitar,  caios  moEsas  Tipamos  fesa 
sepe  fema  deplangit. 

ToucBEMD  as  of  enuioaa  brood 

I  wote  not  one  of  all  goo<t 

Bui  netbeles  suche  as  thei  b.ee, 

Yet  there  ia  one,  and  that  is  hee^ 

Whiche  cleped  is  Detraction, 

And  to  confirme  his  action* 

He  hath  withholde  Malebouche^ 

Whose  tonge  nother  pill  ne  croucbe 

Male  hire,  so  that  he  pronounce 

A  pleine  good  worde  without  frounoe : 

Where  behynde  a  mans  backe 

For  though  he  preise,  he  fint  some  lacke, 

Whiche  of  his  tale  is  ay  the  laste. 

That  all  the  price  shall  ouercasie. 

And  though  there  be  no  cause  whyt 

Yet  woll  he  iangle,  not  for  thy 

As  he  whiche  hath  the  herauldie 

Of  hem,  that  vaen  for  to  lie. 

For  as  the  nettle,  whiche  vp  reaneth. 
The  fresshe  red  rose  brenneth, 
And  maketh  him  fade,  and  pale  of  hewe: 
Right  so  this  fals  enuious  hewe 
in  euery  place,  where  he  dwelleth. 
With  fels  woides,  wbiche  he  telleUi, 
He  iourneth  pleasyng  into  blame. 
And  worship  into  worides  shame. 
Of  suche  lesynge,  as  be  compasseth. 
Is  none  so  good,  that  he  ne  passeth, 
Betwene  his  tetbe:  and  is  backbited^ 
And  through  his  fels  tonge  endited. 

Like  to  the  Sharnebudes  kynde. 
Of  whose  nature  this  I  fynde: 
That  in  the  hottest  of  the  daie. 
Whan  comen  is  the  mery  Male 
He  spret  his  winge,  apd  vp  he  fleeth. 
And  vnder  all  aboute  he  seeth 
The  fay  re  .lustie  floures  ^prynge : 
But  therof  hath  he  no  lyky nge. 
Where  he  seeth  of  any  beaste 
The  filthe,  there  he  maketh  his  feasta. 
And  there  vpon  he  woU  aligjhte. 
There  lyketh  him  none  other  sighte* 
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Right  so  this  U'nglcr  eoutous, 
Though  he  a  tnan  se  vertaout 
And  fiiU  of  good  oondicioo, 
Therofmiketh  he  no  mencion: 
"But  els  be  it  not  so  lite 
Wherof  that  he  maie  sette  a  wite. 
There  renneth  he  with  open  month 
Behjrnde  a  man,  and  maketh  it  couth. 
But  all  the  vertne)  vhiche  be  cao» 
That  woU  he  hide  of  etiery  man» 
And  <^>enly  the  vice  telle. 
As  h6»  whiche  of  the  schole  of  belle 
b  taught^  and  fostred  rp  with  enuie. 
Of  houaefaolde  and  ofoompania 
Where  that  he  bath  his  propre  office 
To  sette  on  eoery  man  a  vice, 
Howe  so  his  mouthe  be  comely 
His  woide  sitte  euennore  a  wt\e. 
And  saitb  the  worste  that  lie  maie* 

And  hi  this  wise  nowe  a  daie 
In  lones  court  a  man  maie  here 
Ton  ofte  pleine  of  this  matere ; 
That  many  ennious  tale  is  stered. 
Where  that  it  maie  not  be  answered. 
Bnt  yet  fnll  ofte  it  is  befeoed. 
And  many  a  worthy  looe  is  grened 
Through  backbityng  of  Ms  ennie. 

If  thou  haue  naiadie  sucbe  ianglarie 
In  lones  oourte  my  sontie  er  this, 
Shriue  the  therof.    My  ftither  yis. 
But  wite  ye  howe:  not  openly. 
But  otberwhile  pfiuely 
Whan  I  my  dere  lady  mete. 
And  thinke  howe  that  I  am  not  meta 
Unto  hir  bigbe  worthinesse 
And  ^e  I  see  the  besinesse 
Of  all  this  yonge  lostie  route, 
Whiche  all  daie  preasen  hir  aboote. 
And  eche  of  them  his  tyme  awaitetb. 
And  eche  of  tbem  his  tale  a&iteth 
All  to  deoeine  an  innocent, 
Whiche  woll  not  be  of  her  assent. 

And  for  men  saine  vnknowe  vukiste, 
Hir  tbome  she  holt  in  hir  fiste. 
So  close  within  hir  owne  hoadey 
That  there  wynneth  no  man  londe: 
She  leneth  not  all  that  she  herelh: 
And  thus  ful  ofte  her  selfe  she  skiereth^ 
And  is  all  ware  of  IIAD  i  TriST. 
But  for  an  that  myn  hert  ariste. 
Whan  I  these  common  loners  see. 
That  wolde  not  bokle  Bem  to  tbre: 
Bnt  well  nye  louen  oner  sdL 
Myn  bert  is  enuious  with  all. 
And  eoer  I  am  adradde  of  gile. 
In  annter  if  with  any  wile 
Thai  might  hir  innocence  enchannte. 
For  thy  my  wordes  ofte  I  baunte 
Behynden  henu  so  as  I  dare, 
Wherof  my  ladie  maie  beware. 
I  say  wtat  eoer  oometh  to  mouth. 
And  wers  I  wolde,  if  that  I  couth. 
For  whan  1  come  vnto  hir  speche, 
All  that  I  maie  enqnere  and  seche 
Of  soche  deceite,  I  telle  it  all  r 
And  ay  the  worst  iu  speciall. 
So  foine  t  vpolde  that  she  wist, 
Howe  litell  thei  ben  for  to  trfsf. 
And  what  thei  woM,  and  what  thei  aiMt, 
80  as  tlm  bt  of  double  entent. 


Thus  toward  hem,  that'wicke  maie. 
My  wicked  worde  was  euer  grene. 

And  netbeles  the  sooth  to  tell^ 
In  certaine  if  it  so  befelle. 
That  alder  trewes^  man  jrbore; 
To  cbese  amonge  a  thosaitd  score; 
Whiche  ware  all  fully  for.to  trisC, 
My  lady  loued,  and  I  it  wist. 
Yet  rather  than  be  sholde  spedie^ 
I  wolde  snche  tales  sprede 
To  my  ladie,  if  that  1  mighty 
That  I  sbuld  all  his  looe  irnrighC 
And  therto  wolde  I  'do  my  peine. 
For  certes  though  I  sholde  feine^ 
And  telle,  that  was  neoer  thought. 
For  all  this  worlds  I  might  noogbt 
To  soffire  an  other  fully  wynae. 
There  as  I  am  yet  to  begynne. 
For  be  thei  good,  or  be  tbei  bad, 
I  wolde  none  my  lady  had. 
And  that  me  maketh  full  ofte  aspte. 
And  vsen  wordes  of  enuie. 
And  for  to  make  them  beare  a  blame: 
And  that  is  but  of  thilke  same. 
The  whiche  vnto  my  ladie  drewe. 
For  eper  on  them  I  roonge  and  gnawt. 
And  hynder  hem  all  that  euer  I  msia^ 
And  that  is  soChly  for  to  saie. 
But  onely  to  my  lady  seloe, 
I  telle  it  nought  to.  x.  ne  twelue. 
Therof  1  woll  me  well  anise. 
To  speke  or  iang^  in  any  wise. 
That  toucheth  to  my  ladie  name,    . 
The  whiche  in  ernest  and  in  game 
I  wolde  sauen  to  my  death. 
For  me  had  lener  to  lacke  breath, 
Ulan  speke  of  hir  name  amis. 

Nowe  haue  ye  herd  toochend  of  ibis 
My  father  in  Oonfession, 
And  therfore  of  detraction 
In  loue,  that.  I  bane  mispoke, 
Tdle  howe  ye  will  it  shall  be  wroke, 
I  am  all  redy  for  to  beare 
My  peine,  and  also  to  forbesre 
What  thing  that  ye  woll  allowe. 
For  who  is  bounden,  be  must  bowe. 
So  wolJe  I  bowe  mto  your  hest 
For  1  dare  make  this  behest. 
That  I  to  you  haue  nothing  hid. 
But  toMe  right  as  it  is  betide, 
And  otherwise  of  no  mispeche 
My  conscience  for  to  seche 
I  can  not  of  enuie  flnde, 
That  I  mispoke  haue,  ought  behynde, 
Wherof  looe  ought  be  mispalde. 
Nowe  haue  ye  berde,  and  1  haue  saidc. 
What  woll  ye  foder,  that  I  do? 

My  Sonne  do  lio  mbre  so. 
But  euer  kepe  thy  tonge  still. 
Thou  might  the  more  haue  thy  wUL 
For  as  thou  sejrst  thy  seloen  here. 
Thy  lady  is  of  snche  manere 
So  wise,  so  ware  in  all  thyng. 
It  nedeth  of  no  bakbityng 
That  thou  thy  lady  mis  enforme. 
For  whan  sha^knoweth  all  the  foime 
How  that  thy  selfe  art  enuious. 
Thou  shalt  not  be  so  gradooa 
As  thoo  parauenture  sboldest  be  dlesi 
Then  wol  no  man  drinl^e  ui  tiio  wailc^ 
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WUche  (as  be  wole)  it  p«y«OB  yime, 
And  ofte  niche  u  meo  begyaa*- 
Tovardei  other,  suehe  tfiei  tede. 
That  let  hem  ofte  fer  behynde, 
When  that  tbet  wenen  be  before. 

My  good  soDoe  and  tbou  tfaerfore 
Bewaie,  and  leue  thy  vieke  apeche, 
Wliarof  hath  ftUen  ofie  wrecbe 
To  many  a  man  befoM  this  time. 
For  who  CO  will  his  handed  lime, 
Thei  moate  be  the  more  vnclene. 
For  many  m  mote  ahall  be  aeoe, 
ThatwDil  not  deue  dies  there, 
And  that  ahuJde  euery  viae  man  fere. 
For  who  io  vill  another  blame» 
He  teketb  ofte  his  oaroe  shame, 
Whicfae  ^s  might  be  right  stilL 
For  thy  if  that  it  be  tby  wiM 
To  stande  Tpoo  amandementy 
A  tale  of  great  enteodement 
I  thinke  telle  for  thy  sake,  , 
Wherof  thoa  might  ensample  take. 

Hie  hx|Ditur  confessor  contra  istQS  in  amoria  causa 
detrabentes,  qui  suis  t)blo<)uil9-  ^liena  solacia 
pextwbant,  et  narrat  exemplum  de  Constantia 
Tberii  Rome  Imperatoris  filia  omnium  vlrtutum 
bmosissimai,  ob  eius  amorem  Soldanus  tunc 
P^e,  ?t  eam  in  vxorero  ducere  posset,  christi- 
anom  se  fieri  promlsit,  cuius  acceptk  caucione 
coDcilio  Pelagii-tunc  pape  dicta  filia  vna  cum 
daobos  Caidiiialibus,  atiisque  Rome  proceribus 
ia  Peisiam  maritagii  causa  nauigio  honorifice 
destinata  fuit,  qua  tamen  obloquentium  postea 
detractioiubiis  variis  modis  absque  sui  culpa  do- 
lorosa fiita  multiplidtcr  passa  est. 

A^OBTBT  knight  io  Cbrisies  lawe 
Of  great  Rome,  as  is  the  saa-e. 
The  sceptre  had  for  to  right, 
Tibery  Constantin  be  higbt. 
Whoa  vife  aras  cleped  kalie: 
Bat  thd  to  geder  of  progenia 
No  childre  bad  but  a  maide, 
And  she  the  god  so  wdl  apayde. 
That  si  the  wide  worldes  fame 
Spake  worship  of  bir  good  name: 
CoDstaoce,  as  the  Cronike  saitb» 
She  bight:  and  was  so  foil  of  fiLitb, 
That  tbe  greatest  of  Barbarie 
or  heoy  whiche  vse  marcbandio 
She  hath  coDoeited,  as  thei  come 
To  hir  Tpon  a  tyme  in  Rome, 
To  ibeiren  such  thing,  as  thei  broogbe, 
Whkbe  wortbely  of  hem  &he  bought. 
Aad  ooer  that  in  suche  a  wise 
She  hath  hem  with  hir  wordes  wise 
Of  Christes  feith  so  foU  enformed. 
That  thei  tbeito  ben  all  couformed, 
So  that  baptisme  thei  receiuen: 
Asd  aU  hir  fats  ^oddes  weyueo. 

Whaa  tbd  ben  of  tbe  feith  certaine 
Thei  gone  to  Barbarie  ayene, 
Aid  there  the  Soudan  for  hem  sent, 
Asd  aaketh  hem  to  what.entent 
Thei  bane  her  first  feith  forsake. 

Aad  thei«  whiche  had  vndertake 
The  light  feith  to  kepe  and  holde, 
The  mstter  of  her  tatg  tolde^ 


With  all  the  hole  circnmstance. 

And  when  the  Soudan  of  Constaoee^ 
(Upon  the  point  that  thei  answerde) 
The  beautee  and  the  graee  berde. 
As  he,  whiche  than  was  to  wedde. 
In  all  hast  his  cause  spedde 
To  sende  for  the  manage : 
And  ferthermore  with  good  courage 
He  saith,  be  so  be  maie  hir  haae. 
That  Christ,  that  came  this  worlde  to  saue. 
He  woU  beleoe,  and  thus  recorded 
Thei  ben  on  either  side  accorded: 
And  there  vpon  to  make  an  ende 
Tbe  Soudan  his  hostage  sende 
To  Rome,  of  princes  sonnes  twdue, 
Wherof  the  fader  in  him  sdue 
Was  gladde,  and  with  the  Pope  auised 
Two  Cardinalles  he  hath  assised. 
With  other  lordes  many  mo. 
That  with  his  doughter  thei  shuld  go. 
To  see  the  soudan  he  conuerted. 

Soaliteradueniente  Constantia  in  Barbariam mater 
soldani  hniusmodi  nuptias  perturbare  volens, 
filiom  suum  vna  cum  dicta  Constantia,  cardi- 
nalibusque  et  aliis  Romanis  prima  die  ad  con- 
uiuium  inuitauit,  Et  conoescentibus  iUis  in 
mcnsa,  ipsum  soldanum  omnes  que  ibidem  pre- 
ter  Constantiam  Romanes  ab  insidiis  latitan- 
tibus  subdole  detractione  interfeci  procurauit^ 
ipsamque  Constantiam  in  quadam  naui  absque 
gubemaculc/  positam  per  altum  mare  ventonun 
fbtibus  agitandam  in  exilium  dirigi  solum  con- 
stituit. 

BOT  that,  whiche  neuer  was  wel  hcrted, 

Bouie  tho  beganne  to  trauaile. 

In  distnrbance  of  this  sposaiie. 

So  priueiy,  that  none  was  ware. 

The  mother  whiche  the  souldan  bare. 

Was  than  aliue,  and  thought  this 

Unto  bir  selfe:  If  it  so  is 

My  Sonne  hym  wedde  in  this  maoere, 

Than  haue  I  lost  my  joyes  here. 

For  myn  estate  shall  so  be  leased. 

Thinkend  thus  she  hath  compassed 
By  sleight,  howe  that  she  maie  begyle 
Hir  Sonne,  and  fllle  within  a  while, 
Betweue  hem  two  whan  that  thei  were* 
She  feigned  wordes  in  his  eare. 
And  in  this  wise  gan  to  sale : 

My  Sonne,  I  am  by  double  waie 
With  all  myn  herte  gladde  and  blithe. 
For  that  my  selfe  haue  ofte  sitbe 
Desyred,  thou  wolte  (as  men  sayth) 
Receiue  and  take  a  newe  feith, 
Whiche  shall  be  forthrynge  of  thy  life. 
And  eke  so  worshipfoU  a  wife, 
The  doughter  of  an  emperour 
To  wedde,  it  shall  be  great  honour. 
For  thy  my  sonne  1  you  beseche. 
That  I  suche  grace  might  areche. 
Whan  that  my  doughter  come  shall. 
That  I  maie  than  in  specialJ, 
So  as  me  tbynketh  honeste. 
By  thilkc,  whiche  the  firste  feste 
Shall  maVe  vnto  hir  weloommyngef 

The  Souldan  graunteth  hiraskynge. 
And  she  theifof  was  glad  enough. 
For  ynder  that  anone  she  drough,  ,- 
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With  false  wordrs  that  she  fpake, 
Couin  of  deathe  behynde  his  backe, 
And  thervpon  hir  ordinance 
She  made  so,  that  whan  Constance 
Was  coinen  iforth  with  the  Romaines, 
Of  clerkes  and  of  citezeins, 
A  riche  feaste  she  hem  made; 
And  moste  whan  thei  weren  gla<)e. 
With  false  couyn^  whiche  she  had 
Hir  close  enuie  tho  she  sprad: 
And  all  tho,  thai  hadden  bee 
Or  in  apperte  or  in  priuee 
Of  counseile  to  the  manage. 
She  slough  them  in  a  sodeine  rage 
Eudelonge  the  borde  as  thei  ben  set. 
So  that  it  myght  not'bto  lette. 
Hir  ovne  sonne  was  not  quite. 
But  died  ypon  the  same  plite.   - 

But  what  the  high  god  woU  spare. 
It  maie  not  for  the  perill  misfare. 
This  worthie  maiden,  wbicbe  was  there 
Stode  than,  as  who  saith,  dead  for  fere. 
To  see  the  feast,  bow  that  it  stode, 
Whiche  all  was  toumed  into  Uoud. 
The  disshe  forth  with  the  cuppe  and  all 
Bebled  thei  weren  oner  all. 
She  sawe  hem  die  on  euery  side. 
No  wonder  though  she  wepte  and  crtde, 
Makyng  many  a  wofuU  mone 
Whan  all  was  slaine  but  she  alone. 

This  olde  fende,  this  Sarazyn, 
Let  take  anone  this  Constant3m, 
With  all  the  good  she  theder  brought. 
And  hath  ordemed  as  she  thought 
A  naked  ship  without  stere. 
In  whiche  the  good,  and  hir  in  fere, 
Vitaled  full  for  yeres  fiue. 
Where  that  the  wynde  it  wolde  drioe, 
She  put  Tpon  the  wanes  wilde. 

Qualiter  nauis  cum  Constantia  in  partes  Anglie, 
que  time  pagana  ftiit  prope  Humber  sub  quo> 
dam  Castello  regis,  qui  tunc  AUee  vocabatur 
post  triennium  applicuit,  quam  quidam  miles 
nomine  Elda  dicti  castelli  tunc  custos  et  naui 
lete  suscipiens,  rxori  sue  Hermyngylde  in  cus- 
todiam  bonorifice  commendauit. 

But  he,  which  all  thinges  maie  shilde 
Thre  yere,  til  that  she  cometh  to  londe 
Hir  shippe  to  stere  hath  take  on  bonde: 
And  in  Nortbumberlonde  arriuetb, 
And  happeth  than,  that  she  dryuetb 
Under  a  castell  with  the  floodc, 
Whiche  vpon  Humber  banke  stoodey 
And  was  the  kynges  owne  also. 
The  wbicbe  AUee  was  cleped  tho, 
A  Saxon,  and  a  worthy  knight. 
But  he  beleuetb  not  aright. 

Of  this  castell  was  castellayney 
Elda  the  kynges  cbamberlaine, 
A  knightly  man  after  his  lawe. 
And  whan  he  sawe  vpon  the  wawe 
The  ship  drinend  alone  so. 
He  bad  anone  men  shulden  go 
To  see,  what  it  be  token  maie. 
This  was  vpon  a  sommer  dale, 
The  shippe  was  loked,  and  she  foundi^ 

Kjida  within  a  iittell  stounde 


It  wist,  and  with  his  wife  anone 
Towarde  this  yonge  lady  gone. 
Where  that  thei  fionde  greate  richesse^ 
But  she  hir  wolde  not  oonfesse. 
Whan  thei  hir  asken,  what  she  was. 
And  netheies  rpon  the  cas 
Out  of  the  ship  with  great  worship 
Thei  toke  hir  in  to  felowship, 
As  thei  that  weren  of  hir  glade. 
But  she  no  maner  of  ioie  made : 
But  soroweth  sore,  of  that  she  fonde 
No  christendome  in  thilke  londe: 
But  eb  she  hath  all  hir  will 
And  thus  with  them  she  dwelletb  stiU. 
Dame  Hermegyld,  whiche  waa  the  wife 
Of  Elda,  licbe  hir  owne  life 
Constance  loueth,  and  it  fell  so, 
Spekende  all  dale  betwene  hem  two 
Through  grace  of  gods  purueianoe 
This  maiden  taught  the  creance 
Unto  this  wife  so  perfectly. 
Upon  a  daie  that  faste  by. 
In  presence  of  hir  husbonde, 
Where  thei  go  walkende  on  the  stronde^ 
A  biynde  man,  whiche  came  ther  ladde. 
Unto  this  wife  criende  be  badde 
With  both  his  hondes  vp,  and  praide 
To  hir,  and  in  this  wise  he  saide : 

O  Hermegylde,  whiche  Christes  feitk 
Enformed,  as  Constance  seith, 
Receiued  hast:  yeue  me  my  >ij[l)^ 

Upon  this  worde  hir  herte  amght, 
Thynkende  what  was  best  to  doone. 
But  netheles  she  herde  his  boone. 
And  saide,  in  truste  of  Christes  lawe, 
Whiche  done  was  on  the  crosse  and  slawe. 
Thou  biynde  man  beholde  and  see. 

With  that  to  god  vpon  his  knee 
Tbankende  he  toke  his  sight  anone^ 
Wherof  thei  meniaile  euery  chone. 
But  Elda  wondreth  most  of  all 
This  open  thynge  whiche  is  be&lle, 
Concludeth  hym  by  suche  a  wey. 
That  he  the  feith  moste  nedes  obey. 

Sualiter  quidam  tuuenis  miles  in  amorero  Con- 
stancie  exardesoens,  pro  eo  que  ipsa  sibi  con- 
sen  tire  noluit,  earn  de  morte  Hermegylde,  quam 
ipse  noctanter  interfecit,  veihis  detractoriia  ac* 
cusauit,  sed  angelus  domini  ipsum  sic  detni« 
hentem  in  maxilla  subito  percutiens,  non  solum 
pro  mendaci  comprobauit,  sed  ictu  mortali  post 
Ipsius  coniessibnem  peuitus  interfecit. 

NoWB  liste  what  fell  vpon  this  thynge. 
This  Elda  foorthe  vnto  the  kynge, 
A  morowe  toke  his  wey  aind  rode, 
Aud  Hermegylde  at  home  abode 
Forth  with  Constance  well  at  ease. 

Elda  whiche  thought  his  kynge  to  plese, 
As  he,  that  than  vnwedded  was. 
Of  Constance  all  the  pleine  cas. 
As  goodly  as  he  couth,  tolde. 

The  kyng  was  glad,  and  said  he  wolde 
Come  thither  in  suche  a  wise, 
That  he  hym  might  of  hir  auise. 

The  tyme  appointed  forth  withall 
This  Elda  truste  in  speciall 
Upon  a  knight,  whom  from  childhode 
He  had  ypdrawe  into  manhode 
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To  hym  he  tolde  all  that  he  thoogbC : 
Wboof  that  after  him  fbrthought. 
And  netiieles  at  tbilke  tide 
Uato  hit  wife  he  bad  hym  ride 
To  oMke  ndy  all  tbyoge 
At^nA  the  eomynge  of  the  kyn^e. 
Aad  saitli,  that  be  bym  selfe  tolbre 
Thiokcth  for  to  come,  and  bod  tberfore. 
That  he  him  kepe,  and  tolde  him  vhan. 

This  knight  rode  forth  his  irey  than. 
Aod  wUi  wat,  that  of  time  paned 
He  had  b  all  his  aritte  compassed^ 
Hove  be  Cboitaiioe  might  wynne, 
Bst  lie  tawe  tho  no  spede  tberin, 
Wherof  hit  Inst  beganne  to  bate, 
Aod  that  was  lone,  is  than  bate. 
Of  bir  hoaoar  he  had  enaie. 
So  that  ?poD  his  trecheri e, 
A  lesiage  io  bis  berte  he  cast, 
T3  he  come  home,  be  highett  fiut. 
And  doth  bis  lady  to  vnderstande 
Toe  meiaage  of  bir  husbaude. 
Aod  thervpon  the  longe  date 
Thei  tetten  thioges  in  arraie. 
That  ill  vat  as  it  ahalde  bee 
Of  eoery  thing  in  his  degree. 
And  vhan  it  came  into  the  night. 
This  vife  bir  hath  to  bedde  digbt, 
Vhcre  that  this  maiden  with  bir  laie. 

This  fidte  knight  vpon  delaie 
Hath  taried  tall  thei  were  aslepe, 
Ai  he  that  voU  time  kepe 
Bti  deadly  verkes  to  fulfille, 
Aad  Id  the  bedde  be  stalketh  stiUe, 
Where  that  be  wist  was  the  wife, 
Aad ia  hit  haode  a  rasour  knife 
He  hare,  with  whicbe  bir  tbrote  he  cut, 
Aad  prinely  the  knife  be  put 
leader  that  diere  beddes  side. 
Where  that  Constance  laie  beside. 

Qda  come  home  the  same  night : 
Atd  itiUt  with  a  prenie  light. 
As  he  that  vaUe  not  awake 
His  vife,  he  hath  bis  weye  take 
la  to  the  cbambre:  and  there  liggendo 
Heibnde  bis  deade  wife  bledende, 
Where  that  Constaooe  feste  by 
Wubneaalepe:  and  sodeinly 
He  died  ahrade,  and  she  awoke 
Aod  faoTth  withall  cast  a  loke, 
Aod  laae  thia  lady  blede  thero 
Whcnf  swouoed  deade  for  feare 
Sic  VM :  mad  stille  as  any  stone 
Sbe  laie,  and  Elda  thervpon 
la  to  the  CasteU  clepeth  oat. 
Aad  »p  iterte  eoery  man  about, 
hi  to  the  chambie  foorth  thei  went. 

But  be  whicbe  all  vntrooth  ment, 
nil  false  knight  amonge  them  all, 
Cpon  the  thmg,  whiehe  is  befell 
8nth:  that  ConaUnce  hath  do  this  dede, 
Aad  to  the  bedde  with  that  heyede 
After  the  filsebead  of  his  speclw. 
Aid  made  him  there  for  to  se^ 
Aod  foade  the  knife,  where  he  it  laidet 
And  than  he  cried,  and  thus  be  saide: 

U  tee  the  knife  all  blody  here, 
Wbet  nedeth  more  in  this  matere 
To  aske  f  and  thM  hir  innocence 
Qi  iduadicth  Mieie  m  JMiditncQ 


With  felae  wordes,  wbicfae  he  feigneth, 
But  yet  for  td  that  euer  he  pieinetb, 

Elda  no  full  credence  toke. 
And  happed  that  there  lay  a  boke. 
Upon  the  whiehe  whan  he  it  sighe. 
This  knight  bath  swore:  and  said  onhigfae, 
That  ail  men  might  it  wite: 
Now  by  this  boke,  whiehe  is  here  write, 
Constance  is  giltife  well  I  wote. 
With  that  the  hande  of  heuen  him  smote. 
In  token  of  that  he  hath  forswore 
There  he  bothe  his  eyen  lore. 
Out  of  his  head  the  same  stoonde 
Thei  stcrt,  and  so  thei  were  founde. 

A  voice  was  herde,  whan  that  tbei  fel, 
Whicbe  saide:  O  damned  man  to  bell, 
Lo  thus  hath  god  thy  sclaunder  wruke, 
That  thou  ageln  Constance  hath  spoke, 
Beknowe  the  sothe  er  that  thou  die. 
And  be  tolde  out  his  felonie ; 
And  starfe  forth  with  his  tale  anooe. 
In  to  the  grounde,  where  al  gone 
This  dead  lady  was  begraue. 

Elda,  whiehe  thought  his  honour  sane. 
All  that  he  maie,  reslreineth  sorowe. 


Sualiter  rex  Alice  ad  fidem  Cbristi  conuersos  bap« 
tismum  recepit:  et  Constantiam  super  hoc  leto 
animo  desposauit  quss  tamen  qualis  vel  vnde 
fiait  alicui  nuUo  modo  fetebatur,  Rt  cum  infra 
breue  postea  a  domino  suo  impregnata  fuisset, 
ipse  ad  debellandum  cum  scoUs  iter  arripuit,  e| 
ibidem  super  guerras  aliquandiu  permansit. 

For  the  seconde  date  at  morowa 

The  kyng  came,  as  thei  were  accorded. 

And  whan  it  was  to  him  recorded. 

What  god  bath  wrought  vpon  this  chance^ 

He  toke  it  in  to  remembrance. 

And  thought  more  than  he  saide. 

For  all  his  hole  herte  he  laide 

Upon  Constance:  and  saide  be  shulde. 

For  loue  of  hir,  if  that  she  wolde, 

Baptisuie  take,  and  Christes  faith 

Beleue :  and  oner  that  he  aaith. 

He  wolde  bir  wedde:  aod  vpon  this 

Assured  eche  to  other  is. 

And  for  to  make  shorte  tales. 
There  came  a  bissbop  out  of  wales 
Fro  Bangor:  and  Lucye  he  bight. 
Which  tliroughe  the  grace  of  god  almigbt, 
The  king,  with  many  other  mo, 
He  christined :  and  betweoe  hem  two 
He  hath  fuiaited  the  inariage: 
But  for  no  lust,  ne  for  no  rage 
She  tolde  him  neuer  what  she  was. 

And  netbetes  vpon  this  cas 
The  kinge  was  glad,  howe  so  it.8toda. 
For  well  he  wist  and  vnderstode, 
She  was  a  noble  creature. 
•    The  high  maker  of  nature 
Hir  bath  visited  in  a  throwe 
That  it  was  openliche  knowe. 
She  was  with  childe  by  the  kynge, 
Wherof  abouen  all  other  thynge 
He  thanked  god,  and  was  right  glad. 
And  fell  that  tyme  he  was  bestad 
Upona  werre,  and  must  ride: 
And  while  he  shuld  there  »bid«, 
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He  left^  at  home  to  \epe  hit  wife, 
9uche  as  he  knewe  of  holy  life. 

Elda  forth  with  the  bisshop  tike. 
And  he  with  power  go  to  teke 
Ayene  the  Scottes  for  to  fonde 
The  werre,  whiche  he  toke  on  honde. 


Sualiter  regina  Constantia  in&ntem  roasculom 
qaem  in  baptiamo  Mauritium  vocant,  lege  ab- 
sente  enixa  est,  Sed  inuida  mater  regis  Datnilda 
super  isto  facto  condoleni,  mendacibus  regt 
certificauit,  quod  vxor  saa  demoniaci^et  non  hu- 
maoi  generis  quoddam  monstmosum  fiintasma 
Joco  geniture  adortum  produxit,  huiiismodique 
detractoribos  aduersos  Constantiam  procurauit, 
qnod  ipsa  in  nauem,  qua  prius  venerat,  iterum 
ad  exilJum  vno  cum  suo  partu  remissa  deiio- 
labator. 

The  tyme  sette  of  kinde  is  come, 
This  lady  hath  hir  chambre  nome; 
And  of  a  sonne  borae  full: 
Wherof  that  she  was  ioyfull. 
She  was  deliuered  saufie  and  soone. 
The  bisshop,  as  it  was  to  doone, 
Yafe  him  baptisme,  and  Moris  calleth : 
And  thervpon  as  it  befalietb. 
With  letters  writen  of  recorde 
Thei  sent  voto  her  liege  lorde. 
That  kepers  weren  of  the  queene. 
And  he,  that  shalde  go  betweeoe. 
The  messanger  to  Knaresbourgh, 
Whiche  towne  he  sholdc  passe  through, 
Hydende  came  the  first  daie. 
The  kynges  mother  there  laie. 
Whose  right  name  was  l>omildc, 
Whiche  after  all  the  cause  spilde. 
For  he,  whiche  thanke  deserue  wolde. 
Unto  this  lady  gothe  and  tolde 
Of  his  message,  bowe  it  ferde. 
And  she  with  feigned  ioye  it  herde. 
And  yafe  him  yefteft  largely. 
But  in  the  night  al  prinely 
She  toke  the  letters,  whiche  he  had, 
Tro  point  to  point  and  ouer  rad. 
As  she,  that  was  through  out  Yntrue : 
And  let  do  write  other  newe 
In  itede  of  hem :  and  thus  thei  speke. 

Prima  littera  in  commendationem  Constancie  ab 
episcopo  Regi  missa  per  Domildam  in  cootra- 
rium  felsata. 

That  thou  with  ts  be  not  %Troth, 
Though  we  suche  thyng,  as  is  the  loth 
Upon  our  tronth  certifie.^  ^ 
Thy  Witt,  whiche  is  of  fkirie, 
Of  suche  a  childe  deliuered  is. 
Fro  kinde,  whiche  stant  all  amis. 
But  for  it  shulde  not  be  laie. 
We  haue  it  kcpte  out  of  the  waie 
For  drede  of  pure  worides  shame. 
A  poore  childe,  and  in  the  name 
Of  thilke,  whiche  is  somisbore, 
We  toke,  and  therto  we  be  swore. 
That  none,  but  onely  thou  and  wee 
Shall  knowe  of  this  priiietee. 
Moris  is  hatte^  and  thus  men  wene 
That  it  was  borne  of  the  queepe. 
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And  of  thyne  owne  bodie  g«te. 

But  this  tbynge  maie  not  be  fbryete. 
That  thou  ne  sende  rs  woide  anooe 
What  is  thy  will  Uierupon. 

This  letter,  as  thou  haste  beide  deniie 
Was  counterfete  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  no  man  shulde  it  apperceiue. 
And  she,  whiche  thought  to  de6ei«e. 
It  leith,  where  she  that  other  toke. 

This  messanger,  whan  he  awoke. 
And  wist  nothynge  howe  it  was. 
Arose  and  rode  the  great  pas 
And  toke  his  letters  to  the  kynge. 
And  whan  he  sawe  this  wondre  thynge. 
He  maketh  the  messanger  no  chere : 
But  netheles  in  wise  manete 
He  wrote  againe,  and  yafe  bym  chatfe^ 
That  thei  ne  suffre  not  at  large 
His  wife  to  go,  but  kepe  hir  still, 
Tyll  thei  haue  herde  more  of  his  wUL 

This  messanger  was  yeftles: 
But  with  his  letter  netheles 
Or  be  hym  lefe  or  be  bym  lotbe 
In  all  haste  ageine  he  gothe 
By  Knaresburgh,  and  as  he  went 
Unto  the  mother  his  entent. 
Of  that  he  fonde  towarde  the  kynge 
He  tolde,  and  she  Tpon  this  thsrnge 
Seith,  that  he  shulde  abide  all  night: 
And  make  hym  fcMte  and  chere  aright 
Feigned  as  though  she  coude  him  thooke. 
But  he  with  strange  wine  which  he  dronke. 
Forth  with  the  trauaile  of  the  daie 
Was  dronke:  aslepeand  while  he  late. 
She  bath  his  letters  ouersaie. 
And  formed  in  an  other  waie : 
There  was  a  newe  letter  write. 

Secunda  littera  per  regem  episcopo  remissa  a 
Domilda  itemm  falsata. 

Wrichb  he  saith :  I  do  you  for  to  wite. 

That  through  the  ooonsaile  of  you  two 

I  stonde  in  point  to  be  vndo. 

As  he,  whiche  is  a  kjrnge  deposed. 

For  euery  man  it  bath  supposed 

How  that  my  wife  Constance  is  faie: 

And  if  that  i  feigne  any  delaie 

To  put  hir  out  of  companie. 

The  worshippe  of  my  regalie 

Is  lore :  and  ouer  this  thei  tell, 

Hir  childe  shall  not  amonge  hem  dwell 

To  cUimen  any  herytage: 

So  can  I  see  none  auantage. 

But  all  is  loste,  if  she  abide. 

For  thy  to  loke  on  every  syde 

Towarde  the  mischefe  as  it  is, 

I  charge  you,  and  byd  this. 

That  ye  the  same  shippe  vittaile: 

In  whiche  that  she  toke  arriuatle, 

Therin  and  putteth  botbe  two, 

Hir  selfe  forth  with  kir  chiMe.also, 

And  so  forth  brought  in  to  the  depe 

Betaketh  hir  the  sea  to  kqpe. 

Of  foure.daies  tyme  1  sette. 

That  ye  this  thynge  no  longer  lette. 

So  that  your  life  be  not  ivNrtee. 

And  thus  this  letter  oonntokliBte 
The  messanger,  whiche  was  ▼nware, 
UpoA  the  kyoget  balue  bare 
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Ajid  where  be  sbaMe  it  hatti  betake. 

Bat  whui  that  thei  bane  bede  take 
And  rad,  tbat  writen  is  within, 
So  freat  a  sorowe  tbei  b^noe. 
At  tbei  hir  owne  mother  seien 
Brense  in  a  fire  before  tbeir  eien. 
That  was  wepynge,  and  there  was  wo. 
But  finally  the  thynge  is  do: 
Upon  the  sea  tbei  bane  bir  brongbt : 
But  she  the  cause  wist  nought. 
And  thus  vpon  the  floode  thei  wonnoy 
Thii  bdy  with  bir  yonge  sonne. 
And  than  hir  bandes  to  the  heuen 
She  rtrtught:  and  with  a  mikle8teiien» 
Kndend  rpoa  hir  bare  knee 
Sbe  taide:  O  high  naiestee, 
Whtehe  seest  the  point  of  cuery  tronth : 
Take  of  thy  volbll  woman  ronth : 
And  or  this  chUde,  whiehe  I  shall  kepe. 
And  vith  tbat  worde  she  gan  to  wepe 
Svonsed  as  deade^  and  there  she  laie. 
Bat  he,  wbicbe  all  thynges  maie, 
CoBfbHeth  hir»  and  at  laste 
She  loketh,  and  hir  eien  caste 
l^poB  hir  childe,  and  saide  this: 

Of  ne  no  maner  chaise  it  is 
WW  KMowe  I  snflre,  bat  of  thee 
Hetbrnketh  it  is  great  pitee. 
For  if  I  Sterne,  thou  most  deie, 
So  mote  I  nedes-by  that  weie. 
Fornotherhcedy  and  for  tendemes. 
With  til  my  bole  besyaes, 
Oiddoe  me  for  thilke  office, 
Ax  ihe,  whiche  shall  be  thy  norice. 

Tbns  was  she  strengtbed  for  to  stonde. 
And  tho  she  toke  bir  childe  in  hoode 
Aad  jafe  it  tooke,  and  ener  amonge 
She  wepte,  and  otlierwhile  songe, 
To  rocke  with  hhr  childe  aslepe 
Asd  thns  hhr  owne  childe  to  kepe 
Ac  htth  vnder  the  gods  cure. 

2ia]iter  naais  Constancie  post  bienniom  in  partes 
Uvpanie  soperions  inter  Sarazenos  iactabatur, 
t  qwmim  manibns  deus  ipsam  conseroans  gra- 
tinwinsw  liberanit. 

Aid  10  fell  vpon  auentnre 
WboB  thilke  yere  bath  made  his  ende, 
Hir  ship,  to  as  it  moste  wende, 
Bt  Knngth  of  wynde,  which  god  hath  yene, 
£<t«irde  was  nito  Spaine  drioe, 
Right  hgt  mder  a  castell  wall, 
When  that  an  betben  admirall 
Was  lofde:  .and  he  a  stewarde  had 
OaeThdoos,  whiche  aU  was  bad, 
A  fell  kmght,  and  a  renegate, 
Be  pib  to  k)ke,  in  what  estate 
"^ihipwascoBien:  and  there  be  fonde 
Foth  vith  a  childe  vpon  hir  honde 
This  lady  where  she  was  a  one. 
^loke  good  bede  of  the  person, 
Aad  aawe  she  was  a  worttiy  wight 
Andthooght  be  wokieTpon  the  night 
I)c«aie  hir  at  his  owne  will: 
Aid  IB  the  Mp  be  kcpte  hir  still, 
nuno  man  sawe  bhr  thatdaia. 
Atgods  wille  and  thus  she  laie 
t'akoowe,  what  bir  shaH  betide, 
Aad  CeU  so  that  by  nightc*  tade» 


53 


This  knight  without  felanship 
Hath  take  a  bote,  and  came  to  ship. 
And  thought  of  hir  his  luste  to  take. 
And  swore,  if  she  bym  daunger  make. 
That  certainly  she  shulde  deie. 
She  sawe  there  was  none  other  weie. 
\nd  saide  he  shulde  hir  well  comforter 
That  he  fyrst  loke  out  at  porte. 
That  no  man  were  nigh  the  stede, 
Whiche  might  knowe  what  thei  dede.   ' 
And  than  he  maie  do  what  he  wolde. 
He  was  right  glad>  that  she  so  tolde. 
And  to  the  porte  anone  he  ferde : 

She  praieth  god,  and  be  hir  herde. 
And  sodeinly  he  was  out  throwe 
And  dreint,  and  tho  began  to  blove 
Wynde  meuable'fro  the  londe 
And  thus  the  mighty  gods  honde 
Hir  hath  conueighed,  and  defended: 
And  whan  thre  yere  ben  foil  dispended, 

Sualiter  Nauicula  Constancie  quodam  die  que 
altum  mare  lagans  inter  copiosam  nauiummul- 
titudinem  diiapsa  est,  quarum  Arcenuius  Ro- 
manomm  consul,  du«,  et  capitaneus  ipsam  ig- 
notam  suscipiens  vsque  ad  Komam  secura  per- 
doxit,  rbi  equalem,  rxori  sue  Elene  perraansu- 
ram  reoerenter  associauit,  nee  non  et  eiusdem 
filium  Mauricium  in  omni  habundanUa  quasi 
proprium  educauit. 

Hir  ship  was  driue  vpon  a  daie, 
Where  that  a  great  nauie  laie 
Of  shippes,  all  the  worlde  at  ones : 
And  as  god  wolde  for  the  nones 
Hir  ship  goth  in  amonge  hem  all 
And  stynt  not,  er  it  be  bifall. 
And  hath  that  vessell  vnder  gete, 
Whiche  maister  was  of  all  the  flete. 
But  there  it  resteth  and  abode. 
This  great  shyp  on  anker  rode: 
The  lorde  come  forth,  and  when  he  sigh 
That  other  ligge  on  borde  so  nighe: 
He  wondretb,  what  it  might  bee, 
And  bad  men  to  go  in  and  see. 
This  lady  tho  waK  crope  a  side. 
As  she  that  wolde  hir  sduen  hide. 
For  she  ne  wist,  what  thei  were. 
TheV  sought  about,  and  fond  hir  there. 
And  broughten  vp  hir  childe  and  her. 
And  thervpon  this  lorde  to  sper 
Began,  fro  whens  that  she  came. 
And  what  she  was :  duod  she,  I  am 
A  woman  wofully  bestadde 
I  had  a  lorde,  and  thus  he  bad, 
That  I  for^h  with  my  littell  sonne. 
Upon  the  wanes  shulde  wonne. 
But  why  the  cause  wote  1  nought. 
But  he  whiche  all  thynges  wrought, 
Yet  ay  I  thanke  hym  of  his  might. 
My  childe  and  me  so  kepte  vpright. 
That  we  be  saofe  botbe  two. 

This  lorde  hir  asketh  euermo 
Howe  shebeleuetb,  and  she  seith: 
I  leue  and  trust  in  Christes  feithi 
Whiche  died  vpon  the  roode  tre. 

What  is  thy  name  tho  quod  he? 
My  name  is  Coust,  she  hym  saide. 
But  fuithennore  for  noaght  he  praid^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


54 


OOWER'5  POEBIS. 


Of  hir  estate  <o  koowe  p^aine. 
She  wolde  hym  nuthyngc  els  Kaine« 
But  of  hir  name,  wbiche  she  feigned* 
All  other  thynges  she  restreijrned. 
That  o  worde  more  she  ne  tolde. 

This  lorde  than  asketh  if  she  woMe 
With  hym  abide  in  companie, 
And  saide,  he  came  from  Barbarie 
To  Rome  warde,  and  home  he  went. 

Tho  she  supposeth  what  it  nient* 
And  saith,  she  wolde  with  hym  wende. 
And  dwell  vnto  hir  lines  ende. 
Be  so  it  be  to  his  pleasance. 
And  thus  vpon  her  aqueintance 
He  tolde  hir  plainly  as  it  stude. 
Of  Rome  bowe  that  the  gentill  blode 
In  Barbarie  was  betraied. 
And  thempon  he  hath  assaied 
By  warre,  and  take  suche  vengeancei 
That  none  of  thilke  allyance, 
Sy  whom  the  treson  was  compassed. 
Is  from  the  swerde  aliue  passed. 

Bot  of  Constance  hov^e  it  was. 
That  cputhe  he  knowe  by  no  cat, 
Where 'she  became,  so  as  he  seide. 

Hir  ere  vnto  bis  worde  she  leide; 
But  forther  made  she  no  chere. 

And  netheles  in  this  mattere 
It  hapned  that  itke  tyme  so, 
This  lorde,  with  whome  she  sholde  go» 
Of  Rome  was  the  senatour, 
And  of  hir  father  the  emperour. 
His  brother  doughter  bath  to  wife: 
Whiche  hath  bir  father  eke  on  tine. 
And  was  Salustes  cleped  tho« 
His  wife  Eleine  bight  also  t 
To  whom  Constance  was  cosine* 

Thus  to  the  seke  a  medicine 
Hatb  god  ordeined  of  his  grace. 
That  forthe  in  the  same  place 
This  senatour  his  trouth  plight. 
For  euer,  while  he  lyue  might. 
To  kepe  hir  in  worship,  and  in  welth, 
Be  so  that  god  woil  giue  hir  heltb. 

This  lady,  whiche  fortune  hym  sende^ 
And  thus  by  shippe  forth  sailende, 
Hir  and  hir  childe  to  Rome  be  brought. 
And  to  his  wife  tho  he  besought. 
To  take  hir  in  to  companie. 
And  she,  whiche  couth  of  curtesie 
All  that  a  good  wife  sbulde  conne. 
Was  inly  gladde,  that  he  hath  wonne 
The  felowsbip  of  so  good  one. 
This  emperours  dougbter  Custe, 
Forthwith  the  doughter  of  Saluste 
WaM  kept,  but  no  man  redely 
Knewe,  what  she  was:  and  not  for  tbyi 
Thei  thoughten  well  she  had  bee 
In  hir  estate  of  high  degree. 
And  enery  life  hir  loueth  wele* 

ttualiter  rex  Allee  initfe  pace  cum  Scottis  a  guerris 
rediens  et  non  inuenta  vxore  sua  causam  exilii 
diligencius  perscrutans,  cum  matrem  suam  Do* 
inildam  indeculpabilem  sciuisset,  ipsam  in  igne 
proiciens  conburi  fecit. 

KowB  herke  thilke  vnstable  whele, 
Whiche  euer  tometh,  wentc  aboutt, 
llie  kynge  AUe^  while  be  was  out 


(As  thou  tofore  hast  beide  the  eiu) 

Oe<.*eiued  through  his  modre  was. 

But  whan  that  lie  come  home  agayoe. 

He  axeth  of  his  chamberlayne. 

And  of  the  bisshop  eke  also. 

Where  thei  the  quene  had  do. 

And  tbei  answerde  i  there  be  bad. 

And  haue  hym  thilke  letter  rad, 

Whiche  he  tbem  sent  for  warrant. 

And  tolde  hym  playnly  as  it  stante. 

And  saine,  it  thought  hem  great  pitee. 

To  see  a  worthy  one  as  shee 

With  suche  a  childe,  as  there  was  bote 

So  Bodeinly  to  be  forlore. 

He  asketh  hem,  what  chikle  it  were. 

And  thei  him  saide,  that  no  where 

In  all  the  worlde,  though  men  it  sougbt. 

Was  neuer  woman,  that  forth  brought 

A  fairer  childe,  than  it  was  one. 

And  than  he  axeth  hem  anone, 
Why  thei  ne  hadden  writen  so. 
Thei  tolden,  so  tbei  hadden  do. 

He  saide  nay.    Thei  saideu  yis. 
The  letter  shewed,  radde  it  is. 
Whiche  thei  forsoken  enery  dele. 
Tho  was  it  vnderstonde  wele. 
That  there  is  treason  in  the  thynge. 
The  messenger  tofore  the  kynge 
Was  brought,  and  sodenly  opposed^ 
And  no  thynge  hatb  yet  supposed 
But  all  well,  began  to  saie. 
That  he  no  where  vpon  the  waie 
Abod,  but  onely  in  a  stede, 
And  cause  why,  that  he  so  dede 
Was,  as  he  went  to  and  fro, 
At  Knaresburgh  by  nightes  two 
The  kynges  moder  made  hym  dwell. 

And  when  the  kynge  it  herde  tell. 
Within  his  herte  he  wiste  als  faate 
The  treson,  whiche  his  mother  caste ; 
And  thought  he  wulde  not  abide: 
But  foorth  ryght  in  the  same  tide 
He  toke  his  hors,  and  rode  anone, 
With  hym  there  ride  many  one 
To  Knaresburgh,  and  forth  thei  wente. 
And  lych  the  fyre,  whiche  thonder  beote. 
In  suche  a  rage,  as  seith  the  boke, 
His  mother  sodeneche  he  toke 
And  saide  vnto  hir  in  this  wise: 

O  beast  of  hell  in  what  gise 
Hast  thou  deserued  for  to  deie. 
That  hast  so  falsely  put  aweie 
With  reason  of  thy  backbitynge. 
The  trewest,  at  my  knowtechynge 
Of  wiues,  and  the  most  honest? 

But  I  woll  make  thi«  behest 
It  shall  be  renged  er  1  go. 
And  lete  a  fyre  do  make  tbo. 
And  bad  men  for  to  caste  hir  inne. 
But  firste  she  tolde  out  all  the  sinne. 
And  did  hem  all  for  to  wite, 
Howe  she  the  letters  had  write 
Fre  point  to  point,  as  it  was  wrnaght. 
And  tho  she  was  to  death  brought, 
And  brent  tofore  bir  sonnes  eie: 
Wherof  these  other,  whiche  it  sie. 
And  herden  howe  the  cause' stode 
Seine,  that  the  iudgement  is  good. 
Of  that  bir'sonne  bir  hath  so  seraedi 
For  she  it  had  wele  deteraed,' 
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Thmogb  tresoD  of  bir  Imlte  tonge, 
Wbkb  thnragb  the  londe  was  after  songe, 
CoBsUnoe  and  euery  wight  compleineth, 
Bttt  he,  whom  all  wo  dystreineth. 
This  •orovfitU  kyoge  was  so  bestadde. 
That  be  shall  ueuer  more  be  gladde: 
He,  aekh  eftsones  for  to  wedde, 
TUt  that  he  wiste  how  that  she  spedde, 
Whiche  bad  ben  his  firste  wife. 
And  thos  his  yonge  vnlnsty  life 
He  drioeth  Iborth  so  as  he  maie. 

Snaliter  post  lapsum.  xii.  Annoram  rex  Allee  ab- 
solacioois  causa  Romam  pro6ciens,  vxorem 
snam  Constanciam  vna  cum  filio  suo  diaina  pro- 
uidencia  ibidem  letus  ioueoit 

Till  it  befell  vpon  a  dale. 
Whan  be  his  warres  had  acheued,- 
And  thought  he  Isolde  be  releued 
Of  ionle  hele  Tpon  the  feitb, 
Whiche  he  hath  take,  than  he  seith. 
That  he  to  Rome  in  pilgremage 
Wolde  goe,  where  Pope  was  Pelage, 
To  lake  his  absolocioo. 
Aad  Tpon  this  condicion 
He  msMde  Edwyn  his  leutenant, 
Whiche  heire  was  apparant. 
That  be  the  londe  in  bis  absence 
Shall  rewie,  and  thus  by  prooidence 
Of  all  thynges  well  begonne 
He  toke  bis  leue  and  forthe  is  gone. 

Elda,  whicbe  tho  was  with  hem  there, 
£r  thei  fiiUicbe  at  Rome  were. 
Was  sent  tofore  to  puruei^ 
And  he  his  guide  vpon  the  weie 
la  helpe  to  ben  his  herhegeour 
Hath  axed,  who  was  Senatour, 
That  he  is  name  might  kenne. 

Of  Capadoccy  he  saide,  Arcenne 
He  hight:  and  was  a  worthie  knight. 

To  him  goth  Elda  tho  forth  right. 
And  tokie  him  of  his  lorde  tidinge 
And  pra*d,  that  for  his  comynge 
He  wolde  assigne  him  herbergage. 
And  he  so  did  of  good  courage. 

Whan  all  is  do,  that  was  to  doone. 
The  kynge  him  selfe  came  after  scone. 

This  Senatoar  whan  that  he  come 
To  Custe,  and  to  his  wife  at  home, 
Uath  tolde,  howe  sucbe  a  kyng  Allee 
Of  great  array  to  the  Citee    ' 
Was  come,  and  Custe  Tpon  his  tale 
With  belt  dose,  and  colour  pale, 
A  swonoe  felle,  and  he  meroaileth, 
9o  Bodenly  what  thyng  hir  eyletb. 
And  caught  hir  rp,  and  whan  she  woke. 
She  sigbeth  with  a  pitous  loke 
And  feigneth  sekenesse  of  the  see. 
Bat  it  was  for  the  kynge  Allee : 
For  ioye,  whiche  was  in  hir  thought. 
That  god  bim  hath  to  towne  brought. 

This  kiage  hath  spoke  with  the  Popq, 
And  tolde  all  that  he  ooothe  grope^ 
What  grenetb  in  his  conscience. 
And  tbsn  he  thought  in  reuerence 
Of  his  estate^  er  that  he  went. 
To  make  a  feast,  and  thus  he  sent 
Unto  the  Senatoar,  to  come 
Upon  the  laorovc*  and  otlier  some,. 


To  sitte  with  him  at  mete. 

This  tale  hath  Custe  not  foryete, 
But  to  Moris,  hir  sonne.  tolde. 
That  he  vpon  the  morowe  sbulde 
In  all  that  eoer  he  couth  and  might, 
Be  present  in  the  kynges  sight. 
So  that  the  kynge  him  ofte  sie. 

Morifl^  tofore  the  kynges  eie 
Upon  the  morowe,  where  he  sat. 
Full  ofte  stode,  and  vpon  that 
The  kynge  his  chere  vpon  him  ca3te. 
And  in  his  face  him  thought  als  faste 
He  sawe  his  owne  wife  Constance. 
For  nature,  as  in  resemblance 
Of  fece,  him  liketh  so  to  clothe. 
That  thei  were  of  a  suite  both. 

The  kyng  was  moued  in  his  thought 
Of  that  he  seeth,  and  knoweth  it  nought. 
This  childe  he  loueth  kyndely  : 
And  yet  he  wote  no  cause  why, 
Bot  wel  he  sigh  and  vnderstode, 
That  be  towarde  Arcenne  stode. 
And  axeth  him  anone  right  there, 
Yf  that  this  childe  his  sonne  were. 

He  saide  ye,  so  I  him  calle. 
And  wolde  it  were  so  byfalle. 
But  it  is  all  in  other  wise. 

And  tho  began  he  to  deuise* 
How  he  the  childes  mother  fondc. 
Upon  the  sea  from  euery  londe 
Within  a  ship  was  sterles. 
And  how  this  lady  helpeles 
Forth  with  hir  childe  he  hath  forth  drawe. 
The  kynge  hath  vnderstande  his  sawe : 
The  childes  name  and  axeth  tho, 
And  what  the  mother  bight  also. 
That  he  him  wolde  telle  he  praide. 

Moris  this  childe  is  bote  he  saide, 
His  mother  hat  Custe,  and  this 
I  not  what  manor  name  it  is. 

But  Allee  wist  wel  enough, 
Wherof  somdele  smilend  he  lough. 
For  Custe  in  Saxon  is  to  saioe 
Constance  vpon  the  worde  Romain. 

But  who  that  couthe  specific. 
What  tho  fell  in  hiis  fantasie. 
And  how  his  witte  aboute  renneth 
Upon  the  loue,  in  whiche  he  brenneth. 
It  ware  a  wonder  for  to  here. 
For  he  was  neither  there  ne  here. 
But  clene  out  of  him  selfe  awey. 
That  he  not  what  to  thinke  or  sey. 
So  feine  he  wolde  it  were  shee, 
Wherof  his  hertes  priuitee 
Bygan  the  warre  of  ye  and  naye. 
The  whiche  in  sucbe  balance  laye. 
That  contenance  for  a  tlirowe 
He  loste,  till  he  might  knowe 
The  sath:  but  in  his  memorie 
The  man,  whiche  lieth  in  purgatorit, 
Desireth  not  the  heuen  more, 
Ttiat  he  ne  longeth  also  sore 
To  witte,  what  him  shall  betide. 

And  when  the  hordes  were  aside. 
And  enery  man  was  rise  aboute 
The  kynge  hath  weiued  all  the  route 
And  with  the  Senatour  alone 
He  spake,  and  praid  him  of  a  bone. 
To  see  this  Custe  where  she  dwelleth 
At  home  with  him,  so  as  he  telleth. 
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The  Senatour  was  wel  apaide. 

This  thing  no  lengcr  was  delaid. 
To  sec  this  Custc  goth  the  kynge, 
And  she  was  warned  of  the  tbynge : 
And  with  Eleine  foorth  she  came 
•Ayene  the  kynge,  and  he  tho  name 
Good  hede:  and  whan  he  sigh  his  wife, 
Anone  with  all  his  bertes  life 
He  caught  hir  in  his  annes,  and  kiste 
Was  neuer  wight  that  sighe  ne  wiste 
A  man  that  more  ioye  made, 
Wherof  thei  weren  all  ^ladde, 
Wbiche  herd  tell  of  this  chance. 

This  kyng  tho  with  his  wife  Constance, 
Whiche  had  a  great  part  of  his  wille. 
In  Rome  for  a  tyme  stille 
Abode,  and  made  him  well  at  ease. 
But  so  yet  couth  he  neuer  please 
His  wife,  that  she  wolde  him  seine 
Of  hir  estate  thctrouthe  pleine. 
Of  what  countre  that  she  was  bore, 
Ke  what  she  was,  and  yet  therfore 
With  all  his  wit  he  hath  done  seke. 

Thus  as  thei  lay  in  bedde,  and  speke. 
She  praith  him,  and  counsciletb  both. 
That  for  the  worship  of  hem  both. 
So  as  hir  thought  it  were  boueste. 
He  wolde  an  honourable  feste 
Make  (er  he  went)  in  that  Citee, 
Where  the  Emperour  him  selfe  shall  bee. 

He  graunted  all  that  she  him  praide. 
But  as  men  in  that  time  saide, 
Thiike  Emperour  from  that  daie. 
That  firste  his  doughter  went  a  waie. 
He  was  than  after  neuer  glad. 
But  what  that  any  man  htm  bad 
Of  grace,  for  his  doughter  sake, 
That  grace  wolde  he  nought  forsake. 
And  thus  fill  great  almesse  he  dcde 
Wlierof  he  had  many  a  bede. 


Sualiter  Constantia,  quae  antea  per  totum  tcmpus 
exilii  sui  penes  omnes  incognitam  se  celauit, 
tunc  demum  patri  sno  imperatori  se  ipsam  per 
omnia  manifestauit,  quod  cum  rex  Atlee  sci- 
uisset,  vna  cum  vnluersa  Romanorum  multi- 
tudine  inestimabili  gaudio  admirantes  cunctipo- 
tentem  laudarunt. 

This  Emperour  out  of  the  tow^e. 
Within  a  ten  mile  enuiroune. 
Where  as  it  thought  him  for  the  beste. 
Hath  sondry  places  for  to  reste. 
And  as  foitune  wolde  tho, 
He  was  dweliend  at  one  of  tho. 

The  kynge  Allee  foorth  with  thasscnt 
Of  Custe  his  wife,  hath  thidcr  sent 
Morice  his  sonne,  as  he  was  taught 
To  Themperour,  and  he  goth  straugbt. 
And  in  his  father  balue  he  sought. 
As  he  wbiche  his  lordship  sought, 
That  of  his  high  worthines 
He  wolde  do  so  great  mekenes. 
His  owne  tonne  to  come  and  see. 
And  yeue  a  tyme  in  the  citee. 
So  that  his  fadei  might  him  gete. 
That  he  wolde  ones  with  him  f  te. 

This  lorde  hath  graunted  his  requestCt 
And  whan  the  daie  was  of  the  feoste. 


In  worship  of  the  Empenmr, 
The  kynge,  and  eke  the  Senatonr, 
Foorth  with  ber  wiues  botbe  two. 
With  many  a  lorde  and  lady  mo. 
On  bors  riden  him  ageine, 
Till  it  befell  Tpon  a  plaine 
Thei  sigh,  where  he  was  comend. 

With  that  Constance  anone  preyeod 
Spake  to  hir  lorde,  that  he  abide. 
So  that  I  maie  tofore  ride. 
To  ben  vpon  his  bien  venu 
The  firste,  wbiche  shall  him  salu. 
And  thus  after  hir  lordes  graunt. 
Upon  a  mule  white  amblant 
Foorth  with  a  fewe  rode  this  quene. 
Thei  wondred,  what  she  wolde  mene. 
And  riden  after  a  softe  pas. 
But  whan  this  hidy  comen  was 
To  themperour,  in  bis  presence. 
She  saide  aloude  in  audience: 

My  lorde  my  father  wel  you  bee. 
And  of  this  tyme  that  I  see 
Your  honour,  and  your  good  hele^ 
Whicbe  is  the  helpe  of  my  quarele. 
1  thanke  vnto  the  gods  might 

For  ioye  his  herte  was  aflight 
Of  that  she  tolde  in  remembrance: 
And  whan  he  wiste,  it  was  Constapce, 
Was  neuer  father  halfe  so  blithe, 
Wepende  he  kiste  hir  ofte  sitbe. 
So  was  his  herte  all  ouercome. 
For  though  his  mother  were  come 
Fro  death  to  lyfe  out  of  the  graue. 
He  myght  no  more  wonder  baue 
Than  he  hath,  whan  that  he  hir  sighe 
With  that  hir  owuc  lorde  come  nigbe. 
And  is  to  themperour  obeied. 

And  whan  the  fortune  is  bewreied. 
How  that  Constance  is  come  aboute. 
So  harde  an  herte  was  none  oute. 
That  he  for  pitee  tho  ne  wepte. 

Arccnius,  wbiche  hir  fonde  and  kepte. 
Was  than  gladde  of  that  is  fall. 
So  that  with  ioye  amonge  hem  all 
Thei  riden  in  at  Rome  gate. 

This  Emperour  thought  all  to  late 
Till  that  the  Pbpe  were  come. 
And  of  tho  lordes  sende  some. 
To  praie  him,  tliat  be  woll  haste. 
And  he  cam  foorth  in  ail  haste. 
And  whan  that  he  this  tale  herdc. 
How  wonderly  this  chaunce  ferde, 
He  thanked  god  of  his  myracle, 
To  whose  might  maie  be  none  obstacle. 

The  kynge  a  noble  feaste  hem  made: 
And  thus  thei  were  all  gladde. 

A  parlement  er  that  thei  went, 
Thei  setten  vnto  this  entcot. 
To  put  Rome  in  full  espeire. 
That  Moris  was  apparant  beire, 
Atkd  shulde  abide  with  hem  stille. 
For  suche  was  all  the  londes  wilie. 

Qnaliter  Mauricius  cum  imperatore,  vt  heres  im* 
perii  remansit,  et  rex  Allee  ct  CoDStantia  ia 
Angliam  rcgressi  sunt. 

Whaw  eoery  tbynge  was  fiilly  spoke. 
Of  sorowe  and  queint  waa  all  thesipoke. 
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Tho  toke  his  kne  AUee  the  kyoge» 
Aod  with  fell  many  a  ricbe  tbyuge, 
Wbicbe  tfaerapercnir  hym  had  yeae, 
ne  hath  a  gflmd  life  for  to  liue. 
For  he  Constance  hath  in  his  honde^ 
Whiche  vas  the  oomforte  of  his  londe. 
For  vhan  that  he  come  home  ageine. 
There  is  no  tonge  that  might  seine> 
What  ioye  was  that  ilke  stoonde. 
Of  that  he  hath  his  qnene  founde: 
Whiche  first  was  sent  of  goddes  sonde> 
Whan  she  was  dryoen  vpon  the  stronde. 
By  wborae  the  mysbileQe  of  synne 
Was  leite,  and  Christes  feitb  came  inne 
To  heao,  that  whilome  were  blynde, 
But  he,  whiche  hyndreth  eoery  kynde, 

Qoaljter  rex  AUe  in  Anglia  post  biennium  hnmane 
caniis  rnolncionem  subiens,  nature  debitum 
penolait,  post  cuius  obitum  Constancia  cum 
patia  sQo  Rome  se  transtuHt  moraturam. 

Aid  for  no  golde  maie  be  forbought. 

The  death  comend  er  be  besought 

Toke  with  this  kjrnge  suche  acqudntaoce, 

That  he  with  all  his  retenance 

Ne  might  not  defende  his  life. 

Aid  thus  he  parteth  from  his  wife, 

Wbiehe  than  made  sorowe  enough. 

And  tbempon  hir  berte  droqghe 

To  leoe  Bnglond  for  euer,   ' 

Aad  go  where  she  had  leuer 

To  Rome,  wbens  that  she  came. 

And  thus  of  all  the  londe  she  name 

Hir  leoe,  and  goth  to  Rome  ageine. 

And  after  that  the  bokes  seine, 

^  was  not  there  bat  a  throwe 

Wbaa  death  of  kynde  hath  ouerthrowe 

Hh-  worthy  &ther,  wbicbe  men  saide 

That  betwene  hir  armes  deide. 

And  afterwarde  the  yere  soende 

The  pMl  of  hir  hath  made  an  ende. 

And  fro  this  worldes  feyrie 

Hath  take  hir  into  companie. 

Moris  hir  sonne  was  coroned, 
Wliiehe  so  feiibrth  was  abandoned 
To  Christes  feitb,  that  men  hym  calle 
Mora  the  cfariatnest  of  all. 

And  thas  the  whele  meoynge  of  loue 
Wasstlastsetaboue, 
And  flo,  as  thou  haste  bcrde  tofore, 
The  &b  tottges  were  lore, 
Wbicbe  vpon  lone  wolde  lie. 
For  thy  toocbend  of  this  enuie 
Whiche  hmgeth  Tuto  bakbitynge, 
Be  ware  thon  make  no  leynge 
la  biadrjmge  of  an  other  wight. 
And  if  thou  wotde  be  Uught  aright. 
What  mischiefe  bakbityng  dooth 
By  other  weie  a  tale  sooth 
Nove  might  thoo  here  nexte  sewend, 
Whiche  to  this  vice  is  acordend. 

Hx  ponit  Confessor  exemplom  contra  istos  detrac- 
tores,  qni  in  alterius  vituperium  mendacia  con- 
fiagartc*  difEimacionem  fieri  procurant  Et 
narrat  qualiter  Perseus,  Pbiiippi  regis  Mace- 
donii  filins  Demetrio  fratri  suo  ob  eins  probita- 
tern  iaoidensy  composite  detractionis  mendacio 
ipsum  apod  patron  suum  mortaliter  accutauit, 


dicens  ipse  non  solum  patrem,  sed  et  totum 
Macedonii  regnum  Romanis  boatibnspro  ditorie 
vendidisset.  quern'  super  hoc  indicium  prodn. 
oens,  testibusque  indicibus  auro  subomatis, 
quamvis  felsissime  morte  condempnatum  euicit, 
quo  defuncto  eciam  et  pater  infra  breue  postea 
mortuus  est,  Et  sic  Perseo  snccessiue  regnante 
deus  huiusmodi  detractionis  inuidiam  abhorrens 
ipsum  cum  vniuersa  suoram  pugnatorum  mnU 
titudinc  extra  Danubii  fluiuium  ab  Aemilo  tunc 
Romanorum  Consule,  eueutu  bellico  iotecfect 
fortunauit  Ita  quod  ab  iUo  die  Macedonii  po- 
testas  penitus  detructa  Romano  Imperio  subin- 
gata  deseruiuit,  et  eius  detractio,  quam  contm 
alium  conspiranei:at«  in  sui  ipsius  diffama- 
tionem  pro  perpetuo  diuulgata  consistit. 

In  a  cronike,  as  thou  shalt  witte 
A  great  ensample  I  finde  writte, 
Whiche  1  shall  tell  vpon  this  ihjnge* 

Pbilyp  of  Macedony  the  kynge 
Two  sonnes  had  by  his  wife. 
Whose  feme  yet  in  Grece  is  rife: 
Demetrius  the  firste  brother 
Was  bote,  and  Perseus  that  other. 

Demetrius  men  saiden  tho 
The  better  knight  was  of  the  two, 
To  whom  the  lande  was  attendant. 
As  he  whiche  heire  was  apparant 
To  regne  after  his  fathers  daie. 

But  that  thynge,  whiche  no  water  mate 
fiuenche  in  this  worlde,  but  euer  brennetb. 
Into  bis  brothers  herte  it  renueth, 
The  proud  enuie  of  that  he  sighe 
His  l^rother  shulde  clyme  on  higbe. 
And  he  to  hym  mote  than  obeie. 
That  maie  he  suflTer  by  no  weie* 
With  strength  durst  he  no  thynge  fonde: 
So  toke  he  lesynge  vpon  honde.    . 
Whan  he  sygh  tyme,  and  spake  therto. 
For  it  befell  that  tyme  so, 
His  father  great  warres  had 
With  Rome,  whiche  he  streite  lad 
Through  mighty  honde  of  his  manbod. 
As  he  whiche  ^ath  enough  knigbthod. 
And  ofte  hem  had  sore  greued : 
But  er  the  wane  were  achcued. 
As  he  was  vpon  ordinance 
At  home  in  Grece,  it  fell  par  chance 
Demetrius,  whiche  ofte  aboute 
Rydend  was,  stode  that  tyme  out. 
So  that  this  Perse  in  his  absence, 
Whiche  bare  the  tonge  of  pestilence. 
With  fels  wordes,  whiche  he  feigneth. 
Upon  his  owne  brother  pleipeth 
In  prioitee  behynde  his  bake. 
And  to  bis  fether  thus  be  spake:   . 

My  dere  father  I  am  hplde 
By  wey  of  kyndc,  as  reason  wolde, 
That  I  fro  you  shall  notbynge  bide, 
Whiche  myght  tome  in  any  side 
Of  your  esute  into  greuance. 
For  thy  mine  hertes  obeisance 
Toward  you  I  thinke  kepe. 
For  it  is  good  ye  take  kepe 
Upon  a  thynge,  whiche  is  me  tolde. 
My  brother  hath  rs  all  soldo 
To  hem  of  Rome:  and  you  also. 
For  than  thei  behote  hym  so, 
That  he  with  them  shall  regne  in  pes : 
Thus  bath  he  caste  fer  his  encres. 
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That  your  estate  shall  go  to  nought. 
And  thus  to  prone  shall  be  brought 
So  ferfortby  that  I  vndertake , 
It  ahalt  not  wel  mow  be  forsake. 

The  kynge  vpon  his  tale  answerde 
And  said :  If  this  thing,  whiche  he  herde 
Be  sooth,  and  maie  be  brought  to  prone: 
It  shall  not  be  to  his  behoue, 
Whiche  so  hath  shapen  vs  the  werste. 
For  he  hym  seUe  shall  be  the  ferste 
That  shall  be  dede,  if  that  I  maie. 

Thus  afterwarde  vpon  a  dale. 
Whan  that  Demetrius  was  come, 
A  none  bis  father  hath  hym  iiome 
And  bad  to  his  brother  Perse, 
That  he  his  tale  shall  reherse 
Of  thiike  treason,  whiche  he  tolde. 

And  he  whiche  all  vntrouth  wolde, 
Counseileth,  that  so  high  a  nede 
Be  treted,  where  as  it  maie  spede, 
In  common  place  of  iudgement 
The  kyuge  therto  yafe  his  assent. 

Demetrius  was  put  m  holde, 
Wherof  that  Perseus  was  bolde. 
Thus  stode  the  trouth  vnder  the  charge. 
And  the  iaisebead  s^oth  at  large, 
Whiche  through  behest  hath  ouercome 
The  greattest  of  the  lordes  some^ 
That  priueliche  of  his  accorde 
Thei  stande,  as  witnesse  of  recorde, 

The  indge  was  made  fauourable : 
Thus  was  the  lawe  deceiuable. 
So  ferforth  that  the  trouth  fonde 
Rescous  none:  and  thus  the  londe 
Forth  with  the  kynge  deceiued  were. 
The  giltcles  was  dampned  there, 
And.deyde  vpon  accusement. 
But  suche  a  false  conspirement 
Though  it  be  priue.for  a  tbrowe, 
God  wolde  not  it  were  vnknowe: 
And  this  was  afterwarde  well  proued 
In  him,  whiche  hath  the  death  controued 
Of  that  his  brother  was  so  slayne. 

This  Perseus  was  wondre  fayne» 
As  he,  that  was  heire  apparant  *' ' 
Upon  the  reigne  expectaunt, 
Wherof  he  waxe  so  proude  and  veine. 
That  he  his  fttther  in  disdeigne 
Hath  take :  and  sette  at  none  accompte. 
As  he,  whiche  thought  him  to  surmount: 
That  where  he  w^as  first  debonaire. 
He  was  tho  rebelle  and  contraire. 
And  not  as  heire,  but  as  a  kynge 
He  toke  vpon  him  in  all  thinge, 
Of  malice  and  of  tyrannie 
In  contempte  of  Regalie 
Lyuende  his  fieithcr:  and  so  wrought^ 
That  whan  the  father  him  bethought, 
And  sighe  to  whether  iiide  it  dtnugh, 
Anone  he  wiste  well  enough, 
Howe  Perse  after  his  false  tonge 
Hath  so  thenuious  belles  ronge. 
That  he  hath  slayne  his  owne  brother, 
Wherof  as  than  he  knewe  none  other. 
But  sodeinly  the  judge  he  nome, 
Whiche  corrupte  satte  vpon  the  dome 
In  suche  wise,  and  hath  him  pressed 
That  he  the  sooth  him  hath  confessed 
Of  all  that  hath  be  spoke  and  do. 

More  sory,  than  the  kynge  was  tho, 


Was  neuer  man  vpon  this  motde^ 
And  thought  in  oertaine,  that  he  wold 
Vengeance  take  vpon  this  wronge. 

But  the  other  partie  was  so  stronge,  * 
That  for  the  lawe  of  no  statute 
There  maie  no  right  be  execute : 
And  vpon  this  diuision 
The  londe  was  toumed  vp  so  downe: 
Wherof  his  herte  is  so  distraught. 
That  he  for  pure  sorowe  bath  caught 
The  maladte,  of  whiche  nature 
Is  queint  in  euery  creature. 

And  whan  this  kyng  was  passed  thus, 
This  false  tonged  Perseus 
The  regiment  hath  vnderfonge. 

But  there  maie  notbyng  stande  longer 
Whiche  is  not  vpon  trouth  grounded. 
For  god,  whiche  al  thyng  hath  bounded. 
And  signe  the  ialsehead  of  bis  gyle. 
Hath  set  him  but  a  litell  while. 
That  he  shall  reigne  vpon  depose. 
For  sodeinly  right  as  he  rose. 
So  sodeinly  downe  he  felle. 

In  thiike  tyme  so  it  befelle. 
This  newe  kynge,  of  newe  pride 
With  strength  shope  him  for  to  ride: 
And  saide  he  wolde  to  Rome  &st, 
Wherof  he  made  a  besie  haate. 
And  hath  assembled  him  an  hoste 
In  all  that  euer  he  might  moste, 
What  man  that  might  wepen  bearo. 
Of  all  he  wolde  none  forbeare: 
So  that  it  might  not  be  nombred 
The  folke,  whiche  after  were  encombred 
Throughe  him,  that  god  wolde  ouerthrow. 

Anon  it  was  at  Rome  knowe 
The  pompe,  whiche  that  Perse  lad : 
And  the  Romaines  that  tyme  had 
A  consull,  whiche  was  cleped  thus 
By  name,  Paulus  Emilius. 
A  noble,  a  worthy  knight  withal. 
And  he,  whiche  chefe  was  of  hem  all. 
This  werro  on  honde  hath  undertake. 

And  whan  he  shulde  his  leaue  take 
Of  a  yonge  doughter,  whiche  was  his, 
She  wepte:  and  he  what  cause  it  is 
Hir  asketh :  and  she  him  answerde. 
That  Perseus  is  deade:  and  he  it  herde: 
And  wondreth  what  she  meane  wolde. 
And  she  vpon  childehode  him  tolde. 
That  Perse  hir  Htell  hounde  is  deade. 

With  that  he  pulleth  vp  his  head. 
And  made  right  a  glad  visage, 
And  said,  howe  that  was  a  presage 
Toucbende  to  that  other  Perse, 
Of  that  fortune  him  shulde  adueiM. 

He  saith  for  suche  a  prenostike . 
Most  of  an  hounde  was  to  him  like. 
For  as  it  is  an  houndes  kinde. 
To  berke  vpon  a  man  behynde. 
Right  so  bebinde  his  brothers  backe 
(With  false  wordes,  whiche  he  spake) 
He  both  do  slayne,  and  that  is  routh. 

But  be,  whiche  hateth  all  vntrouth. 
The  high  god  it  shall  redresse. 
For  so  my  doughter  prophetesse 
Forth  with  hir  litell  houndes  dethe 
Betokeneth:  and  thus  forth  he  geth 
Comforted  of  this  euidence. 
With  the  Romaines  in  his  defience. 
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Agvyne  the  Grekes  that  ben  commende. 

This  Perteus  as  nouj^ht  teende 
This  miscbefe,  whicbe  that  him  abode. 
With  all  his  maltitude  rode, 
And  prided  him  vpon  this  thyng, 
or  that  he  was  become  a  kyng : 
And  hove  he  hnd  his  reigae  gete, 
That  he  hath  all  the  right  fbryete, 
Wbiche  loogeth  Foto  gouemanoc, 

Wherof  through  goddes  ordinaoce 
It  felle  vpon  the  wynter  tide, 
That  with  his  ho^te  be  shalde  ride 
Oner  Dannbie  thilke  fl<Kxie, 
Whicbe  all  be  firossen  than  stoode 
So  harde,  that  he  wende  wele 
To  passe,  but  the  bliilde  whele, 
Wbiche  toarneth  ofte,  er  men  be  ware, 
Thilke  ice,  whiche  that  the  liorsmen  bare 
To  biake,  so  that  a  great  partie 
Was  drei nt  of  the  chiua lrie> 
The  rerevarde  it  toke  aweie 
Came  none  of  hem  to^londe  drey. 

Panlns  this  worthy  Icntght  Romain, 
By  his  aspye  it  herde  Mine, 
And  hasteth  him  all  that  he  mate, 
80  that  rpon  that  other  dale 
He  came,  where  he  this  hoste  behddt, 
And  that  was  in  a  large  fdde, 
Where  the  baners  ben  dtsplaied. 

He  hath  anone  his  men  arraide. 
And  whan  that  he  was  enbatailed, 
He  ^roth,  and  hath  the  ft*lde  assailed, 
And  slough,  and  toke  all  that  he  fondot 
Wherof  the  Macedonie  londe, 
Whicbe  throogh  king  Alisander  honored 
Longe  tyme  stode:  wastho  deooured. 
To  Perse  and  all  that  infortune 
Thei  wite,  so  that  the  commune 
Of  all  the  londe  his  heire  exile: 
And  be  ditpeired  for  the  while, 
Disguised  in  a  poore  wede 
To  Rome  goth:  and  there  for  nede 
The  CFsfte,  whiche  thilke  tyme  was 
To  worken  in  laton,  and  in  bras, 
He  lemeth  for  his  sustenance 
Socbe  was  the  sonnes  pomeyance. 
And  of  his  father  it  is  saide. 
In  shfooge  prison  that  he  was  leide 
In  Albe,  where  that  he  wasi  deade 
For  honger  and  defhulte  of  breade. 

The  hounde  was  token  and  prc^hecie^ 
That  liehe  an  hounde  he  shnlde  die, 
Wbiche  liche  was  of  condicion. 
Whan  he  with  his  detraction 
Baite  on  his  brother  so  behiode. 

COHFESSOR. 

lo  what  profite  a  man  male  finde, 
Whiche  hyndre  woll  an  other  wight. 
For  thy  with  all  thyn  hole  might 
My  sonae,  eachewe  thilke  vioe. 


My  &tber  dies  were  1  nice. 
For  ye  therfore  so  wfU  haoe  spoke^ 
That  it  is  in  myn  herte  loke 
Aod  euer  shall:  but  of  cnuie. 
If  then;  be  more  in  bis  bailie 
Tovardes  lone,  saie  me  what 

My  Sonne  as  gyle  vuder  the  hat 


With  8lei«htes  of  a  Tregetonr 
Is  hid,  enuie  of  suche  colour 
Hath  yet  the  fourthe  deceiuant,. 
The  whiche  its  cleped  fals  Semblant: 
Wherof  the  mater,  and  the  fonne 
Kowe  herken,  and  I  the  shall  enforme« 

Nil  bilinguis  aget,  nisi  dopio  concinat  ore, 

Dumque  diem  loquitur  nox  sua  yota  tegit. 
Vultus  habet  lucem,  tenebras  mens,  sermo  lialoteni 

Actus  sed  morbum  dat  suus  esse  ^rauem. 
Paxtibi  quam8poudet,magi.<est  proguostica  guerr» 

Commoda  si  dederit,  disce  sub  esse  dolum. 
Suod  patet  esse  fides  in  eo  fraus  estque  politi 

Principium  pacti  finis  habere  negat, 
O  quern  condicio  talis  deforoiat  amantem 

Qui  magis  apparens  est  in  amore  uihik 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  super  quarta  specie  inuidie, 
que  Dissimulacio  dicitor,  cuius  vultus  quanto 
maioris  amicicie  apparenciam  ostendit,  tanto 
subtilioris  doli  fiiUacias  ad  decipiendum  mens 
maginatur. 

Of  fols  Semblant  1  shall  tell, 

Aboue  all  other  it  is  the  well. 

Out  of  the  whiche  deceite  floweth. 

There  is  no  man  so  wise,  that  knoweth» 

Of  thilke  floode,  whiche  is  the  tide, 

Ne  howe  he  shulde  hym  selueu  guido 

To  take  saufe  passage  there  : 

And  yet  the  wynde  to  mans  ere 

Is  softe,  and  as  itfeemeth  oute. 

It  maketh  clere  weder  all  aboute. 

But  though  it  seme,  it  is  not  so. 

For  fals  Semblant  hath  euer  mo 

Of  his  counsaile  in  oompanie 

The  derke  vntrewe  hypocrisie. 

Whose  worde  discordeth' to  his  thought^ 

For  thy  thei  ben  to  gyder  brought 

Of  one  couine,  of  one  housholde, 

As  it  shall  after  this  be  tolde. 

Of  fals  semblant  it  nedeth  nought 

To  tell  of  o!de  ensamples  ought. 

For  all  daie  iu  experience 

A  man  male  see  thilke  euidence 

Of  fay  re  wordes,  whiche  he  hereth  t 

But  yet  the  barge  enuie  stereth. 

And  halt  it  euer  fro  the  londe, 

Whiche  fals  Semblant  with  ore  In  bonde 

It  roweth,  and  woll  not  arriue 

But  let  it  on  the  wanes  driue 

In  great  tempest,  and  great  debate, 

Wherof  that  lone  and  his  estate 

Empeireth:  And  therfore  I  rede 

My  Sonne  that  thou  flee  and  drede 

This  vice:  and  what  that  other  seyn 

Let  thy  semblant  be  trewe  and  plein. 

For  fals  Sembkint  is  thilke  vice, 
Wbiche  neuer  was  without  office. 
Where  that  enuie  tbiuketh  to  gile 
He  shall  be  for  that  ilke  while 
Of.priue  counsayle  messagere. 
For  whan  his  semblant  is  moste  clere. 
Than  is  he  moste  derke  in  his  thought: 
Though  men  him  se  thei  know  him  nought^ 
But  as  it  sheweth  in  the  glas 
Thyng^,  whiche  thcrin  neuer  was : 
So  sheweth  it  in  his  visage, 
That  neuer  was  in  his  courage. 
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Thva  doth  be  al)  bis  ihfug  by  tleigbt 
Now  leie  thy  oonscieooe  in  weight 
My  good  Sonne,  and  sbriue  the  here. 
If  thou  were  euer  costomere 
To  fkls  Semblant  in  any  wise. 

For  ought  1  can  me  yet  aujse 
My  good  father  oertes  no. 
If  I  for  loue  haue  don  sOy 
Nowe  asketh,  i  wolde  praie  yowe. 

For  elles  I  wot  neuer  howe 
Of  fals  semblant  that  I  bane  gylt. 

My  Sonne  and  setbin  that  thoa  wilt. 
That  I  sliall  aske,  gab  nought. 
But  teU»  if  euer  was  thy  thought 
With  ials  semblant  and  Coueiture, 
To  witte  of  any  creature, 
Howe  that  he  was  with  loue  ladde. 
So  were  he  sorie,  were  he  gladde. 
Whan  that  thou  wistest  howe  it  were 
All  that  he  rouneth  in  thine  ere. 
Thou  toldest  fborth  in  other  place 
To  setten  hym  fro  loues  grace 
Of  what  woman  that  the  best  liste, 
There  as  no  taan  his  counseyll  wist 
But  thou,  by  whome  he  was  deceiued 
Of  loue,  andTfrom  his  purpose  weiued. 
And  thougbtest  that  his  disturbance 
Tbyn  owne  cause  shulde  anance. 
As  who  saith,  I  am  so  selee, 
Tliere  may  no  mans  priuetee 
Ben  heled  halue  so  well  as  myn. 
Arte  thou  my  sonne  of  suche  eng[yn 
Telle  on?  My  good  father  naie^ 
As  for  the  more  parte  I  saie. 
But  of  some  dele  I  am  beknowe. 
That  I  maie  stonde  in  thilke  rowe 
Amonge  hem,  that  saundres  vse, 
I  woU  not  me  therof  excuse^ 
That  I  with  suche  colour  ne  steinc. 
Whan  I  my  best  semblant  feine 
To  my  felowe,  tyll  that  1  wote 
All  his  counseile  bothe  colde  and  bote. 
For  by  that  cause  I  make  hym  cbere,. 
Till  I  his  loue  knowe  and  here. 
And  if  so  be  myn  herte  soucbeth. 
That  ought  ynto  my  lady  toucheth 
Of  loue,  that  he  woti  me  tell, 
Anone  I  renne  Tnto  the  well, 
And  caste  water  in  the  fyre. 
So  that  his  carte  amyd  the  msrre. 
By  that  1  haue  his  counsaile  knowe 
Full  ofte  sith  I  ouerthrowe. 
Whan  that  he  wenetb  best  to  stonde. 
But  this  1  do  you  vnderstonde, 
If  that  a  man  loue  elles  where. 
So  that  my  lady  be  nought  there. 
And  he  me  tell,  I  will  it  hide, 
There  shall  no  worde  escape  aside. 
For  with  disceite  of  no  semblant 
To  hym  breke  I  no  couenant. 
Me  lyketh  not  in  other  place 
To  let  no  man  of  his  grace 
Ne  for  to  be  inqnisitife 
To  knowe  an  other  aians  life. 
Where  that  be  loue,  or  loue  nought. 
That  toucheth  nothing  to  my  thought 
But  all  it  passeth  through  myn  eare. 
Right  as  a  thynge  that  neuer  were. 
And  is  foryete,  and  laide  beside. 
But  if  it  touche  on  any  side 
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My  ladie,  as  I  haua  «r  spoken, 
M3m  eares  ben  nought  than  token. 

For  certeswhan  that  betitte. 
My  wyll,  myn  herte,  and  aJl  my  witte 
Ben  folly  sette  to  berken  and  tper 
What  any  man  woll  speke  of  bar. 

Thus  bane  I  feigned  companie 
Full  ofte,  for  I  wolde  aspie 
What  thynge  it  is,  that  any  maa 
Tell  of  my  worthy  lady  can. 
And  for  two  causes  I  do  this : 
The  finite  cause  wherof  is. 
If  that  I  might  herfcen  and  soke. 
That  any  man  of  h'tr  misspoke: 
I  won  excuse  bir  so  ftdly. 
That  whan  she  wist  inderly, 
Myn  hope  shulde  be  the  more 
To  haue  hir  tbaake  for  euer  morik 

That  other  cause,  I  yo«  assare. 
Is,  why  that  I  by  couertnre 
Haue  feigned  semblant  ofte  tyae 
To  tbem  that  passes  all  dale  byme. 
And  ben  louers  as  well  as  f. 

For  this  I  wene  truely. 
That  there  is  of  hem  all  none. 
That  tbei  ne  looen  enerychooe 
My  ladie.    For  sotbeliche  I  leue^ 
And  durst  setten  it  in  preue. 
Is  none  so  wise,  that  shulde  asterte. 
But  he  were  lustles  in  his  heite. 
For  why,  and  he  my  lady  sie, 
Hir  visage,  and  hir  goodly  eie. 
But  he  hir  looed,  er  he  went. 
And  for  that  suche  is  myn  entent 
That  is  the  cause  of  myn  aspie, 
W|iy  that  I  feigne  companie. 
And  make  felowe  ouer  all. 
For  gladly  wolde  I  knowen  all. 
And  holde  me  coneite  alwaie^ 
That  I  foil  ofte  ye  or  naie 
Ne  lyst  answere  in  any  wise. 
But  feignyng  semblant  as  the  wise: 
And  herken  tales,  till  I  knowe 
My  ladies  louers  all  arowe. 
And  whan  I  here,  howethei  wrought: 
I  fere  as  though  I  herde  nought^ 
And  as  I  no  worde  ynderstode. 
But  that  is  nothynge  for  her  good. 
For  leueth  well,  and  sooth  is  this. 
That  whan  1  knowe  all  howe  it  is, 
I  woll  but  forthren  hem  alite. 
But  all  the  werste  I  can  endite, 
I  tell  it  rnto  my  lady  plat, 
For  fortheryng  of  myn  owne  estate : 
And  hyndre  them  all  that  I  maie. 

But  for  all  that  yet  dare  1  saie, 
I  finde  vnto  my  selfe  no  bote. 
All  though  myn  herte  nedes  mote 
Through  strength  of  loue  all  that  I  here 
Discouer  vnto  my  ladie  dere. 
For  in  good  feith  I  haue  no  might 
To  hele  iro  that  sweete  wight. 
If  that  it  toucheth  hir  any  thyng. 
But  this  wote  welt  the  heuen  kyng. 
That  sithen  first  the  woride  l»egan 
Unto  none  other  strange  man 
Ne  feigned  I  semblant  ne  chere, 
To  wite  or  aske  of  his  matere. 
Though  that  be  loueth.  x.  or  twelue. 
Whan  it  was  pou^t  my  ladies  selue. 
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Bat  if  be  woMe  sake  any  rede 
Alonljche  of  hii  owae  hede,  • 
Hove  be  witb  olher  looes  ferde: 
His  tales  iritb  myn  eares  I  herde. 
But  to  myn  berte  came  it  noagbl^ 
Ne  mike  no  depper  in  my  tbooght. 
Bat  helde  counsaile,  at  I  was  bede. 
And  toMe  it  nener  in  other  ftede» 
But  let  it  passen,  as  it  oome. 

Nowe  father  aaie,  what  ia  tfay  dome^ 
And  bowe  tboa  wolt,  that  I  be  peined 
For  socfae  semUant  as  I  bane  f^gned. 

My  Sonne,  if  reason  be  well  peised* 
There  maie  no  rertue  be  ▼npretsed, 
Ne  rice  none  b«  sette  in  prise. 

For  tby  my  aonne,  if  thon  be  wise. 
Do  DO  Tiser  vpon  thy  Ihce, 
Whiche  as  voll  not  tbyn  berte  embrace. 
For  if  thou  do,  within  a  tbrowe 
To  other  men  it  shall  be  knowe. 
So  might  thon  lightly  fiill  in  blame. 
And  less  a  great  parte  of  thy  name. 

And  netbeles  in  this  degree 
Full  ofte  tyme  thou  might  see. 
Of  iBche  men,  as  nowe  a  daie 
Tliis  Tice  setten  in  assaie: 
1  speke  it  for  no  aiaos  blame. 
But  for  to  wame  the,  the  same. 

My  mnne  as  1  maie  here  talks 
1q  eucry  placs  wber?  I  walke, 
I  not,  if  it  be  M  or  none. 
But  it  is  many  daies  gone. 
That  1  fir^t  herde  telle  this 
Hove  fiftlae  Semblant  hatb  be,  and  is 
Most  commonly  lirom  yere  t«i  yere 
With  them  that  dwelle  amonge  vs  here. 
Of  iocbe  n  we  Lumbardes  call. 
For  thei  ben  the  sliest  of  all. 
So  as  men  mine  in  towne  about. 
To  fdgDe  and  shewe  tbyng  without, 
Whiche  is  reners  to  that  within, 
Wbcrof  that  tbei  full  ofte  wynne, 
Wbaa  tbei  by  reason  shulde  lese. 
Hei  hen  the  last,  and  yet  thai  chese : 
Aod  we  the  firate,  and  yet  behynde 
Ve  gone,  there  as  we  sbulden  finds 
The  profite  of  our  owns  kmde. 

Tboa  gone  tbei  free  without  bonds. 
To  done  her  profite  ail  at  large: 
And  other  men  bears  all  the  eharge 
Of  Lumbaides  rnio  this  couine 
(Whiche  all  londes  conns  engine) 
Maie  ftlse  Semblant  in  speciali 
Be  liheoed:  ftnr  thei  oner  all, 
Wiiere  that  thei  thinks  for  to  dwells, 
Aaooge  them  selfe,  so  as  tbei  tells 
Tifite  ben  enfowned  for  to  lere 
i  nafte,  wbichrcleped  is  Facrsre. 

For  if  Pacrers  come  abont, 
Tlan  afterwards  hem  stant  no  doubt: 
To  Toide  with  a  subtile  bonds 
Tbehest  goodes  of  the  tonde. 
And  bryi^  chaffs,  and  take  come, 
Where  as  Facrers  goth  bsforns. 
In  sll  his  weye  he  fint  no  letu 
That  dore  can  none  vssbsr  shette. 
Is  whiche  be  list  to  taks  entre. 

And  thos  the  counsaile  most  secre 
Of eoery  tbyng  Facreis  knowetb, 
Whiche  in  to  stnmge  place  he  bloweth 


Where  as  be  wote  it  oais  most  greas. 

And  thus  Facrers  maksth  bslsus. 
So  that  full  ofte  he  hath  deceined, 
Er  that  be  maie  ben  appsrosiusd. 
Thus  is  this  vice  for  to  dreds.       ^ 
For  who  these  olde  bokes  rede 
Of  suche  ensamples  as  we  are, 
Him  oufht  be  the  more  ware 
Of  all  tho  that  feignechere, 
Wherof  thou  shalte  a  tale  hers. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  excmplom  contra  istos,  qni. 
sub  dissimulate  beneuolentie  speculo  alios  in 
amore  defraudaat.  Et  narrat  qualiter  Hercules 
cum  ipse  quoddam  fluuium  cuius  vada  non 
nouit,  cum  Deiatiyra  transmeare  proposuit,  sn- 
perueniens  Nessus  gygas  ob  amicitiam  Herculis, 
vt  dixit,  Deianyram  in  vlnas  soas  suscipiens,  . 
trans  ripam  saluo  perdu xit.  Et  statim  cum  ad 
litus  peruenisset  quam  cito  currere  potuit,  ip- 
sam  tanquam  propriam  in  preiudiciom  Herculis 
asportare  fusions  conabatur.  Per  quod  non  , 
solum  ipsi  sed  etiam  H«  rculi  'mortis  euentodi 
fortuna  postmodum  causauit, 

O^  fals  semblant,  whiche  is  beleued, 
Ful  many  a  worthy  wight  is  greued. 
And  ^va8  longe  tyme  or  we  wer  bore. 
To  the  my  sonne  I  will  therfbre 
A  tale  tell,  offals  Semblant, 
W!iiche  falseth  many  a  couenant,  ^ 
And  many  a  fraude  of  fals  counsaile 
There  be  hongend  vpou  his  seile. 
And  that  aboughten  gilteles 
Both  Deianyre,  and  Hercules, 
The  whiche  in  greate  disease  fell 
Through  fals  Semblant,  as  I  shall  tell. 

Whan  Hercules  within  a  tbrowe 
Al  onely  hath  his  berte  tbrowe 
Upon  this  fair^  Deiaoyre, 
It  fell  him  on  a  daie  desire. 
Upon  a  riuer  as  he  stode. 
That  passe  he  wolde  ouer  the  floods 
Without  bote,  and  with  him  lede 
His  lone,  but  he  was  in  drede 
For  tendresse  of  that  sweete  wight. 
For  he  knewe  not  the  foorde  aright. 

There  was  a  geant  than  nigh, 
Whiche  Nessus  bight:  and  whan  he  sigh 
Thi^  Hercules  and  Deianyre, 
Within  his  herte  he  gan  conspire. 
As  he,  whiche  through  his  trecherie. 
Hath  Hercules  in  great  enuie, 
Whiche  he  bare  in  his  herte  loke: 
And  than  he  thought  it  shall  be  wroke. 
But  be  ne  durste  netbeles 
Ayene  this  worthye  Hercules 
Fall  in  debate,  as  for  to  feight. 
Bat  feigned  Semblant  all  by  sleight 
Of  frendship,  and  of  all  good, 
And  cometh,  where  as  thei  both  stoode,     • 
And  maketh  hero  all  the  chere  he  can. 
And  saith,  that  as  her  owne  man. 
He  is  all  redy  for  to  do 
What  thjrnfi^  he  maie :  and  it  fel  so, 
4  hat  thei  vpon  his  Semblant  triste. 
Did  askeo  him,  if  that  be  wiste 
What  thyng  hem  were  beste  to  doone. 
So  that  thei  mighten  saufe  and  soune 
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The  water  paste,  be  and  sfaee. 

And  whan  Nessos  the  prioetee 
Knewe  of  her  herte,  what  it  ment. 
As  be,  that  was  of  double  eotent. 
He  made  hem  ri^t  a  glad  Tisage. 
And  whao  he  herde  of  the  passage 
Of  him  and  bir,  he  thought  gile, 
And  feigneth  Sembiant  fi»r  a  while. 
To  done  hem  plesance  and  seroise. 
But  he  thought  all  an  other  wise. 

This  Ne^ras  with  his  wordes  slie 
Yafe  suche  coanseile  tofore  her  eie, 
Whiche  semed  outwarde  profitable. 
And  was  within  deceiuable. 
He  bad  hem  of  the  stremes  depe 
That  tbei  beware,  and  take  kepe, 
So  as  tbei  knowe  not  the  passe. 

But  for  to  heipe  in  suche  a  cas 
He  saith  him  selfe,  that  for  her  ease. 
He  wolde,  if  that  it  mighte  hem  please, 
The  passage  of  the  water  take. 
And  for  this  ladie  vndertake. 
To  beare  bir  to  that  other  stronde. 
And  saufe  to  sette  hir  vp  a  londe. 
And  Hercules  maie  than  also 
The  weye  knowe,  howe  he  shall  go. 

And  therto  thei  accorden  all. 
But  what  as  after  shall  befall. 
Well  paid  was  Hercules  of  this. 
And  this  Oeant  also  gladde  is, 
And  toke  this  ladie  yp  alofte. 
And  set  hir  on  his  shulder  softe: 
And  in  the  floode  began  to  wade, 
As  be,  whiche  no  grutchynge  made. 
And  bare  hir  oner  saufe  and  sounde. 
But  whan  be  stode  on  drie  grounde. 
And  Hercules  was  ferre  behinde. 
He  set  his  trouth  all  out  of  minde. 
Who  so  therof  be  lefe  or  loth, 
With  Deianyre  forth  be  goth. 
As  he  that  thought  to  disseuer 
The  companie  of  hem  for  euer. 

Whan  Hercules  thero/  toke  hede, 
As  faste  as  euer  he  might  bym  spede. 
He  hieth  after  in  a  throwe : 
And  hapneth  that  he  had  a  bowe, 
The  whiche  in  all  hast  hebende, 
As  he  that  wolde  an  arowe  sende, 
Whiche  he  tofore  had  enuenymed. 
He  hath  so  well  his  shotte  tymed, 
That  be  hym  through  the  body  smette. 
And  thus  the  false  wight  he  lette. 

But  liste  nowe,  suche  a  felon  ie. 
When  Nessus  wist  he  shnlde  die, 
He  toke  to  Oeianyre  his  sherte, 
Whiche  with  the  bloud  was  of  his  hert 
Through  out  disteined  ouer  all. 
And  tolde  howe  she  it  kepe  shall. 
And  priudy  to  this  entent : 
That  if  bir  lorde  his  berte  went 
Jh  loue  in  any  other  place, 
^  This  shert  he  saith  hath  suche  a  grace, 
That  if  she  maie  so  mocbel  make. 
That  he  the  sherte  vpon  hym  take. 
He  shall  all  other  lette  in  vaine 
And  toume  vnto  bir  loue  againe. 

Who  was  tho  glad  but  Deianyre  > 
Hir  thought  bir  herte  was  on  a  fire, 
Till  it  wsia  in  hir  cofer  loke: 
$0  that  no  worde  therof  was  i poke. 


The  dales  gone,  the  yeres  paBse, 
The  ^ertes  waxen  lasse  and  lasse 
Of  hem,  that  be  to  loiie>votrewe. 
This  Hercule^  with  bert  newe. 
His  loue  hath  set  on  Solen: 
And  therof  speken  all  men. 

This  Eolen,  this  (aire  maide 
Was  (as  men  thilke  tyme  saide) 
The  kynges  doughter  of  Enrice, 
And  she  made  Hercules  so  nice 
Upon  hir  loue,  and  so  assote. 
That  he  hym  clothetb  in  hir  cote  : 
And  she  in  his  was  eladde  full  olte. 
And  thus  feblesse  is  set  alofte. 
And  strengthe  was  put  vnder  foote. 
There  can  no  man  therof  do  boote. 
Whan  Deianyre  hath  herd  this  speche^ 
Xhere  was  no  soruwe  for  to  sech& 
Of  other  helpe  wote  she  none. 
But  goth  rnto  her  coufer  anone. 
With  wepend  eye,  and  wofiill  herte, 
jShe  toke  out  thilke  vnhappie  sherte. 
As  she  that  .wend  wel  to  do. 
And  brought  hir  werke  about  so. 
That  Hercules  this  shert  on  dede« 
To  suche  entent,  as  she  was  bede 
Of  Nessus,  so  as  I  saide  er: 
But  therof  was  she  nought  the  ner: 
As  no  fortune  maie  be  weyued. 
With  false  Sembiant  she  was  deceiued. 

Than  whan  she  wende  best  bane  wonne. 
She  lost  all  that  she  bath  begonne. 
For  thilke  sherte  voto  the  bone 
His  body  sette  a  fire  anone. 
And  deueth  so,  it  maie  not  twynne. 
For  the  venym,  that  was  therin« 

And  he  than  as  a  wilde  man, 
Unto  the  high  woodde  he  ranne, 
And  as  the  clerke  Ouidc  telletb. 
The  great  trees  to  grounde  he  felletb. 
With  strength  of  bis  owne  might, 
And  made  an  huge  fire  vpright. 
And  lepte  hym  selfe  therin  at  ones. 
And  brent  him  selfe  both  fiesshe  and  bones, 
Whiche  thyng  cam  through  false  seipblaot. 
That  fals  Nessus  the  Geant 
Made  ynto  him,  and  to  his  wife, 
Wberof  that  he  hath  loste  his  life; 
And  she  sory  for  euermo. 

For  thy  my  sonne  er  the  be  wo 
I  rede,  be  wel  ware  therfore. 
For  whan  so  great  a  man  was  lore, 
It  ought  to  yeue  a  great  conceite 
To  warne  all  other  of  suche  deceite* 

Graunt  mercy  father,  1  am  ware 
So  fer,  that  I  no  more  dare 
Of  fals  Sembiant  take  acqueintance. 
But  rather  I  wol  do  penance: 
That  I  haue  feigned  chere  er  this. 
Nowe  asketh  forth,  whot  so  there  is. 
Of  that  belongeth  to  my  shrifte. 

My  Sonne  yet  there  is  the  fifte, 
Whiche  is  couceiued  of  enuie. 
And  cleped  is  Supplantarie: 
Through  whose  compassement  and  gila    . 
Ful  many  hath  loste  his  while 
In  loue,  as  wel  as  other  wise. 
Here  after  as  1  shall  deuise. 

Inuidus  alter iys  est  snpplantator  honoris 
£t  tua  quo  T^rtat  culmina  sitbtus  «ra^ 
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Est opQsoocnltiiiD,  qoasi  que  latet  anguis  in  herba, 
3iiod  fiunt,  et  aobita  aorte  noduiis  adest. 

Sic  saUilis  amant  alinni  sapplaotat  amantem, 
Et  capitoocttlte,  quod  neqnit  ipse  palam 

Saepaqne  tupplantans  in  plantain  plantat  amoris, 
Qnod  pQtat  in  propriis  alter  habere  bonis. 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  de  quinta  specie  Inuidie, 
quz  supplantatio  dicitur,  cuius  cultor  prius- 
quam  percipiatur  aliene  dignitatis,  et  officii 
muUoUens  introsor  existens. 

The  rice  of  sapplantacion. 
With  many  a  Ms  collacion, 
Whicbe  he  conspiretb  all  irnknowe. 
Fall  ofte  tjme  bath  ouerthrowe 
The  worship  of  another  man : 
So  vd  no  life  awaite  can 
Arene  his  sleight  for  to  caste. 
That  he  his  purpose  at  the  laste 
Ke  bath,  er  that  it  be  withset, 
Bnt  moste  of  all  his  hert  is  set 
In  court,  ypon  these  great  offices 
Of  dignitees  and  benefices. 
Thus  goth  he  with  his  sleighte  about 
To  hynder,  and  shone  another  out. 
And  stooden  with  his  slighe  compas. 
In  stede  there  another  was. 
And  so  to  set  him  selfe  ynne 
He  recketh  not  be  so  he  wynne. 
Of  that  another  man  shall  lese. 
And  thus  full  ofte  challoe  for  chese 
He  changeth  with  fnll  litell  coste, 
Wberof  another  hath  the  loste, 
And  be  the  profite  shall  receluc. 
for  his  fortune  is  to  deceiue. 
And  for  to  change  vpon  tlie  wbel« 
His  wo  with  other  mens  wele. 
Of  that  another  man  aualeth 
His  owne  astate  thus  he  vp  haleth. 
And  taketh  the  byrde  to  his  beyete. 
Where  other  men  the  busshes  bete. 

My  soone  and  in  the  same  wise 
Tbere  be  loners  of  sucbe  emprise. 
That  shapen  hem  to  be  relieued. 
Where  it  is  wronge,  to  be  acheued. 
for  it  is  other  mans  right, 
Whiche  be  hath  take  dale  and  night 
To  kepe  ibr  his  owne  store, 
Toward  him  selfe  for  euermore. 
And  is  his  proper  by  the  lawe, 
Wbtche  tbyng  that  asketh  no  felawe^ 
If  looe  holde  bis  cooenaunt: 
Bat  thei  that  worchen  by  supplant 
Yet  wolden  sucbe  a  man  supplant, 
Aad  take  a  p^rt  of  tbilke  plant, 
Whicbe  be  hath  for  him  selfe  set. 
And  so  fhl  ofte  is  all  vnknet 
That  some  man  weneth  be  right  feste. 
For  Supplant  with  his  slye  cast 
Foil  ofte  hapDcth  for  to  mowe 
Thyag,  whicbe  another  man  hath  sowe. 
And  maketh  common  of  propretee 
With  sleight,  and  with  subtiltee, 
As  men  maie  sei^from  yere  to  yere. 
Thus  dairaeth  be  the  bote  to  sterc, 
Of  »hicbe  another  maister  is. 

For  thy  my  aoone  if  thou  er  this 
Haste  ben  of  sucbe  profession. 
Diso9acr  thy  CQu9eit\Qn 


Hast  thou  supplanted  any  man? 
For  ought  that  1  you  telle  can 
Myn  holy  father  as  of  dede, 
I  am  witbouten  any  drede. 
And  gilteles:  but  of  my  thought 
My  conscience  excuse  I  nought 

For  were  it  wronge  or  wer  it  right. 
Me  liketh  no  thyng  but  might 
That  I  ne  wolde  longe  er  this 
Of  other  mans  loue  I  wis. 
By  wey  of  supplantacion 
Haue  made  appropriacion. 
And  holde  that  I  neuer  nought, 
Thougbe  it  another  man  forthonght. 

And  all  this  speke  I  bnt  of  one. 
For  whom  I  lete  all  other  gone. 
But  hir  I  maie  not  ouerpasse, 
That  I  ne  mote  alwey  compasse. 
Me  rought  not  by  what  qneintise. 
So  that  I  might  in  any  wise 
Fro  sucbe,  that  my  ladie  seme 
Hir  hert  make  for  to  swerue 
Without  any  parte  of  loue. 
For  by  the  goddes  all  aboue 
I  wolde  it  might  so  befell» 
That  i  alone  shuld  hem  all 
Supplant,  and  welde  hir  at  my  wilt. 
And  that  thynge  maie  I  nought  folfiU, 
But  if  I  shuide  strengthe  make: 
And  that  dare  I  nought  vndertake. 
Though  I  were  as  was  Alisander. 
For  tberof  might  rise  a  sklander. 
And  certes  that  shall  I  do  neuer. 
For  in  good  feith  yet  had  I  lener 
In  my  simplesse  for  to  die, 
Than  worche  suche  supplantarie, 

Of  other  wise  1  woll  not  sate, 
That  if  I  fonde  a  siker  waie, 
I  wolde  as  for  conclusion 
Worche  after  snpplantaclon. 
So  hyghe  a  loue  for  to  winne, 
Nowe  fether,  if  that  this  be  sinne, 

I  am  redy  to  redresse 

The  gylt,  of  whiche  1  me  confesse: 

My  good  Sonne  as  of  supplant 
The  dare  not  drede  tant  ne  quant. 

As  for  no  thynge  that  1  haue  berde,  . 

But  onely  that  thou  haste  misferde 

Thinkeod:  and  that  me  liketh  nought. 

For  god  beholt  a  mans  thought. 
And  if  thou  vhderstode  in  sooth. 

In  loues  cause  what  it  dooth, 

A  man  to  ben  a  supplantoor. 

Thou  woldest  for  thyn  owne  honour 

By  double  waie  take  kepe. 
Fyrste  for  thyn  owne  estate  to  kepe 

To  be  thy  selfe  so  well  be  thought. 

That  thou  supplanted  were  nought. 
And  eke  for  worship  of  thy  name, 

Towardes  other  do  the  same: 

And  mWre  euery  man  haue  his. 

But  netheles  it  was  and  is, 

That  in  awaite  at  all  assaies 

Supplant  of  loue  in  our  waies. 

The  leef  full  ofte  for  the  leuer  * 

Forsaketh,  and  so  it  hath  done  euer. 

Ensample  I  fynde  thervpon. 

g^ualiter  Agamemnon  de  aniore  Bresselde  Achil- 
lem,  et  Diomedes  de  amore  Criseide  Troilum 
supplantauit 
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At  troie  ho  we  that  Agamemiion 
Supplanted  the  worthie  knight 
Achilles,  for  that  sweete  wight 
Whiche  named  was  Bristeida. 

And  also  of  Criseida, 
Wboroe  Troilus  to  lone  cbesy 
Supplanted  bath  Diomedea. 

Snaliter  Amphitriam  sociuai  suom  Getam  qui 
Alcmenam  peramauit,  seipsum  loco  alterios 
cautelosa  supplantacione  si^itoit. 

Of  Geta  and  Amphitrionef 

That  whilom  were  both  as  one 

Of  freodship  and  of  companie, 

I  rede  howe  that  Sopplantarie 

In  loue,  as  it  betid  tho, 

Begyled  hath  one  of  hem  two. 

For  this  Geta,  that  I  of  mene. 

To  whom  the  lusty  fiiire  Alcmene 

Assured  was  by  waie  of  lone. 

Whan  he  beste  wende  haue  ben  abooe. 

And  sikereste  ofHbat  he  had, 

Cupido  BO  the  cause  lad. 

That  while  he  was  out  of  the  weie, 

Amphitrion  hir  looe  aweie 

Hath  take,  and  in  this  forme  he  wrought. 

By  night  vnto  the  chambre  he  sought. 
Where  that  she  lay ;  and  with  a  wile 
He  counterfeteth  for  the  while 
The  voice  of  Geet,  in  suche  a  wise^ 
That  made  hir  of  hir  bedde  arise, 
Wenende  that  it  were  he, 
And  lete  hym  in :  and  whan  thei  be 
To  gyder  a  bedde  in  armes  iaste. 
This  Geta  cam  than  at  laste 
Unto  the  dore,  and  saide  rndo. 
And  she  answerd,  and  bad  hym  go. 
And  saide,  howe  that  a  bed  all  warme 
Hir  liefe  lay  naked  in  hir  arme. 
Sbe  wende;  that  it  were  sooth. 

Lo  what  supplant  of  lone  dootb. 
This  Geta  foorth  beiaped  went. 
And  yet  ne  wyst  he,  what  it  ment. 
Amphitrion  hym  hath  supplanted 
With  sleight  of  loue,  and  hir  enchanted. 
And  thus  put  euery  man  out  other. 
The  ship  of  loue  hath  lost  his  rother^ 
So  that  he  can  no  reason  stere. 
And  for  to  speke  of  this  mattere 
Touchende  loue,  and  his  supplaunt, 
A  tale,  wkiche  is  accordant 
Unto  thine  eare  I  thynke  enforme. 
Nowe  herken,  for  this  is  the  forme. 

Hie  in  amoris  causa  coiitra  fraodem  detractioois 
ponit  Confessor  exemplum,  £t  narrat  de  quo- 
dam  Roman!  imperatoris  filio,  qui  probitates 
armorum  super  omnia  exeroeie  afieotans,  nesci- 
ente  patre  vltra  mare  in  partes  Persie  ad  deter* 
uiendum  Soldano  super  guenms  cum  solo  milite 
tanquam  socio  suo  ignotus  se  tranttulit,  Et  cum 
ipsius  milicie  fom^  super  alios  ibidem  oelaior 
accreuisset,  contigit,  vt  in  quodam  hello  oontra 
Caliphnm  Egypti  inito,  soUlanus  a  sagitCa  mor- 
taliter  vulneratus  priusquam  moreretur  quen- 
dam  anulom  filie  sue  secretissimum  isto  nobiii 
Romano  tradidit  diceos,  qualiter  filia  sua  sub 
pateme  benedictionis  vinculo  adiurata  est,,quod 
quicumque  dictom  anulom  ei  afferret,  ipsum  in 
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coniugem  pre  omnibus  lasciptret  Defuncto  an- 
tern  Soldano  versus  ciuitateoi,  que  Kayre  dicitar, 
itinerantes,  iste  Romanus  commiUtoni  sho  hn- 
ius  misterii  secretum  lenelauit,  qui  noctsmter  a 
bursa  domini  sui  anulua  furto  surripiena,  hec 
que  audiuit  vsui  proprio  ialaissima  supplaiM^ 
Clone  applicult,  et  sic  seruus  pro  domino  dea- 
ponsata  sibi  Soldani  Alia,  coronatus,  Ptersie  reg- 
nauit. 

Of  thilke  citee  chiefe  of  all, 
Whiche  men  the  noble  Rom»ca11, 
Er  it  was  set  to  Christes  faith. 
There  was,  as  the  cronike  saitb. 
An  emperour,  the  whiche  it  lad 
In  pece,  that  he  no  warres  had. 
There  was  no  thynge  disobeisant, 
Whiche  was  to  Rome  apertenant. 
But  all  was  toumed  in  to  rsste. 
To  some  it  thought  hem  for  the  beste. 
To  some  it  thought  nothynge  so. 
And  that  was  onely  vnto  tho. 
Whose  heite  stoode  vpon  knightbode : 
But  most  of  all  his  manhode. 
The  worthie  sonne  of  .the  emperour, 
Whiche  wolde  ben  a  warriour. 
As  he  that  was  chiualrous. 
Of  worldes  fame  and  desyrous : 
Began  his  father  to  beseche. 
That  he  the  warres  might  seche 
In  strange  marches  for  to  ride. 

His  fother  saide  he  shulde  abide. 
And  wolde  graont  hym  no  leue. 
But  he  whiche  wolde  nought  beleuc. 
A  knight  of  his,  to  whom  he  trist. 
Right  euen  as  he  thought  and  list. 
He  toke  and  tolde  hym  his  courage. 
That  he  purposeth  a  viage. 
If  that  fortune  with  hym  stonde. 

He  sayde,  that  he  wolde  fonde 
The  great  sea  to  passe  vnknowe. 
And  there  abide  for  a  throwe 
Upon  the  warres  to  trauaile. 

And  to  this  point  without  faile 
This  knight  whan  he  hath  herde  his  lorde. 
Is  swore,  and  stant  of  his  accorde. 
As  thei  that  bothe  yonge  were: 
So  that  in  preuie  oounsaile  thece 
Thei  ben  assented  for  to  wende. 
And  thervpon  to  make  an  ende. 
Treasure  enough  with  hem  tbei  token. 

And  whan  the  tyme  is  best  thei  loken, 
•That  sodenlicbe  in  agaleie 
Fro  Rome  londe  thei  wente  their  weie. 
And  londed  vpon  that  other  side. 
The  worlde  fell  so  that  ilke  tide, 
Whiche  euer  his  happes  hath  diuerse. 
The  great  Soldan  than  of  Perse 
Ayene  the  Caliphe  of  Egypte 
A  warre,  whiche  that  hym  bedipte 
Hath  in  a  marche  costeaunt:  * 
And  be  whiche  was  a  pursiuaut 
Worshippe  of  armes  to  atteyne. 
This  Romaine  anona  let  ordeioe. 
That  he  was  redie  euery  dele. 
And  whan  he  was  arraied  weie 
Of  euery  thyng,  whiche  hym  bdongeth, 
Straoght  vnto  Kayre  his  wtrie  he  fopgetb  ; 
Where  he  the  Soldan  than  fonde, 
And  askcth,  that  within  bis  londe 
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He  Bif ht  hjm  for  tbe  waire  seme. 
As  ke  vhicbe  woll  his  tlumke  deserae. 

The  Sovldan  «u  right  glad  withail. 
And  well  the  more  mspeciall, 
WhtB  that  he  wist  he  was  Romaine, 
But  what  h«  was  ellea  inoertaine, 
Thst  might  be  wite  by  no  waie. 
iod  that  the  Imight,  of  wbomb  I  saie, 
Tovardc  tbe  Sooldao  is  belefte : 
And  in  tbe  marches  nowe  and  efte. 
Where  that  the  dedely  wanes  were. 
He  wroQgfat  suche  knightbode  there. 
That  eoery  man  spake  of  him  good. 
And  tiitlke  tyme  so  it  stoode, 
Tbii  migbtie  Soldan  by  his  wife 
A  donghter  hath,  thai  in  this  life 
Mea  aide  there  was  none  so  feire, 
Sheihelde  benhir  fbtbem  beire, 
Aod  vu  of  yeres  ripe  eoongh. 
Hir  beutee  many  on  hert  diough 
To  bone  to  that  like  lawe. 
Fro  vbicbe  no  life  maie  be  withdrawe, 
Aod  tbstis  tone,  whose  nature 
Set  life  sad  death  in  a  venture 
Of  ben,  tbatknigbthode  vndertake. 

This  lostie  peine  hath  oaertake 
The  belt  of  this  Romain  so  soffe, 
Thit  to  knightbode  more  and  more 
Pivvene  aoaaotetb  his  courage : 
Licbeto  the  lion  in  his  rage, 
AowboB  that  all  botes  flee, 
Sedie  was  this  knight  in  his  degree, 
^^bere  be  was  armed  in  the  felde, 
Tho  dost  none  abide  his  sbelde. 
Oicst  price  Tpon  the  warres  he  had. 
^  she,  whiche  all  the  chance  lad 
^arlme  tbope  the  marches  so, 
TW  bj  tbassent  of  bothe  two 
"^  Soldan  and  the  Caliphe  eke, 
^t  Ypoo  a  dale  tliei  seke : 
^^Kbe  was  in  ioche  a  wise  set, 
Tbt  knfer  shulde  it  not  be  let. 
^  nude  hem  stronge  on  euery  side, 
Aedvbsaitdroogfa  towarde  the  tide, 
IjWthcbataillshaldebe, 
"^  Soldaa  in  great  priuetee 
A  goUe  ra^e  of  his  doogfater  toke, 
^  Bsde  bir  swere  vpon  a  boke, 
^c^rpon  the  gods  aU: 
wiffbrtune  so  befell, 
■thebataiOethathedeie, 
Tbt  he  shsQ  thOke  man  obeie, 
^take bim  to  bir  boosbonde, 
I^Ucke  tbilke  saose  ringe  to  bonde 
»« ibaUe  bryng  after  his  detb. 

Ihb  hstt  ihe  swore,  and  forth  be  getfa. 
With  all  tte  po^r  of  bis  londe 
yiio  tbe  marehe,  where  he  fonde 
"»  eaaemie  fell  eabatailed. 
^  Soldan  hath  tbe  felde  assailed. 
^  that  ben  bardie  soone  assemhien, 
whenf  the  diedfeU  hertes  trembleo. 
<w  one  rieetb,  and  that  other  stemetb, 
■^t  eboaea  aU  Us  price  desemeth 
Thn  kaigbtly  Romain,  where  he  rode 
Htt  dedely  swerde  no  man  abodes 
^Tcae  tbe  vhiehe  was  BO  defences 
%pte  iedde  in  bU  pieaence, 
y  tbei  of  Feras  wpoa  the  chace 
'^'Mea,  b«t  I  «oi  wiMil  irace 
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Befell,  an  arowe  out  of  a  bowe. 
All  sodeoly  within  a  throwe 
The  Soldan  smote,  and  there  he  laie. 
The  chas  is  left  for  thilke  daie. 
And  he  was  bore  in  to  a  teot. 

The  Soldan  sighe  how  that  it  went. 
And  that  be  shulde  algates  die: 
And  to  this  knight  of  Romanie 
As  ynto  him  whom  be  most  triste. 
His  doogbters  ringe,  that  none  it  wiste, 
He  toke,  and  tolde  him  all  tbe  cas. 
Upon  hir  othe  what  token  it  was, 
Of  that  she  shulde  ben  his  wife. 

Whan  this  was  saide^  the  hertes  life 
Of  this  Soldan  departeth  soone : 
And  tbervpon,  aa  was  to  doone^ 
The  dede  body  well  and  feire 
Thei  cane  till  thei  come  at  Kaire : 
There  he  was  wortheliche  begraue. 

The  lordes,  whiche  as  wolden  sane 
llie  reigae,  whiche  was  deaolate. 
To  bryng  it  in  to  good  estate, 
A  parleraent  thei  set  anone. 

Nowe  herken  what  fell  tbervpon. 
This  yonge  lotde  this  worthie  knight 
Of  Rome,  vpon  the  same  night. 
That  thei  a  morowe  trete  sbolde. 
Unto  bis  bachiler  he  tolde 
His  counseill,  and  the  riuge  with  all 
He  sbeweth,  through  whiche  he  shall 
He  seitb,  the  kyoges  doughter  wedde. 
For  so  the  ringe  was  leide  to  wedde 
He  tolde,  in  to  hir  fathers  honde. 
That  with  what  man  that  she  it  fonde. 
She  shulde  him  take  vnto  bir  lorde. 
And  thus,  he  seittt,  stent  of  recorde. 
But  no  roan  wote  who  bath  this  ringe. 

This  bachelere  vpon  this  tbynge 
His  ere  and  his  entent  laide. 
And  thought  more»  than  he  saide. 
And  feigneth  with  a  feb  visage, 
That  he  was  glad :  but  his  courage 
Was  all  set  in  a  nother  wise. 

These  olde  philosophers  wise 
Thei  writen  vpon  thilke  while. 
That  he  maie  best  a  man  begile, 
In  whom  the  roan  hath  most  credence. 

And  this  befell  in  euidence 
Toward  this  yonge  lord  of  Rome. 
His  bachiler,  whiche  had  tome, 
Whan  that  his  lorde  by  night  slepte, 
This  ringe,  tbe  whiche  his  maister  kepte. 
Out  of  his  purs  aweie  he  dede. 
And  put  another  in  the  stede. 

A  morow  whan  the  court  is  set. 
The  yonge  ladie  was  forth  fet. 
To  whome  tbe  lordes  done  homage. 
And  after  that  of  mariage 
Thei  treaten,  and  asken  of  hir  wille. 

Rut  she  whiche  thought  to  fulfllle 
Hir  feders  best  in  this  mattere, 
Saide  openly,  that  men  maie  here 
The  charge,  whiche  hir  fader  had. 

Tho  was  this  lorde  of  Rome  ghul, 
And  drough  toward  his  pnrs  anone. 
But  all  for  nought,  it  was  a  gone. 
His  bachiler  i^hath  forth  draws, 
^And  asketb  thet^pon  the  lawe: 
That  she  him  hx^e  couenant. 
Tbe  tokcA  was  »o  mffiiaDt, 
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That  it  ne  might  be  forsake. 

And  netbeles  his  lorde  hath  take 
Sttarelle  ayene  his  owne  man. 
J3ut  for  nothyng  ths^t  euer  he-caity 
He  might  as. than  nought  beheide: 
So  that  his  claime  is  vnanswerde. 
And  he  hath  of  his  purpos  failed; 

This  bachiler  wbs  tho  counsaiied 
And  wedded,  and  of  tbiUce  empire 
He  was  crouned  lonl  and  sire. 
And  all  the  iond  him  bath  reoeioed : 
Wberof  his  lorde,  wbiche  wasdeceiued 
A  seknes,  er  the  third  morowey 
Conceiued  hath  of  dedly  sorowe. 
And  as  he  lay  vpon  hb  death, 
There  while  him  la^teth  apeche  aad  breth. 
He  send  for  the  worthiest 
Of  all  the  londe,  and  eke  the  best, 
And  tolde  hem  all  the  sooth  tho 
That  he  was  sonne  and  heice  also 
Of  themperour  of  great  Rome: 
And  howe  that  thei  to  gyder  oome 
This  knight,  and  he,  right  as  it  was 
He  tolde  hem  all  the  pUine  cas. 

And  for  that  he  his  cOnnseii  tolde, 
That  other  hath  all  that  he  woldc. 
And  he  hath  failed  of  his  mede. 
As  for  the  good  he  taketh  none  hede^ 
He  saith,  but  onely  of  the  loue. 
Of  whiche  he  wend  bane  he  abone. 
And  therrpon  by  letter  write 
He  doth  his  iader  for  to  wite, 
Of  all  the  matter  howe  it  stoode. 
And  than  with  an  hertely  mode 
Unto  the  lordcs  he  besought, 
To  telle  his  lady  howe  he  bought 
Hir  loue,  of  whiche  another  gladdeth. 
And  with  that  worde  his  hewe  fadeth. 
And  saide,  a  dien  my  ladye  sweete. 
The  life  hath  loste  his  kiiidely  bete. 
And  he  laye  still  as  any  stone, 
Wberof  was  sory  many  one : 
But  none  of  all  so  as  she. 

This  fals  knight  in  his  degree 
Arested  was,  and  pat  in  holde. 
For  openly  whan  it  was  tolde 
Of  the  treason,  whiche  is  befall, 
Throughout  the  londe  thei  saideu  aU, 
If  it  be  sooth,  that  men  suppose. 
His  owne  vntrouth  him  shall  depose^ 
And  for  to  seche  an  enidenoe 
With  honour,  and  great  reuerence, 
Wberof  thei  mighten  koowe  an  endt. 
To  themperour  anon  thei  sende 
The  letter,  wbiche  his  sonne  wrote. 

And  whan  that  he  the  sooth  wote. 
To  tell  his  sorowe  ia  endeles. 
But  yet  in  haste  netheles 
Upon  the  tale,  whiche  he  horde 
His  steward  in  to  Perse  ferde. 
With  many  a  worthy  Romaine  eke. 
His  liege  traitor  for  to  seke. 

And  whan  thei  thyder  come  were, 
This  knight  him  hath  confessid  there^ 
Howe  falsely  that  lie  hath  hym  bore : 
Wberof  his  worth  ie  Aorde  was  lore. 
Tho  saiden  some,  he  shulde  deie : 
But  yet  thei  fbunden  suche  a  wei^, 
That  he  shall  not  be  dede  in  Perse. 
And  Uiin  the  ikilleg  bei)  diiiert% 


Be  cause  that  he  was  corowed. 
Of  that  the  londe  was  habanduned 
To  hym,  all  though  it  were  vorigiiC, 
There  is  no  peine  for  him  dight. 
But  to  this  point  and  to  this  ende 
Thei  graunten  wel,  that  he  shalf  « 
With  the  Romayns  to  Rome  ageine. 
And  thns  acorded  full  and  pleine. 
The  quicke  body  with  the  dede 
With  leue  take,  (orth  tbd  lede^ 
Where  that  Supplant  hath  his  Jniae, 
Wberof  that  tho«  the  might  anise 
Upon  this  inibrmacion, 
Touchend  of  sopplantaeion. 
That  thou  my  sotine  do  not  so. 

And  for  to  take  kede  also 
What  supplant  dooth  in  other  halue. 
There  is  no  man  can  fiode  a  salue 
Pleinly  to  helen  suche  a  sore. 
It  hath  and  shall  ben  euermore. 
Whan  pride  is  with  enuie  Joyiit, 
He  suffreth  no  man  in  good  poynt. 
Where  that  he  maie  his  honour  let 
And  thervpon  if  I  shall  set 
Ensample  in  holy  ehorcbe  I  fynde. 
How  that  supplant  is  not  behsmde, 
God  wote  if  that  it  nowe  be  so. 

For  in  Cronike  of  tyme  a  go 
I  fynde  a  tale  concordable 
Of  Supplaunt,  wbiche  is  no  Mle 
In  the  maner  as  I  shall  teUe, 
So  as  wbylom  the  thynges  felle. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  contra  iftos  is 
•  causa  dignitatis  adquirende  supplantatores.  tt 
narrat  qualiter  papa  Bonifacius  predeceisorem 
suum  Celestinum  a  papatu  contractata  circum- 
uencione  frauduleuter  supplantauitf  Sed  ma\ 
potentes  a  sede  deponit  huiusmodi  suppUnU^ 
cionis  fraudem  non  sustinens,  ipsum  sic  in  s^ 
lime  exaltatum  postea  in  profundi  carceris  dh 
seriam  proiici,  fame  que  siti  crucian,  nee  oon  e\ 
ab  huius  vite  gaudiis  dolorosa  morte  supplant* 
ri  permisit. 

At  Rome  as  it  hath  ofte  fall. 

The  viker  geiierall  of  all. 

Of  hem  that  leuen  Christes  itkh. 

His  laste  daie,  wbiche  none  with  saith. 

Hath  shette,  as  to  the  worldes  eie : 

Whos  name,  if  I  shall  specifie. 

He  bight  Pope  Nicolas. 

And  thus  ftrhan  that  he  passed  was. 

The  Cardinals,  that  woldeB  saue 

The  forme  of  lawe  in  the  condaoe^ 

Gon  for  to  chese  a  uewe  Pope. 

And  after  that  thei  coiithe  grope 

Hath  eche  of  hem  saide  his  entent. 

Till  at  laste  thei  assent 

Upon  an  holy  clerke  reclue, 

Whiche  full  was  of  gostly  vertni«. 
HispacieQce,'aiid  hiaaiiBplease 

Hath  set  hym  in  to  highe  noblesse. 

Thus  was  he  Pope  canonised 

With  great  honour,  and  introniscd. 

And  vpon  chance,  as  it  is  falle, 
'  His  name  Celestin  men  calie. 
.oWhiche  notified  was  by  bidl 

To  holy  churche  :  and' to  the  foH 

In  all  londes  magnified. 
Bat  euery  worriiip  ia  f 
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Aad  tbtt  wssthiJke  tjrme  tene. 

For  whaD  this  Pbpe,  of  whome  I  meoe, 

Was  chose,  and  other  set  be  side, 

A  caidiiiall  was  ihiike  tide, 
Whicbe  the  papate  hatb  loofe  desyred, 
And  theirpoa  gretly  conspired. 
But  vfau  be  sighe  fortune  is  failed. 
For  whicbe  looge  time  he  hath  trauailed: 
That  like  fyre,  which  Ethtia  brennetb, 
BroQgh  oQt  hie  vofoll  herte  renDetb : 
Wbiche  is  resembled  to*enuie, 
Wbcfof  Sapplaat  and  trecberie 
Eogendred  is.    And  netbeles 
He  feigneth  lone,  he  feigneth  pes, 
Oatwarde  he  dooth  the  reuerence : 
Hot  all  within  his  comcieiioe, 
Throufffa  fids  jrmaginacioo. 
He  thoQf ht  Supplantacion. 
And  therrpon  a  wonder  wile 
He  wnxighL    For  at  thil  ke  while 
It  fen  so,  that  of  his  linage 
He  had  a  Clergon  yonge  of  age, 
Whom  he  hath  in  his  chamber  affiiited. 
This  CardioaU  hia  time  hath  waited, 
Aad  with  his  vof^des  siie  and  qudnt. 
The  whicbe  he  couth  wisely  peint. 
He  shope  this  cleike  of  whicbe  1  tell, 
Towarde  the  pope  for  to  dwell : 
So  that  within  his  chamber  a  night 
He  iaie :  and  was  a  prinie  wigfat 
Towarde  the  pope  on  nightos  tide, 
May  no  man  flee,  thait  shall  be<tide. 

This  Cardioall,  whicbe  thought  gile, 
Upon  a  daie,  whan  he  hath  while. 
This  yonge  clerke  wnto  him  toke. 
And  made  hym  swere  vpon  a  boke, 
And  tolde  him  what  his  will  was : 
And  foorth  with  all  a  Trompe  of  bras 
He  hath  hym  take,  and  bad  him  this. 
Thoa  Shalt,  he  saide,  whan  time  is 
A«aite,aod  take  right  good  kepe, 
Whaa  that  the  Pope  is  fyat  a  slepe. 
And  that  none  other  man  be  nie : 
Aad  than  that  thou  be  so  slie 
Thnngh  oat  the  Trompe  ia  to  hn  era. 
Fro  bmi  as  though  a  voioe  it  were. 
To  lowoe  of  sncbe  prolacion, 
That  he  his  meditacion 
Therof  maie  make,  and  vnderstonde, 
Ai  thoQgb  it  were  of  gods  sonde. 

And  in  tfass  wiae  thou  shalt  seie, 
Tbt  be  do  thiike  astate  aweie 
Of  Pope,  of  whicbe  he  stant  honoured^ 
&>  ihall  his  soule  be  aoconred 
Of  thiike  worsbippe  at  the  last 
Is  heaeo,  whicbe  shall  eoer  last. 

This  cterke,  whan  he  hath  herd  the  fonae, 
How  he  the  1N>pe  shvld  eofbrme : 
Toke  oCthe  Cardinall  hta  leue, 
And  goth  hym  home,  till  it  was  eoe, 
Aad  piiady  the  trampe  he  bedde 
TyU  that  the  Pope  was  a  bedde. 
Aad  at  the  midnight,  whan  he  knewe 
The  Pope  slepte,  than  he  Uewe 
Within  his  Trompe  through  the  wall, 
Aad  toUe,  in  what  manew  he  sbail 
His  papacie  lane,  and  take 
His  irste  astate.    And  thus  awake 
This  holy  Pnpe  he  made  thries : 
WherardkKfBf 


tjpon  his  great  bolinesse, 
Within  his  herte  he  gan  impresse. 
The  Pope  full  of  Innocence 
Conceiueth  in  hia  conscience. 
That  it  is  gods  wiH,  he  cese. 
But  in  what  wise  he  maie  relese 
His  hie  astate,  that  wote  he  nought. 

And  thus  within  him  selfe  hh  thought, 
He  bare  it  still  in  his  tnemorie. 
Till  he  cam  to  the  consistorie. 
And  there  in  presence  of  hem  all 
He  asketh :  if  it  so  befall. 
That  any  Pope  cetse  wolde, 
Howe  that  the  lawe  it  suffsr  &.  .Me. 

Tbei  setten  all  still,  and  herde. 
Was  none,  wbiche  to  the  pointe  answerde, 
For  to  what  purpos  that  it  ment. 
There  was  no  man  knewe  his  entent. 
But  onely  he,  whiche  shop  the  gile. 

This  Cardinall  the  same  while 
All  openly  with  wordes  pleine 
Seith :  if  the  Pope  woU  ordeine, 
That  there  be  suche  a  lawe  wrought : . 
Than  might  he  cesse,  and  elles  nought. 

And  as  he  saide,  doon^it  was. 
The  Pope  anoite  vpon  the  cas 
Of  his  papall  auctoritee 
Hath  made  and  youe  the  decree. 
And  whan  the  lawe  was  confenhed 
In  due  forme,  and  all  affermed. 
This  innocent,  whiche  was  deceiued. 
His  papacie  anone  hath  weiued. 
Renounced  and  resigned  eke. 
That  other  was  nothynge  to  seke^ 
But  vndemeth  suche  a  iape 
He  bath  so  for  hym  selfe  shape. 
That  howe  as  euer  it  hym  beseme, 
The  miter,  with  the  diademe 
He  bath  through  supplantacion: 
And  in  his  confirmacion, 
Upon  the  fortune  of  his  grace. 
His  name  i»as  cleped  Boniface. 

Under  the  viser  of  enuie 
Lo  thus  was  hid  the  trecberie, 
Whiche  bath  begiled  many  one. 
But  suche  couosaill  there  maie  be  none« 
Whiche  treason,  whan  it  is  conspired. 
That  it  nis  like  the  sparke  fired 
Up  in  thy  roofe,  whiche  for  a  throwe 
Lieth  hid,  til  whan  the  windes  blowe 
It  blaseth  out  on  eucry  side. 

This  Bonibce,  whiche  can  nought  hide 
The  trecheKe  of  his  supplant. 
Hath  openly  made  bis  auant, 
Howe  he  the  pai>acie  hath  wonne. 
But  thing  which  is  with  wrong  begonnei 
Maie  neuer  stonde  wel  at  ende. 
Where  pride  shall  the  bowe  bende 
He  sheteth  fol  out  of  the  weye, 
And  thus  the  pope,  of  whom  I  seye: 
Whan  that  he  stoode  on  higbe  the  wbelef 
He  can  not  suffer  hym  selfe  be  wele. 
Enuie,  whicbe  is  loueles. 
And  pride,  whiche  is  laweles. 
With  suche  tempestes  made  hym  eire, 
That  charitee  goth  out  of  faerre: 
So  that  vpon  misgooemance, 
Ageynst  Lewis  the  kynge  of  France 
He  toke  quarell  of  h{s  oultrage, 
And  si^dei  he  tfauld  done  hom>ge 
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Unto  the  churche  bodiljr* 

Bnt  he  that  wist  no  thyng  why 
He  shulde  do  so  great  seniioey 
After  the  worlde  in  suche  a  wise. 
Withstood  the  wronge  of  that  demamid.  . 
For  nought  the  pope  male  commaund 
The  lEyoge  woU  not  the  pope  obeye. 

This  pope  th6  by  all  weye, 
That  he  male  worcbe  of  Yiolence, 
Hath  sent  the  balle  of  hb  sentencay 
With  cursinge,  and  enterdite. 

The  kynge  vpon  this  wrongfall  pUte, 
To  kepe  his  reigne  from  semage, 
Counsailed  was  of  his  baronage. 
That  might  with  might  shal  be  with  stonde. 
Thus  was  the  cause  take  on  honde. 
And  saiden,  that  the  papacie 
Thei  wolde  honoure  and  magnito 
In  all  that  eber  is  spiritoall. 
Bat  the  iike  pride  temporal! 
Of  Boni&ce  in  his  persone, 
Ayene  that  iIke  wronge  alone 
Thei  wolden  stonde  in  debate. 
And  thus  the  man,  and  nought  the  state 
The  irenche  shopen  by  her  might 
To  greeue.:  And  fel  there  was  a  knighty 
Bire  Guillam  de  Langaret, 
Whiche  was  trpon  this  cause  set : 
And  thervpon  he  toke  a  route 
Of  men  of  armes,  and  rode  oute. 
So  longe,  and  in  a  waite  be  laie. 
That  he  aipied  vpon  a  daie 
The  pope  was  at  Auignon, 
And  shulde  ride  o«t  of  the  towne. 
Unto  Poursofge,  the  wbtche  is 
A  castell  in  Prouince  of  his. 

Upon  the  weye  and  as  he  rode, 
This  knight,  whiche  houed  and  abode 
Kmbuished  vpon  horsbake. 
All  sodeniiche  vpon  hym  brake, 
And  hath  hym  by  the  bridell  sesed. 
And  said:  O  thou,  whiche  hast  disesed 
The  court  of  France  by  thy  wronge. 
Thou  Shalt  singe  a  newe  songe. 
Thyn  enterdite,  and  thy  sentence 
Ayen  thyn  owne  conscience 
Here  afl!er  thou  shalt  fele  and  grope. 

We  plaine  nought  ageyne  the  pope 
For  thiike  name  is  honourable. 
But  thou,  whtcbe  haste  be  deceiuabl'e. 
And  trecherous  in  all  thy  werke. 
Thou  Boniface,  thou  proude  clerke, 
Ifisleder  of  the  papacie. 
Thy  fills  bodie  shall  abie 
And  suffer,  that  it  hath  deserued. 

ho  thus  this  supplantor  was  served. 
For  thei  him  ladde  in  to  France, 
And  setten  hym  to  his  penance. 
Within  a  toure  in  havde  bondes, 
Wbece  he  for  liotfger  both  his  hondes 
Bate  of:  And  died,  god  wote  howe : 
Of  whom  the  writyng  is  yet  nowe 
Regestred  as  a  man  male  here, 
Whiche  speketh  and  saith  in  this  i 

Thy  entree  like  a  fox  was  sligh. 
Thy  reigns  also  with  pride  on  high 
Was  liche  the  lion  in  his  rage : 
But  at  the  las^  of  thy  passage 
Thy  death  was  to  the  Boundes  like. 

Suche  is  tiit  htter  of  hit  Cronike 


Proclaimed  in  the  court  of  Rome? 
Wherof  the  wise  ensample  nome. 
And  3ret  as  ferforth  as  I  dare, 
I  rede  all  other  men  beware. 
And  that  thei  loke  well  algate. 
That  none  his  owne  estate  trstndate 
Of  holy  churche  in  no  degree 
By  fraude  ne  subtilitee. 

For  thiike  honour,  whiche  Aaron  toke. 
Shall  noneteceiue,  as  seith  the  boke, 
Bnt  he  becleped,  as  he  Wiu. 

What  shall  I  thinken  in  this  cas 
Of  that  I  here  nowe  a  daie  } 
1  not:  but  he  whiche  can  and  male 
By  reason  both  send  by  nature 
The  helpe  of  euery  mans  cure. 
He  kepe  Symon  fro  the  folde. 

Nota  de  prophecia  Joachim  abbati& 

For  Joachim,  thiike  abbot  tolde, 
Howe  suche  dales  shulden  iall^ 
That  comOnliche  in  places  all 
The  chapmen  of  suche  mercerie 
With  fraude,  and  with  supplantarie 
So  many  shulden.  by  and  selle. 
That  he  ne  mue  for  shame  telle 
So  foule  a  sinne  in  mans  ere : 
But  god  forfoede,  that  it  were 
In  our  dales,  that  he  seith. 

For  if  the  clerke  beware  bit  feitli 
In  hapmanhode  at  suche  a  feire 
The  remenant  mote  nedes  empeira 
Of  all  that  to  the  worlde  belongeth. 
For  whan  that  holy  churche  wrongeth 
I  not  what  other  thyng  shall  right. 

And  netheles  at  mana  sight 
Enuie  for  to  be  preferred 
Hath- conscience  so  differred. 
That  no  man  loketh  to  the  vice, 
Whiche  is  the  moder  of  malice. 
And  that  is  thiike  fids  enuie : 
Which  causeth  many  a  trecherie.     • 
For  where  he  maie  another  see. 
That  is  more  gracious  than  bee: 
It  shall  not  stonden  in  bis  mighty 
But  if  he  hinder  suche  a  wight : 
And  that  is  well  nighe  ouer  all^ 
This  vice  is  uowe  so  generall. 

Qualiter  Joab  princess  militie  Dauid  innidie  cau- 
sa Abner  subdole  interfecit.  Et  qualiter  etiam 
Achitofell  ob  hoc,  quod  Cusi  in  Co&silio  Abso- 
lon  preferebatur,  accensus  innidialaquease  sus- 
pendit. 

Elf UIB  thiike  vn  bap  hi  drougb. 
Whan  Joab  by  deoeipt  slough 
Abner,  for  drede  he  shulde  bee 
With  kjrnge  Pauid  sudie  as  was  bee* 

And  through  enuie  also  it  felle 
Of  thiike  fals  Achitofelle. 
For  his  counseil  was  not  acheoed 
But  that  he  sawe  Cusy  bdeued 
With  Absolon,  and  hym  forsake. 
He  hynge  hym  selfe  vpon  a  stake. 

Seuecke  witnesseth  openly 
Howe  that  enuie  pioperiy 
Is  of  the  court  the  comon  wencbe^ 
And  halt  taueme  for  to  8«henco 
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That  drioke,  wbich  maketh  the  bert  brenne, 

Aod  dotb  the  wit  about  renne 

By  encfy'wey  to  compasse. 

Hove  tbat  be  migbt  all  other  paste, 

Af  be  wbicbe  throagfa  vnkymlsbip 

EBDietb  enery  felaasbip. 

So  that  tbon  might  well  knowe  and  see^ 

There  is  oo  Tioe  suche  as  hee. 

Finie  towarde  god  abhominable. 
And  to  mankyDde  vnproAtable. 

And  tbat  by  wordes  bat  a  fewe 
IihaJl  by  reason  proue  and  shewe. 

hni(&e  stimulns  sine  causa  ledit  abortus, 
Nsni  sioe  temtante  crimine  crimen  habet. 

KoB  est  bnioi  opus  tentare  Cupidiois  arcbum, 
Dvnque  faciei  Veneris  Etbnica  flamma  vorat, 

Abiqoenibore  genae  pallor  quas  fascus  obumbrat. 
Frigkia  natttTB  cetera  membra  docent. 

Hie  describit  Confessor  natnram  inuidie  tarn  in 
aoore  qoam  aliter  secundum  proprietatem  vitjl 

£inB  if  tbat  I  shall  <lescrioe. 
He  U  not  shapely  for  to  vine 
In  crth  amooge  the  women  here. 
For  thefe  is  in  hym  no  mattere^ 
Wheiof  be  rai«rht  do  plesance. 

Finte  for  his  beuy  contenance. 
Of  thst  he  semetb  ener  voglad. 
He  is  not  able  to  be  had. 
Aad  eke  he  brennetb  so  within, 
That  kinde  maie  no  profite  wiune, 
Wberof  be  shulde  his  lone  please. 
For  tkilke  bkMMl,  whi^be  shuld  haue  ease. 
To  regoe  amonge  the  moiste  veines 
b  diie  of  tbilke  y nkindely  peines, 
l^nxigb  wbicbe  enuie  is  fired  aie. 

And  this  by  reason  proue  I  maie. 
That  towarde  lone  Enuie  is  nought, 
Asd  otherwise  if  it  be  sought 
Vpon  what  syde  as  ener  it  fall 
b  is  the  werst  Tice  of  all: 
Whiche  of  hhn  selfe  bath  most  malice. 
For  Taderstoode  that  euery  vice 
tee  caose  batb,  wberof  it  groweth : 
Bat  of  enuie  no  man  knowetb 
FfQ  vhens  be  cam,  but  out  of  hell. 

For  tbos  the  wise  derkes  teU, 
That  BO  spirite  but  of  malice 
By  wejr  of  kynde  vpon  a  vice 
h  tenpted,  and  by  snche  a  waie  i 
Baoie  hath  kynde  pnt  a  waie.' 
Aad  of  oinlioe  hath  his  tturryng, 
V^henf  he  maketh  bis  bakbityng, 
Aad  ii  him  selfe  therof  diseased. 
80  BMie  there  be  no  kynde  pleased, 
For  a  J  the  more  that  he  ennieth. 
The  oNre  ayene  htm  selfe  he  plieth* 
Thai  itant  Enuie  in  good  espdre 
To  bm  him  lelfe  the  diuels  beiiv. 
As  be  whiche  is  the  nexte  liche, 
Aad  fortbest  from  the  benen  riche, 
Fathers  maie  he  neuer  wonne. 

For  thy  my  good  dere  sonne, 
If  tbm  wolt  fynde  a  siker  weie 
To  lone:  pot  eooie  aweie. 

Mya  holy  feder  reason  wolde, 
"I^Bt  I  this  vice  eschewe  sbolde  : 

Ihtt  yet  to  stieugth  my  couragei 
Vthtt  yt  ««ilda  in  awtitage 


Therof  set  a  recouere. 

It  were  to  me  a  great  desire, 

That  1  this  vice  migbt  flee. 

Nowe  vnderstonde  my  eonne,  and  tee^ 
There  is  phisike  for  the  seke. 
And  vertues  for  the  vices  eke. 
Who  that  the  vices  wolde  eschewe, 
He  mot  by  reason  than  dewe 
The  vertues.    For  by  tbilke  weie 
He  maie  the  vices  done  aweie. 
For  thei  to  geder  maie  not  dwell. 
For  as  the  water  of  the  well 
Of  fire  abateth  the  malice  s 
Right  so  vertu  fordooth  the  vice, 

Ayene  Enuie  is  Charitee, 
Wbicbe  is  the  moder  of  pitee. 
That  maketh  a  mans  berte  tcndert 
That  it  maie  no  malice  engender,  *   > 

f  n  hym,  that  is  inclined  tberto. 
For  his  courage  is  tempred  so, 
That  though  be  might  him  selfe  relene. 
Yet  wolde  he  not  another  greue : 
But  rather  for  to  do  plesaoee,  ^ 

He  bereth  him  selfe  the  greuance, 
So  faine  he  wolde  an  other  ease. 
Wherof  my  sonne  for  thyn  ease 
Nowe  herken  a  tale,  whiche  I  rede. 
And  vnderstonde  it  well  I  rede. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplom  de  vtrtateCha-, 
ritatis  contra  f nnidiam,  fit  nanrat  de  Constan- 
tino Elene  filio,  qui  cum  Imperii  Romani  digni- 
tatem obtinuerat,  a  morbo  iepre  iafectus  medi- 
ci  pro  sanitate  recuperanda,  ipsum  in  sanguine 
pueiorum  masculorum  balneare  proposnerant, 
sed  cum  inuumera  multitudo  matrum  cum  filiis 
huiusmodi  medicina  causa  in  circuitn  palacii  af* 
fuisset,  Imperatorque  eorum  gemitns  et  dame- 
res  percepisset,  cbaritate  motus  ingemissens  sie 
ait.  O  vere  est  ipse  dominui,  qui  se  fecit 
seruum  pietatis.  £t  his  dictis  statnm  snnm 
cuntipotentis  medele  committens,  sut  ipsius 
morbum  potius  quam  infentium  mortem  beni- 
guius  elegit,  vnde  ipse  qui  antea  paganus  et  le- 
prosus  extiterat,  ex  vnda  baptismatis  renatus, 
vtriusque  materie  tam  corporis  qoam  anime 
diuino  miraculo  consecutos  est  salutem. 

Amomgb  the  bokes  af  LatSne 
I  fynde  it  write  of  Oonstantine 
The  worthy  emperoor  of  Rome^ 
Suche  infbrtunes  to  him  come. 

Whan  he  was  in  bis  lustie  aga 
The  Iepre  caught  in  bis  visage, 
And  so  forth  ouer  all  obonte. 
That  he  ne  migbt  riden  out. 
So  left  he  both  shdde  and  spere, 
As  he  tbat  might  hym  not  bestere. 
And  belde  hym  in  bis  chamber  dose. 
Through  all  the  woride  the  fame  arosei 

The  great  derkes  were  assent. 
And  come  at  his  eommaundement 
To  trete  vpon  this  lordes  hele. 
So  longe  thei  to  geder  dele, 
Tbat  thei  vpon  this  medicine 
Appointen  hem,  and  determine. 
That  in  the  maner  as  it  stoode,  'j 

They  wolde  hym  bath  in  childes  blood 
Within  seoen  winter  age. 
For  ai  thei  saien,  tbat  sbuMe  assuage 
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The  ]e|>re,  mod  a11  the  violence, 
IVhicbe  that  thei  know^  of  accidence, 
And  not  by  wey  of  kynde  is  foil, 
And  therto  tbei  acorden.  all 
As  for  iynall  conclusion. 
And  tolden  ber  opinion . 
To  tbemperour:  And  he  anone 
His  counsaile-toke,  and  tberTpon 
Witb  letters,  and  with  seales  out 
Thei  send  in  euery  londe  about 
The  yonge  children  for  tp  seche: 
Whose  bloode,  thei  said,  shulde  be  leche 
JPor  themperours  maladie. 

There  was  enough  to  wepe  and  crie 
Amonge  the  rooders,  whan  thei  berde 
Howe  wofollly  this  cause  ferde. 
But  netbeles  thei  root  bowe. 
And  thus  women  there  come  enowe 
With  children  soukend  on  the  tete. 
Tber  were  many  teres  lete. 

Bat  were  hem  liefo,  or  were  hem  loth 
The  women  and  the  children  both 
In  to  the  palais  forth  he  brought, 
With  many  a  sorie  bertes  thought 
Of  hem  whiche  of  her  body  bore 
The  children  had:  and  so  forlore 
Within  a  while  ^bulde  see. 
The  moders  wepe  in  her  degree, 
And  many  of  hem  a  swouoe  falL 
.  The  yonge  babies  criedeo  all. 
This  noise  arose,  this  lorde  it  herde. 
And  loked  out,  and  how  it  ferde 
Qe  sawe :  and  as  who  saide  abraide, 
0||t  of  bis  slepe,  and  thus  he  saide. 

O  thou  diuine  purueance, 
^^hiche  euery  man  in  the  balance 
'Of  kynde  hast  formed  to  be  liche. 
The  pore  is  bore  as  is  the  riche, 
And  dieth  in  the  same  wise. 

Upon  the  foole  vpon  the  wise 
Sekenes  and  hele  enter  commune, 
Male  none  escbewe  that  fortune, 
Whiche  kynde  bath  in  bir  lawe  sette 
Hir  strengthe  and  beautee  ben  besette 
To  eoery  man  a  liche  free,. 
That  she  prefer^^  no  degree. 
As  in  the  disposicion 
Of  bodily  complection. 

And  eke  of  soule  reasonable. 
The  poore  cbilde  is  bore  as  able 
To  Tertue,  as  the  Hyoges  sonne. 
For  euery  man  his  owne  wonne, 
After  the  lusies  of  his  assaie. 
The  vice  or  vertue  chese  male. 
Thus  stande  all  men  francbised 
But  in  estate  tbei  ben  deoised. 
To  some  worship  and  richesse. 
To  some  pouert^e  and  distresse. 
One  lordeth,  an  other  serueth. 
But  yet  as  ^uery  man  deserueth 
The  worlde  yeueth  not  his  yeftes  here. 

But  certes  hejiath  great  matere 
To  be  of  good  condipion, 
Whiche  hath  in  his  subiection 
The  men,  that  ben  of  bis  semblance. 

And  eke  be  toke  his  remembrance, 
Howe  he  that  made  lawe  of  kynde, 
Woide  euery  man  to  lawe  bynde, 
And  bad  a  man,  luche  as  be  wolde 
Toward  bim  lelfe,  right  aucb  be  ^olde 


Towarde  an  other  doone  alto. 

And  thus  this  wortbie  lorde  at  tho 
Set  in  balance  his  owne  estate, 
And  with  him  s^lfe  stode  in  debate^ 
And  thought  how  it  was  not  good 
To  see  so  mochell  mans  blood 
Be  spitte,  by  cause  of  him  alone. 

He  sawe  also  the  jg^reat  mone. 
Of  tLat  the  mothers  were  vngladde 
And  of  the  wo  the  children  made: 
Wherof  that  his  herte  tendreth. 
And  such  pitee  within  engendretb. 
That  him  was  leuer  for  to  chese 
His  ownebodie  for  to  lese. 
That  see  so  great  a  moiirdre  wrougbt 
Upon  the  blood,  whiche  giltetb  nought 

This  for  the  pitee,  whiche  he  toke. 
All  other 'leches  he  forsoke, 
And  put  him  out  of  anenture 
Alonly  to  gods  cure, 
And  saitb,  who  that  woU  roaister  bee. 
He  mote  be  seruant  to  pitee. 
So  ferforth  he  was  ouercome 
With  cbaritee,  that  he  hath  noroe 
His  counsaile,  and  his  officers, 
And  bad  vuto  his  treasourers. 
That  thei  his  treasour  all  about 
Departe  amonge  tbe  poore  route 
Of  women,  and  of  children  both, 
Wherof  thei  might  hem  fede  and  cloth. 
And  saufely  tournen  home  ageyne. 
Without  losse  of  any  greine. 

Through  cbaritee  thus  he  dispendeth 
His  good,  wherof  be  amendetb 
The  poord  people,  and  countreuaileth 
The  baime,  that  he  hem  so  trauaileth. 

And  thus  the  wofull  nightes  sorowe 
To  ioye  is  tomed  on  the  morowe. 

All  was  thankynge,  all  was  blissyng, 
Whiche  erst  whs  wepyng  and  cursyng. 

These  women  gone  home  glad  enough, 
Echone  for  ioie  on  other  lougb. 
And  praide  for  this  lordes  hele, 
Whiche  bath  released  the  quarele, 
And  hath  his  owne  will  forsake 
In  cbaritee  for  gods  sake. 

But  nowe  hereafter  thou  shalt  here 
What  god  hath  wrougbt  in  this  matere. 
As  he  that  doothe  all  equitee 
To  him  that  wrought  cbaritee. 
He  was  ayenewarde  charitous,    . 
And  to  pitee  he  was  pitous. 
For  it  was  neuer  knowc  yet. 
That  cbaritee  goth  vnaquit 

Tlie  uight  whan  he  was  laide  to  s^pe 
The  high  god,  whiche  wold  him  kepe. 
Saint  Petre  and  saint  Poule  him  sendei 
By  whom  he  wolde.  bis  lepre  amende. 
Thei  two  to  him  slepende  appcre 
Fro  god,  and  said  in  this  roanere: 

O  Constautin,'for  thou  haat  serued 
Pitee,  thou  hast  pitee  deserued. 
For  thy  thou  sh'alte  suche  pitee  haue. 
That  god  through  pitee  woll  the  saue. 
Thou  shalte  so  double  hele  fynde. 
Fyrste  for  thy  bodily che  kynde. 
And  for  thy  wofull  soule  also, 
Tbou  shalt  be  hole  of  both  two. 
And  for  thou  shalt  not  the  despeire, 
Thy  lepre  sbi^rno  more  empeire. 
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Tai  tboa  wilte  sende  tbervpoa 

Uato  the  monnt  of  CelioD, 

Where  Sylue^ter  and  bis  cWrfie 

To  gyder  dwellen  id  companie 

Fardrede  of  the,  whicbe  many  a  daie 

Han  ben  a.fo  to  CbrisUfS  iaie, 

And  hast  destroied,  to  mochell  sbame 

The  precfaoDn  of  bii»  holy  name. 

Bat  now  tbou  hast  aomdde  appeased 

TLy  god,  i^d  with  good  dede  pleaBed» 

Tut  tbou  tby  pitce  baift  bewarad 

I'pon  the  blood,  wbiche  tbou  bast  spared. 

For  Ihy  to  thy  saluacion 

TboQ  ffaa]t  baue.  Informacioo 

Such  as  SilaesUr  shall  the  teehe. 

The  oedeth  of  none  other  leche. 

This  Enperow  wbiche  all  tbia  bejrde, 
Grauat  mercy  lord^  be  answerde: 
I  voll  do  so  as  ye  atie  sale. 
Bat  of  one  tbynge  1  wold  praie. 
What  shall  I  tell  vnto  Syluester 
Of  your  name  or  of  your  ester  ? 

And  tbei  bim  tolde  what  tfaei  bight. 
Asd  forth  with  all  out  of  his  sight 
Tbei  passen  Tp  in  to  the  heuen* 
And  he  awoke  out  of  his  sweuen. 
And  clepeth,  and  flaen  come  anone, 
Andtoldeikis,dff«ine:  and  thervpon 
hi  laehe  a  wise  as  he  hem  telleth. 
The  mouat,  where  Syloesfeer  dwelleth 
Thei  hane  in  all  haste  sought. 
Aad  fonnden  he  was,  apd  with  her  br»aght 
To  themperoafy  whicbe  to  hym  tolde 
His  swenen,  and  elies  what  he  wolde. 

Aad  vban  Siluester  hath  herds  the  kingf 
He  wu  right  ioyfull  of  this  thyag, 
Aad  hym  began  with  all  his  witte 
To  techea  Tpcyi  holy  writte. 

Fint  how  maokynde  was  forlors, 
Aid  hove  the  high  god  tberfore 
Hi«  tonne  sende  fVom  aboue, 
^kiche  home  was  for  mans  lone. 

Aad  after  of  bis  owne  choys 
He  toke  his  death  vpon  the  croys. 

And  howe  in  graue  he  was  beloke^ 
And  how  that  he  bath  belle  broke» 
And  toke  hem  Qut,  that  were  bym  leoe. 
Aadfortomakersiull  beleoe. 
Ite  he  was  very  gods  sonne, 
Ayeae  the  kynde  of  mans  wonne. 
Fro  death  he  rose  the  tbirde  daie. 
Aad  whan  he  wolde,  as  he  well  maie 
Hcitighe  Tp  to  bis  father  enen, 
With  flcsshe  and  bloud  into  the .  heaiien. 

Aad  right  so  in  the  same  formey 
la  Aenbe  and  bipod  he  shall  reformer 
W^  time  Cometh,  the  quicke  apd  dede. 
At  thtlke  wofnll  daie  of  drade, 
Where  enery  man  shall  take  his  dome^ 
Ai  veil  the  maister  as  the  giome. 

The  nighty  kynges  retenne 
That  daie  maie  stande  of  no  value 
With  worldly  strengthe  to  defeode. 
For  eoery  mote  maie  than  enteode 
To  ftande  vpon  his  owne  dedes, 
Aad  lene  all  other  mens  nedes. 

That  daie  maie  no  coonsaile  auaile. 
IV  pledoarymd  tbeplee  shaU  fiule, 
The  sentence  of  that  ylke  daie 
Maie  Bone  appel^  setta  ia  daiaitt 


There  maie  no  golde  the  iudge  plie« 
That  he  ne  shall  the  sooth  trie» 
And  setten  euery  man  vpright, 
As  well  the  plqwe  man  as  the  knight. 

The  lewde  man,  the  great  derke 
Shall  stondc  Tpon  his  owne  werke. 
And  suche  as  he  is  fouode  tho, 
Sucbe  shall  he  bee.for.euenno: 
There  maie  no  peine  be  released. 
There  maie  no  ioye  ben  encreased> 
But  endeles  as  thei  haoe  do, 
He  shall  rcceiue  one  of  two. 

Thus  Syluest^e  with  his  sawe 
Thegrounde  of  all  the  newe  lawe, 
With  great  dcuocion  he  preacheth. 
Fro  point  to  poi^nt  and  plainly  teachetb 
Unto  this  heathen  emperour, 
And  saith :  the  high  creatour 
Hath  ynderfongc  his  charitee. 
Of  that  he  wrougl^t  sucbe  pitee. 
Whan  he  the  children  had  on  hoode. 

Thus  whan  this  lorde  ha(h  ynderstonda 
Of  all  this  tbynge,  howe  that  it  ferde; 
Unto  Syluestre  he  than  answeide 
With  all  his  hoUe  herte,  qnd  seith  : 
That  he  is  redy  to  the  feith. 
And  so  the  vessell,  wbiche  for  bloode 
Was  made,  Syluestre,  thera  it  stoode 
With  cleane  water  of  the  welle 
In  all  haste  he  let  do  fclle,. 
And  set  Constantine  therinne 
All  naked  vp  to  the  cblnne: 
And  in  the  while  it  was  begonne 
A  light,  as  though  it  were  a  sonne 
Fro  heauen  into  the  place  come 
Where  that  he  toke  his  christendome: 
And  euer  anionge  the  holy  tales. 
Like  as  thei  weren  fisshes  scales 
Thei  fellen  from  hym  nowe  and'efte,    . 
Tyll  that  there  was  nothynge  belefte 
Of  all  this  great  maladie. 
For  he  that  wolde  hym  purifie. 
The  high  god  hath  made  bym  clene, 
3o  that  there  lefte  notb3nig  sene. 

He  hath  hym  clensed  both  two. 
The  body  and  the  souto  also. 

Tho  knewe  this  emperour  in  dede, 
That  Christes  feith  was  for  to  drede: 
And  sende  anonc  his  letters  out. 
And  let  do  crien  all  ahoute 
Upon  peine  of  death,  that  no  man  weyiie 
That  he  baptiame  ne  receyue. 

After  his  mother  queene  Bleyne 
He  sende,  and  so  betwene  hem  tweyna 
They  treaten  that  the  citee  all 
Was  christned,  and  she  foorth  with  all* 

This  emperour,  which  h«le  hath  found. 
Within  Rome  anone  let  founde 
Two  churches,  wbiche  he  did  make 
For  Peter  and  for  Poules  sake. 
Of  whome  he  bad  a  vision. 
And  yafie.therto  possessmn 
Of  lordeshippe,  and  of  worldes  good. 
But  hoiVe  so  that  his  wille  was  good 
Towarde  the  Pope  and  his  franchise. 
Yet  bath  it  proued  otherwise 
To  see  the  worchyng  of  the  dede. 
For  in  cronike  thus  1  rede, 
Anone  as  he  bath  made  the  yefte 
A  voice  was  ^eide  on  bighe  the  left*. 
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Of  wfaiche  all  Bome  wm  tAnMe, 
And  Mid,  this  daie  veoim  is  sbadda 
In  boly  chorche  of  tempormll, 
Whiche  medleth  with  the  vpirituall: 
And  howe  it  stant  of  that  degree. 
Yet  mate  a  man  the  soothe  see. 
God  maie  amende  it  whan  he  wille, 
I  can  theito  none  other  skille. 
But  for  to  go  there  I  began, 
Howe  charitee  maie  helpe  a  man 
To  botbe  worldes  1  hane  saide. 
And  if  thoa  hane  an  eare  laide 
My  Sonne,  thou  might  mderstonde. 
If  charitee  be  take  on  honde. 
There  foloweth  after  mochel  grace. 
For  thy  if  that  thou  wilt  purchace, 
Howe  that  thou  might  enuie  fleei 
Acqueint  the  with  charitee, 
Whiche  is  the  yertue  soueraine. 

My  fiither  I  shall  do  my  paine. 
For  this  ensample  whiche  ye  tolde 
With  all  myn  herte  I  hane  witholde: 
So  that  I  shall  for  enennore 
Eschewe  enuie  well  the  more. 

And  that  I  haue  er  this  misdo, 
Yeue  me  my  penance  er  I  go. 
And  ouer  that  to  my  mateie 
Of  shrifte,  while"  ye  sitten  here 
In  priuetee  betwene  vs  tweye 
Kowe  aske,  what  there  is  1  prey* 

OOMFnSOIL 

My  good  Sonne,  and  for  thy  lore 
I  wolle  the  telle,  what  is  more: 
So  that  thou  sbalte  the  vices  knowe. 
For  whan  the!  bee  to  the  foil  knowe, 
Thou  might  hem  wel  the  better  escbue. 
And  for  this  cause  I  thinke  sewe 
The  forme  bothe  and  the  matere, 
As  nowe  sewende  thou  sbalte  here, 
Whiche  vice  stant  nexte  after  this. 

And  whan  thou  wost,  howe  that  it  if. 
As  thou  shalt  here  my  deuise 
Thou  might  thy  selfo  better  auise. 

Explicit  Liber  secundus. 


Ira  snis  paribus  est  par  funis  Acherontis, 

ftuo  furor  ad  tempus  nil  pietatis  habet, 
Ira  melancoticos  animos  perturbat,  vt  equo 

lure  sui  pondus  nulla  statera  tenet. 
Omnibus  in  causis  granat  ira  inter  amantes 

Ilia  magis  focili  sorte  grauamen  agit. 
Est  Tbi  yir  discors  leuiterque  repugnat  «mori, 

fitaepe  loco  Indi  fletus  ad  ora  venit. 

Hie  in  tertio  libro  tractat  super  quinque  qfiedebus 
ire.  quarum  prima  melancolia  dicitur,  cuius 
Titinm  Confessor  primo  describens  amanti,  super 
eodem  consequenter  opponit. 

JNCIPJT  USER  TERTim 

If  thou  the  vices  liste  to  know 
My  Sonne,  it  hath  not  ben  vbknow 
Fro  first  that  men  their  swerdes  grounds^ 
That  there  nis  DOna  vpoB  (his  ground*  ' 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


A  vice  forreine  fino  the  lawe, 
Wherof  that  many  a  good  felaare 
Hath  be  distraught  by  sodetne  chance: 
And  yet  to  kyode  no  pleasance 
Itdoothe:  but  where  he  most  acheoeth 
His  purpose,  moste  to  kinde  he  greneCh, 
As  he,  whiche  out  of  cooscienoe 
Is  enmy  vntu  pacience. 
And  is  by  name  one  of  the  seuen, 
Whiche  ofte  hath  set  the  worlde  vneuem 
And  cleped  is  the  cmell  Ire: 
Whose  herte  is  eueimore  on  fire. 
To  speke  amisse,  and  to  do  bothe. 
For  his  seruantes  hen  ener  wrothe. 

My  good  father  telle  me  this. 
What  thynge  is  ire?  Sonne  It  is, 
That  in  our  englisshe  wrath  is  hote, 
Whiche  hath  his  wordes  ay  so  hote. 
That  all  a  mans  pacience 
Is  fired  of  the  violence. 
For  he  with  hym  hath  coer  flue 
Seruantes,  that  hel|ieii  hym  to  striae. 

The  first  of  hem  melancoly 
Is  cleped,  whiche  in  company 
An  honderde  tymes  in  an  houre 
WoU  as  an  angry  brast  loure. 
And  no  man  wote  the  cause  why. 

My  Sonne  shiyue  the  nowe  for  thy. 
Hast  thou  be  melaneolien? 

My  fother  ye  by  sainct  Jutien: 
But  I  vntiewe  wordes  vse, 
I  maie  me  not  therof  excuse. 
And  all  maketh  loue  vrell  I  wote. 
Of  whiche  myn  herte  is  euer  hote. 
So  that  I  brenne  as  doth  a  glede 
For  wrath,  that  I  maie  not  sped<*. 
And  thus  full  ofte  a  daie  for  nought 
QSaufe  onliche  of  myn  owne  thought) 
1  am  so  with  my  seluen  wroth. 
That  howe  so  that  the  game  goth. 
With  other  men  I  am  not  glad. 
But  I  am  well  the  more  vogiad. 
For  that  is  other  mens  game. 
It  toumeth  me  to  pure  grame. 
Thus  am  I  with  my  selfo  oppressed 
Of  thought,  whiche  I  hane  impressed. 
That  all  wakynge  I  dreme  and  mete. 
That  I  alone  with  hir  mete. 
And  pray  hir  of  some  good  answere. 
But  for  she  wolde  not  gladly  swere. 
She  saith  me  naye  withooten  othe^ 
And  thus  waxe  I  within  wroth, 
That  outwarde  I  am  all  affraied. 
And  so  distempred,  and  so  esmayeds 

A  thoosaude  tymes  on  a  daie 
There  sowneth  in  myn  eares  naye^ 
11ie  whiche  she  saide  me  tofore. 
Thus  be  my  wittes  all  forloie, 
And  namely  whan  I  begynne 
To  reken  with  my  selfe  withinne, 
Howe  many  yeres  ben  agone 
Sith  I  haue  truely  loued  one, 
And  neuer  toke  of  hir  other  hede. 
And  euer  a  liclie  for  to  S|<ede 
I  am,  the  more  I  with  hir  deale: 
So  that  my  hap,  and  all  my  heale 
Me  thinketh  is  ay  the  lenger  the  fnff^ 
That  bringeth  my  gladship  out  of  heiirer 
Wherof  my  wittes  ben  empeired. 
And  ly  aa  who  iaith,  all  diapeirod. 
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For  fipilly  whsa  that  I  miiie 
And  tbiafce,  hove  ■he-woU  me  rafufe, 
I  am  witb  anger  so  beatad. 
For  il  tbis  woride  might  I  be  glad. 
Aod  for  tbe  while  that  it  lastetb, 
Al  Tp  so  dovne  my  ioye  it  casteth. 
Aad  ay  the  forther  that  i  bee, 
(Vf haa  1  ne  maie  my  ladie  see) 
Tbe  more  I  am  redy  to  wrathe. 
That  far  the  loachynge  of  a  lath. 
Or  lor  the  toamjmge  of  a  strea, 
1  voode  as  doth  the  wiMe  sea: 
And  am  so  melaneolious. 
That  ther  nis  semant  to  myne  house. 
He  none  of  tbo»  that  be  aboute. 
That  eche  of  hem  ne  stant  hi  doable, 
Aad  veaea^  that  I  shalde  rane 
Foraogre,  that  thai  see  me  bane. 
Aod  80  thai  wondre  more  and  lease, 
That  thei  seen  it  ooerpasse. 

Bat  father,  if  it  ao  betide, 
l^tt  I  approcbe  at  any  tide 
The  place,  arfaere  my  ladie  it: 
And  than  hir  liketh  ywis 
To  ipeke  a  goodly  worde  tome. 
For  all  the  golde  that  U  in  Rome 
Ne  coath  I  after  that  be  wroth, 
Bstall  myn  aqgre  oaergothe. 
So  glad  I  am  of  the  presence 
Of  hir,  that  I  all  offbnee 
F«7ete,  as  though  it  were  noogbt. 
So  mer  ghMl  is  my  thoaght* 

And  aethdea,  the  sothe  to  telle, 
Ayeoewaide  if  H  so  befelie, 
ThitlatthilketyiBesie 
Ob  me,  that  she  naiscaste  hir  eie, 
Ortbatihelystnotloke, 
Aad  I  therof  good  hede  toke: 
Aaoae  into  my  flrate  estate 
1  toorae,  and  am  irith  that  also  mate» 
^^  eaer  it  is  a  liche  wicke, 
Aad  thos  myn  hoode  ayene  the  pricke 
Ifaoite,  and  bane  done  many  a  date, 
Asd  go  to  fi>rth  as  I  go  maie 
'"0  ofte  bitynge  oo  my  lippe. 
And  make  vnto  my  aelfe  a  whippe : 
With  whiehe  in  many  a  chele  and  heate. 
My  vofufl  heite  is  so  to  heate. 
That  aO  my  wittes  l>en  Tnsoftey 
Asd  I  am  wiothe,  I  not  how  ofte, 
AidaQitismdanoolie, 
^■'Uciie  gnweth  on  tbe  fantasia 
Orhne,thatBMwoUnotlonte: 
Soheare  I  fortbe  an  suagry  snoote' 
PsU  many  tfmea  in  n  yere. 

tefether, nowa  ye  sitten  here 
b  Uaas  atede,  I  yon  beseche. 
That  some  cnaunple  ye  me  teebe^ 
^^horof  1  maie  my  selfe  appease. 

O0VTB98O9. 

My  Sonne  far  thyn  hertes  ease 
Idiallftdflnthypraiere, 
SothatthoQ  might  the  better  tere 
What  misGhiefe  that  this  Woe  sterethy 
Whiehe  m  his  anger  nought  foiheareth, 
Wherof  that  after  him  fortbhiketh, 
Whaa  he  ia  sobre,  and  that  he  fhinkieth 
Vpoatteiblieofhisdede, 
Aad  «f  this  point  a  tale  I  rade. 


Hie  ponit  Confessor  ezemplam  contra  istos,  qoi 
com  vires  amoris  non  sont  maliter  experti  con- 
tra alios  amantes  melancolioa  seaeritate  ad 
iracundiam  mdicte  pronooaotor,  Et  oannt  qoa. 
liter  rex  Rolus  filiom  nomine  Madiareum,  et 
filiaro  nomine  Canaoem  babait,  qui  cam  ab  in*' 
fiuitia  vsque  pubertatem  inuioem  fiierant  ed«i-- 
cati,  Cupido  tandem  com  ignito  iacalo  ambo- 
rum  cordis  de8i4ana  amorose  penetrauit,  ita 
que  nature  Canacis  cooperaote  a  fratre  sue 
inpregnata  paitartt,  super  quo  pater  intedlera- 
bilem  inaentutis  concopiscentiam  ignorans, 
nimiaque  furoris  melancolia  prenentos,  dictam 
filiam  cum  parta  dolorosissimo  casu  interfeei 
diiudicauit. 

Tbbrb  was  a  kynge,  whiehe  Eolns 
Was  bote:  and  it  befell  hym  thus. 
That  be  tw?  child retf  bad  fhyre 
Tbe  Sonne  cleped  was  Macbayre, 
Tbe  doQgbter  eke  Canace  bight. 
By  daie  bothe  and  eke  by  night. 

While  thei  be  yonge  of  common  wonne 
In  chambre  thei  to  gether  wonne. 
And  as  thei  shuldcn  pleid  hem  ofte 
Till  thei  be  growen  vp  alofte 
In  the  yongthe  of  lustie  age. 
Whan  kynde  assaileth  tbe  courage 
Witb  loue,  and  doth  him  for  to  bone. 
That  he  no  reason  can  allowe. 
But  bake  the  lawes  of  nature. 
For  whom  that  lone  bath  Tnder  core^ 
As  be  is  biynde  hym  selfe,  right  so 
He  maketh  bis  client  biynde  also. 
In  suche  maner,  as  I  you  tell: 
As  thei  all  daie  to  gether  dwell. 
This  brother  might  it  not  asterte^ 
That  be  with  all  his  hole  herte 
His  ioue  vpon  his  sister  cast, 
Aod  so  it  fell  hem  at  tbe  laste. 
That  this  Machayre  with  Canace, 
Whan  they  were  in  a  preuy  place» 
Cuptde  bad  hem  firste  to  kisse, 
And  after  she,  wbiche  is  maistrisse 
In  kynde,  and  teacheth  eoery  life 
Without  lawe  positife, 
Of  whiehe  she  taketh  no  maner  charge^ 
But  kepeth  her  lawes  all  at  Uige: 
Nature  toke  hem  in  to  lore. 
And  taught  hem  so,  that  ouermore 
She  hath  hem  in  suche  a  wise  daunted. 
That  thei  were  as  who  saith,  enchaunted^ 
And  as  the  biynde  an  other  ledeth. 
And  till  thei  fall  nothynge  dredeth: 
Right  so  thei  had  none  insight. 
But  as  a  birde,  whiehe  well  a  light, 
And  seeth  tbe  meate,  and  not  tbe  nette^ 
Whiehe  in  deceite  of  him  is  sette, 
These  yonge  folke  no  peril  I  sie, 
Bat  all  was  likyiige  in  bir  eie. 
In  that  thei  fell  vpon  the  chance 
Where  witte  hath  lore  his  remembrance. 
So  longe  thei  to  gether  assemble. 
The  wombe  arose,  and  she  gan  to  tremble^ 
And  bdde  hir  in  hir  chambre  close. 
For  drede  it  should  be  disclose, 
Aod  come  vnto  hir  fhthers  eare. 
Wherof  the  sonne  had  also  feare. 
And  feigneth  cause  for  fo  ride.' 
For  longp  durst  he  not  abide. 
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In  aOBtor  if  men  woll  t^ne. 
That  be  bis  sister  batli  forleine: 
For  yet  she  bad  it  not  beknewe. 
Whose  was  the  childe  at  thilke  throwe. 

Maehayre  gotb,  Canace  abit» 
The  whiehe  was  not  deHuered  yet: 
Bat  ryght  sone  after  that  she  wtts, 

Nowe  list  and  herkeo  a  wofuil  cas. 
The  sotb,  whiobe  inaie  not  ben  hid 
I  Wax  at  laste  knowe  aod  kid 
Unto  the  kynge,  howe  that  it  stode. 
Aod  whan  that,  he  it  vnderstode, 
Anone  into  Melancolie, 
its  though  it  were  a  fransie,. 
He  fell,  as  he  whiehe  not  byngecouthe^ 
Howe  maisteriull  Loue  is  io  youthe. 
And  for  be  was  to  lone  strange^ 
Be  welde  not  his  herte  change 
To  be  benigne  and  ^uonrable 
To  lone  but  vnmerciable. 
Betweoe  the  wane  of  woode  and  wroth 
In  to  bisdougbters  chambre  he  gothe. 
And  sie  the  ehtlde  was  late  bore> 
Wberof  he  hath  his  othe  swoie. 
That  she  it  shall  full  sore  abie. 
And  she  beganne  mercy  to  crie 
Upon  hir  bare  knees,  and  praade. 
And  to  hir  father  thus  she  saide : 

Haue  mercy  father,  thynke  I  am 
Thy  childe,  and  of  thy  blond  I  cam. 
That  I  misdede,  youth  it  made. 
And  in  the  flouddes  bad  me  wade» 
Where  that  I  see  no  perill  tbo: 
But  nowe  it  is  befall  so^ 
Mercy  my  father,  do  no  wreche. 

And  with  that  woide  she  loste  speche. 
And  fell  downe  swouned  at  bis  fote, 
A»  8hc»  for  sorowe  nedes  mote. 

But  his  horrible  crueUee, 
That  might  attempte  no  pitee. 
Out  of  hir  chambre  forth  he  wente 
All  full  of  wrath  in  his  entente. 
And  toke  the  counsaile  in  bis  herte. 
That  she  shall  not  the  death  asterte. 
And  he  whiehe  is  melaneolien. 
Of  pacience  hath  not  Tien, 
Wberof  he  maie  his  wrath,  restraine: 
And  hi  this  wilde  woode  peyne. 
Whan  all  his  reason  was  votame, 
A  knight  he  deped  by  his  narne^ 
Aod  toke  hym,  as  by  way  of  sonde 
A  naked  swerde,  to  beare  on  honde» 
And  saide  hym,  that  he  shulde  go. 
And  tell  Tnto  his  doughter  so, 
In  the  maner  as  he  hym  bade, 
Howe  she  that  sharpe  swerdes  blade 
Receiue  shulde,  and  do  withall, 
9o  that  she*  wote  where  to  she  shall. 

Forth  in  message  goth  this  knight 
Unto  this  wofhll  yonge  wight. 
This  sharpe  swerde  to  hir  he  toke, 
Wberof  tha(  all  hir  bodie  quoke. 
For  well  she  wist  what  it  ment,^ 
And  that  it  was  to  thilke  entente 
That  sheliir  seluen  shulde  slea^ 
And  to  the  knight  she  saide  yea, 
)^owe.that  1  wote  my  fathers  will^ 
That  I  shall  in  this  wise  spill : 
I  will  obeie  me  thefto, 
And  M  be  woll.  it  thaiill  be  doi^. 


But  now  this  thyng  naie  be  none  etbv, 
1  woll  a  letter  to  my  brother, 
(So  as  my  feble  hande  maie  write) 
With  all  my  wofnll  herte  endite. 

She  toke  a  penne  on  honde  tho^ 
Fro  point  to  point  and  all  the  wo. 
As  ferforth  as  hir  selfe  it  wote» 
Unto  hir  deadly  frende  she  wrote: 
And  tolde  howe  that  hir  fathers  grace 
She  myght  for  notbynge  purchace. 

And  oner  that  as, thou  shaJt  here. 
She  wrote  and  saide  in  this  manere. 

O  thou  my  sorowe,  and  my  gladnes^ 
O  thou  my  hele,  and  my  sickenes, 
O  thou  my  wanbope»  and  my  tmste, 
O  thou  my  disease,  and  all  my  lu8te» 
O  thou  my  weale,  O  thou  my  wo, 
O  thou  my  frende,  O  thou  my  fbf 

0  thou  my  lou^^  O  thou  m,y  bate. 
For  the  mote  I  be  deade  algate» 
Thilke  ende  maie  I  not  asterte,  . 
And  yet  with  all  rayn  holte  herte. 
While  that  there  lasteth  me  any  breatb> 

1  woll  the  lone  vnto  my  death. 

But  of  o  thynge  I  shall  the  preie» 
If  that  my  litell  sonne  deie. 
Let  him  be  buried  in  my  graue. 
Beside  me,  so  shalte  then  haue 
Upon  vs  both  remembiance. 
For  thus  it  stondeth  of  my  grottince 
Nowe  at  this  time,  as  thou  sbaKe  wile 
With  teares,  and  with  inke  write 
This  letter  I  haue  in  eaies  colde. 

In  my  right  honde  my  penne  I  bolde,. 
And  in  my  kfte  my  swerde  kepe, 
And  in  my  barme.  there  Uetb  to  wepe 
Thy  chylde  and  myn,  whicfae  soUieth  iulL 
Nowe  am  I  come  vnto  my  last. 
Fare  well :  fbr'l  shall  soooe  die. 
And  thinke  howe  1  thy  loue  abie. 

The  pomell  of  the  swerde  to  gfOnndk 
She  set:  andwicb>the  point  a  wounde 
Through  out  hir  herte  anone  she  made» 
And  forth  with  all  pale  and  fiid<    . 
She  fell  downe  dead  fro  ther  she  stoode. 
The  childe  laie  batheade  in  hir  blooda 
Out  rolled.fitam  the  mother  barme. 
And  for  the  bloud  wa»  bote  and  warmth 
He  basketh  byta  about  therin 
Ther  was  no  boote  lor  to  Wynne.    • 
For  whiehe  he  can  no  pitee  knowe. 

The  kynge  cam  inf  the  same  throne^ 
And  sawe  howe  that  hie  doughter  died. 
And  howe  this  babgr  all  blod^  cried: 
But  all  that  might  hym  not  suAse 
That  he  ne  bad  tado  luiae 
Upon  the  childe,  and  bearo  bym  ont. 
And  seche  in  theibrest  aboute 
Som  wilde  place  that  it  were. 
To  cart  him  out  of  honde  there : 
So  that  some  beste  b^  maie  deupnrey 
Where  as  no  man  bspm- shall  soccoure^ 

All  that  he  bad  was  done  in  dede. 
A  who  berde'euertsii^se  or  rede 
Of  suche  a  thy^»  as  tho  was  dai 
But  he,  whiqhe  lad  bis  wiath  lo^ 
Hath  knowe  of  iQue  but  a  lite. 
But  for  all  that  lie  was  to  wite 
Through  his  sodeioe  melancolifl^ 
To  do  so  great  a  fekRuBt 
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For  thj  my  wime^  howe  ia.it  fltODde» 
By  this  CSS  tbou  might  ▼ndentoncle. 
That  if  thou  euer  id  came  of  lone 
Shah  dame,  and  thou  be  lo  aboue, 
That  thoo  misht  leade  it  at  thy  wille. 
Let  Dcner  through  thy  wrath  spiUe» 
Whicbe  enery  kincfe  shulde  saue. 

For  it  tit  eoery  man  to  haoe 
Regaide  to  looe  and  to  his  might: 
Ayeofit  wbos  8treiq;the  male  no  wight. 

And  sitb  an  hert  is  so  streined, 
Tttc  reddoor  ought  to  bo  irestreined, 
To  hym  that  maie  bet  aweye, 
Wban  he  mote  to  nature  obeye. 
For  it  is  saide  thus  ouerall. 
That  nedes  mote,  that  nedes  shalL 
or  that  a  life  doth  after  kiode, 
Wbeiof  he  maie  no  boote  finde. 
What  thyng  nature  hath  set  in  lawe, 
Tber  maie  no  mana  might  witbdrawe. 
And  who  that  worcheth  there  ayene> 
Fan  ofte  tyme  it  hath,  be  seyne, 
There  hath  befall  great  veogeanoe, 
Wherof  I  finde  a  remembrance. 


Hie  narrat  qaaKter  Tiresias  in  quodam  monte 
duos  aerpenttt  inoenit  pariter  commiscentesy 
qnos  cum  riiiga  percussit,  Irati  dii  ob  hoc^  quod 
am  impefliuit,  ipsiun  contra  naturam  a 
i  Tirili  in  raoliebrem  transmutarunt. 


OciDK  after  the  tyme  tho 
ToUe  an  enaample,  and  saide  ao: 
Howe  that  whilom  Tiresias, 
As  he  walkend  goth.par  cas. 
Upon  an  high  m<matoine>  he  sigh 
Tvo  serpentes  ia  his  weye  nighe; 
And  thet  so,  as  nature  hem  taught 
AsKraUed  were,  and  he  tho  oanght 
A  yerde,  whicbe  be  bare  on  bonder 
And  thought,  that  he  wolde  Ibode 
To  lette  hem,  apd  smote  hem  bothe, 
Wherof  the  pods  wereo  wrothe. 
And  for  he  hath  destourbed  ktode. 
And  was  so  to  nature  ▼nkinde, 
Vnkindelicbe  be  was  transfarsaed. 
That  he,  whiche  erst  a  man  was  fonned, 
la  to  a  woman  .was  Ibrshape: 
That  was  to  hym  an  angry  tape. 
But  for  that  b«  with  anger  wrought. 
His  asger  angerlicbe  he  bought. 

COKFSiSOR. 

Lo  thus  my  son  Onide  bath  writei 
Wbnof  thou  might  by  reason  wite. 
More  is  a  man  than-auche  a  best. 
So  ought  it  neoer  ben  hoQest« 
A  Baa  to  wratlien  hym  to  sore. 
Of  that  another  doth  the  lore 
Of  kinde,  in  whicbe  is  no  malice, 
Bat  onely  that  it  is  a  vice. 
Aadthoo^aman  be  resonaUe: 
Tet  after  kinde  he  is  meuabie 
To  low,  where  he  woU  or  none. 
Thiake  tboa  my  sonne  therrpou. 
And  do  melancolie  awaye. 
PorhMe  hath  eoer  his  loate  to  playe 
As  he  whiche  wold  no  life  greue* 

AMANS. 

My  foder  tint  I  Mie'well  leoe 


All  that  ye  telle,  it  is  skiUe^ 
Let  euery  man  loue»  as  he  wille, 
Be  so  it  be  not  my  ladye. 
For  I  shall  not  be  wroth  there  by. 
But  that  I  wrath  and  fare  amis 
Alone  ypon  mV  aelle  it  is, 
That  I  with  bothe  loue  and  kinde 
1  am  so  bestad,  that  I  can  finde 
No  wey,  bowe  I  it  maie  asterte, 
Whiche  stent  vpon  myn  owhe  heit» 
And  toucheth  to  none  other  life, 
Sauf  onely  to  that  swete  wife. 
For  whom,  but  if  it  be  amended. 
My  glad  dales  ben  dispended, 
That  I  my  selfe  shaU  not  ibrbeare 
The  wrathe,  whiche  I  nowe  beare. 
For  therof  is  none  other  Hche. 
Nowe  asketh  forth  I  yowe  besecbe 
Of  wrathe,  if  there  ought  elles  is, 
Wherof  to  shriue.    Sonne  yia. 

Ira  mouet  litem,  quse  Imguae  frena  resohien^ 
Laxa  per  infemes  currit  vbique  vias. 

Rixarum  nntriz  quos  educat  ista  loquaces, 
Hos  Venus  a  latere  liiiquit  habere  vagos. 

Sed  patienter  agens  tacitumo  qui  celet  ore, 
Vincit  et  optati  cai^iit  amoris  iter. 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  super  secunda  specie  ti% 
que  Lis  dicitur,ex  cuius  contnmeliis  innumerosa 
dolorum  occasio,  tam  in  amoris  causa  quam 
aliter,  inquem  plnribus  sepissime  exortaest. 

Op  wrath  the  second  is  chest, 

Whiche  hath  the  wyndes  of  tempest 

To  kepe,  and  many  a  sodeine  blast 

He  blowetb,  wherof  ben  agaA 

Thei,  that  desiren  pes  and  reste: 

He  is  that  ilke  vngoodlyeste, 

Wh^he  many  a  lustie  loue  hath  twsmne^ 

For  he  beareth  euer  his  mouth  vnpinned: 

So  that  his  lippes  beii  vnloke. 

And  bis  courage  is  all  to  broke. 

That  euery  thyng,  whiche  he  can  USt^ 

It  spriogeth  vp  as  doth  a  welle, 

Whiche  maie  no  man  of  hb  stremes  hid% 

But  renneth  out  on  euery  side: 

So  boylen  yp  the  foule  sawes. 

That  cheste  wote  of  bis  felawes. 

For  as  a  siue  kepeth  Ale, 

Right  so  cah  cheste  kepe  a  tale. 

All  that  he  wote,  he  woU  disclose. 

And  speke  er  any  maa  oppose. 
As  a  citee  without  walle. 

Where  men  maie  gon  out  ouenlle, 

Withonten  any  .resistance: 

So  with  his  croked  eloqueaee 

He  speketh  all,  that  he  wote  with  ynna, 

Wherof  men  Iqso  more  than  Wynne. 

For  often  tyme  of  bis  cbidynge. 

He  bringeth  to,  hous  suche  tidynge. 

That  maketh  warre  at  beddes  heade: 

He  is  the  leuein  of  the  breade» 

Whiche  soureth  all  the  past  about: 

Men  ought,  well  such  one  to  doute. 

For  ener  his  bowe  is  redy  bent, 

And  whom  he  hit,  I  tdl  hym  sfaent. 

If  he  maie  peroe  hym  with  bis  tongOi 

And  elft  so  kwde  his  beUe  ia  ronga. 

That  of  the  noyse,  and  of  the  soumt 

Men  fearen  hym  in  all  the  towne 
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WeH  more  than  tbei  d<me  of  thondor. 

For  that  is  cauge  of  more  wonder. 

For  with  the  windes,  wbiche  he  bloweth, 

Fall  ofte  sith  he  ooertbrowetfa 

The  Citeesy  and  the  policie. 

That  I  haae  herde  the  people  crie 

And  echooe  saide  in  bis  degree: 

Ha  wicke  conge  wo  thou  bee. 
For  men  sajrn,  that  the  harde  bone. 
Ail  though  hym  selfe  haoe  none, 
A  tonge  breaketh  it  all  to  pieces. 
He  hath  so  many  sondry  spices 
Of  vice,  that  I  maie  not  wele 
Descrioe  hem  by  a  thonsamf  defe. 

But  whan  that  he  to  cheste  Mleth, 
FtiU  many  a  wonder  thyng  befalleth. 
For  he  ne  can  no  thynge  forbere. 

Nowe  tell  my  sonne  thyn  answere. 
If  it  haue  ener  so  betide, 
That  thou  at  any  tyme  hast  chidde 
Toward  thy  loue?    Fader  nate, 
Sache  cheste  yet  Tnto  this  daie 
Ne  made  I  neQer,god  forbede. 
For  er  I  singe  sache  a  crede 
I  had  leaer  to  be  lewed. 
For  than  were  I  all  beshrewed^ 
And  worthy  to  be  pot  a  backe, 
"With  all  the  sorowe  vpon  my  backe^ 
That  any  man  ordeine  couthe. 
But  t  spake  neaer  yet  by  mouthe 
That  vnto  chest  might  toache. 
And  that  I  durst  right  wel  Toache 
Upon  hir  selfe,  as  for  witnes. 
For  I  wote  of  hir  gentihies, 
That  she  me  wold  well  excuse^ 
That  I  no  suche  th3mges  yse. 
And  if  it  shulde  sobetyde. 
That  I  algates  mast  chyde» 
It  might  not  be  to  my  loae. 
For  so  yet  iteoer  was  I  abooe. 
For  all  this  wyde  worlde  to  wynne, 
Tliat  I  durst  any  worde  begynne: 
By  whiche  she  might  haue  be  amoned. 
And  I  of  cheste  also  reproued. 
But  rather  if  it  might  hir  like, 
The  beste  wordes  wolde  I  pike, 
Whiche  I  couthe  in  myn  hert  chese. 
And  seme  hem  forth  in  stede  of  chese. 
For  that  is  helpeliche  to  defie: 
And  I  wolde  so  my  wordes  plie. 
That  mighten  wrath  and  cheste  aoale. 
With  tdlyng  of  my  softe  tale. 
Thns  dare  I  make  a  forward, 
That  neuer  ynt»  my  lady  ward 
Yet  spake  1  worde  in  sache  a  wise, 
Wherof  that  chest  shalde  arise. 
Thus  saie  1  not,  that  I  foil  ofte 
Ne  haoe,  whan  I  s^^ke  moste  softe, 
Parcas  saied  more  than  enoagh. 
Bat  so  well  halt  no  man  the  plongh. 
That  be  ne  balketh  other  while, 
Ne  so  well  can  no  man  affile 
His  tonge,  that  somtyme  in  tape 
Hym  maie  some  light  worde  ooerscftpe. 
And  yet  ne  meneth  he  no  cheste. 

But  that  I  bane  ayene  hir  best 
Folt  ofte  spoke,  1  am  bekoowe, 
And  howe,  my  wille  is  that  yoa  knowe. 
For  whan  my  time  cometh  about, 
That  I  dare  ^ke,  and  saie  all  out 


My  longe  loue,  of  whidie  she  woC, 
That  ener  in  one  aliehe  hot 
Me  grmeth:  than  all  my  disease 
T  tell:  and  though  rt  hir  displease 
I  speke  it  forth,  and  nought  ne  leoe: 
And  though  it  be  beside  hir  leue, 
I  hope  and  trowe  netheles. 
That  I  do  not  ayene  the  pes. 
For  though  I  tell  hir  all  my  thought. 
She  wot  wel),  that  I  chide  nought. 

Men  maie  the  highe  god  beseche. 
And  he  woll  here  a  mans  spechev 
And  be  not  wroth  of  that  he  seitb: 
So  yeueth  it  me  the  more  feith, 
And  maketh  me  bardie  soth  to  seie. 
That  I  dare  well  the  better  preie 
My  hidy,  whiche  a  woman  is. 
For  though  I  tell  hir  that  er  is 
Of  loue,  whicbe  me  greueth  sore, 
Hir  ought  not  to  be  wrotb  the  more. 
For  1  without  noise  or  crie 
My  plaint  make  all  buxomly. 
To  putten  all  wrath  awaie. 
Thus  dar  I  say  rnto  this  daie 
Of  cheste,  in  emest  or  in  game 
My  lady  shall  me  nothynge  Uame. 
But  ofte  tyme  it  hath  betid. 
That  with  my  seluen  I  haoe  chid. 
That  no  man  ooath  better  cbide 
And  that  hath  ben  at  euery  tide» 
Whan  I  cam  to  my  selue  alones» 
For  than  I  made  a  preuy  mone. 
And  euery  talc  by  and  by, 
Whiche  as  I  spake  to  my  lady, 
I  thinke  and  pelse  in  my  balance. 
And  drawe  in  to  my  remembrance. 
And  than,  if  that  I  fynde  a  lacke 
Of  any  worde,  that  I  mispake, 
Whicbe  was  to  muche  in  any  wises 
Anone  my  wittes  1  despise. 
And  make  a  chidyng  in  myn  herte. 
That  any  worde  he'shuM  asterte, 
Whiche  as  1  shaid  haue  holden  ynncv 
And  so  forth  after  I  bef  yi^ne. 
And  loke  if  there  was  elles  ought 
To  speke,  tad  I  ne  spake  it  nought 
And  than  if  I  maie  seehe  and  fynde. 
That  any  wurde  he  lefte  bebynde, 
Whiche  as  I  shulde  more  haue  spoke, 
I  wolde  Tpon  my  selfe  be  wioke. 
And  chide  with  my  selfen  so. 
That  all  my  wit  is  ouergo. 

For  no  man  male  his  time  lore 
Recoqer:  and  thus  I  am  therfore 
So  ooer  wroth  in  all  my  thought. 
That  I  my  selfe  chide  all  to  nought. 
That  for  to  muche,  or  for  to  lyte 
Full  ofte  I  am  my  selfe  to  wyte. 
But  all  that  maie  me  not  auaile. 
With  cheste  thopgh  I  me  trauatte. 
But  oule  on  stoke,  and  stoke  on  oule. 
The  more  that  a  man  defoule. 
Men  wote  well  whiche  hath  the  werte^ 
And  so  to  me  nis  worth  a  kerse. 
But  tometh  vnto  myn  owne  heade. 
Though  I  tell,  that  I  were  deade, 
Wolde  euer  chide  in  suoh  a  wise 
Of  loue,  as  I  to  you  deuise« 

But  fother  nowe  ye  haue  all  lienfe« 
In  this  maner  howe  1  haoefoi^ 
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Of  cberte,  and  of  dttsencjoQ> 
TciM  me  your  abeolocioD. 

CX>]fFBtlOR, 

My  aoDoe  if  that  thou  wistest  all, 
What  cheste  doth  in  spedall 
To  looe,  and  to  his  welwillyhg, 
ThoQ  voidest  fleen  his  knovlegeyog. 
For  who  that  moste  can  speke  foy  re, 
And  lerne  to  be  debonayrei 
b  nut  accordende  vnto  loue, 
Fayie  specfae  |iafh  ofte  broog^t  aboue 
FqQ  many  a  man^  as  it  is  knowe, 
Wbiche  dies  sbold  bane  ben  right  lowe. 
And  failed  mochell  of  his  wille. 
For  thy  holde  thy  tonge  stiU, 
And  lete  thy  witte  thy  wille  reste, 
So  that  tboa  fifdl  not  in  cheste, 
Whicfae  is  the  soars  of  great  distance. 
And  tske  into  remembrance, 
If  thoa  might  gete  Pacience, 
W hicbe  is  the  leche  of  all  oflfienoe. 
At  tcUen  ts  the  olde  wise. 

in  est  Tindicta  omnium  ioiarianmi. 


Fdi  whan  noagfaielles  maie  suffice. 
By  streogthe,  ne  by  mans  wit, 
Tiksa  Pacience  it  ouer  sit, 
Aadooer  cometh  at  taste. 

Bat  he  maie  neaer  longe  laste, 
Wbidie  woU  not  bowe  er  that  he  breake. 
Take  hede  sonne  of  that  1  speke. 


Mj  fiider  of  yonr  goodly  specbe, 
And  of  the  witte,  whiche  ye  me  tecbe, 
1  tfaanke  you  with  all  myn  herte. 
For  that  worde  shall  me  neuer  asterte, 
Tkit  I  ne  shall  your  wordes  holde 
Of  Pacience,  as  ye  me  tolde. 
Ate  ferfcith  as  myn  herte  thinketh. 
Aod  of  my  wrath  it  me  forthioketb. 

Bot  btber  if  ye  foith  with  all 
Sooie  good  ensample,  in  speciall 
Me  voUen  teche  of  some  Cronike: 
It  ffaalde  weH  myn  hert  like 
Of  Pacience  for  to  here: 
So  that  I  might  in  my  matere 
The  more  rnto  my  loue  obeie, 
Aad  patten  my  disease  aweie. 

Bk  pooit  Confessor  Bnmplom  de  pacientia  in 
aaove  contn  litea  hahcada,  £t  narrat  qualiter 
Vior  Socratis,  iptnm  qnodam  die  multis  fer- 
moaibns  iitivaait,  Sed  cum  ipse  absque  vlla  re- 
^KMsione  ooinaa  probra  pacienter  sostnlit,  in- 
digaata  Vxor  qoandam  ydriam  plenam  aque, 
qnam  in.maou  tenebat,  super  caput  Tin  sui  so- 
bitoc€iidit,  dioens:  Kuigila  et  loqoere,  qui  re- 
ipondcns  tunc  ait:  O  rcre  iam  scio,  et  expertos 
•an,  quod  poet  Tentorum  imbiem  sequuntur 
Et  isto  aiodo  litis  contumdiam  sua 


\  a  nan  to  hie  hym  pet 
v,  as  Socrates 


Ensample  left,  whiche  is  writtci 

And  for  thou  shalt  the  sooth  witte. 

Of  this  ensample,  what  I  meiie. 

All  though  it  be  nowe  litteU  aene 

Amonge  the  men  thilke  euidence: 

Yet  he  was  vpoo  pacience 

So  set,  that  be  hym  selfe  assaie 

In  thynge,  which  might  him  most  mispaie 

Desyreth;  and  a  wicked  wife 

He  weddeth,  whiche  in  sorow  and  strife 

Ageinst  his  ease  was  contrayre: 

But  he  spake  euer  softe  and  fayre, 

Till  it  befell,  as  it  is  tolde. 

In  wynter,  whan  the  daie  is  colde^ 

This  wife  was, fro  the  well  come, 

Where  that  a  pot  with  water  nome 

She  hath,  and  brought  it  in  to  hoose^ 

And  sawe  bowe  that  hir  sele  spouse 

Was  set,  and  loked  on  a  boke 

Nigh  to  the  fyre,  as  he  whiche  toke 

His  ease,  as  for  a  man  of  age. 

And  she  began  the  wood  rage. 

And  asketh  hym,  what  dioel  be  thought. 

And  bare  on  hond,  that  hym  ne  ronght 

What  labour  that  she  toke  on  honde. 

And  saith,  that  sucbe  an  husbonde 

Was  to  a  wife  not  worth  a  stre. 

He  said  nother  naye  ne  ye. 
But  belde  hym  stille,  and  lete  hir  chide. 
And  she,  whiche  maie  hir  selfe  not  hide. 
Began  within  for  to  swelie. 
And  that  nhe  brought  in  fit)  the  weile 
The  water  pot  she  bent  a  lofte. 
And  badde  hym  speke,  and  he  all  softe 
Sat  stille,  aod  nought  a  word  answerde. 

And  she  was  wroth,  that  he  so  ferde. 
And  asketh  hym,  if  he  be  deade. 
And  all  the  water  on  bis  heade 
She  poured  out,  and  bad  hym  a  wake. 
But  he,  whiche  woU  not  forsake 
His  pacience,  than  spake. 
And  saide,  bowe  that  he  fond  no  lake 
In  no  thyng,  whiche  she  had  do* 
For  it  was  wynter  tyme  tho. 
And  wynter,  as  by  wey  of  kinde, 
Whiche  stormie'  is,  as  men  it  finde. 
First  maketh  the  wiodes  for  to  blowe. 
And  after  that  within  a  tbrowe. 
He  reineth,  and  the  water  gates 
Undoth,  and  thus  my  wife  algates, 
Wbiche  is  with  reason  well  beseya. 
Hath  made  me  bothe  wynde  and  reyn 
After  the  season  of  the  yere. 

And  than  he  set  hym  ner  the  fire« 
And  as  he  might  his  clothes  dried. 
That  he  nomore  o  worde  ne  seyd, 
Wherof  he  gat  hym  somdele  rest. 
For  that  hym  thought  was  for  the  best. 

AMAHS* 

I  not  of  thilke  ensample  yit 
Accordeth  with  a.  mans  wit 
To  suffer,  as  Socrates  dede. 
And  if  it  fal  in  any  stede 
A  man  to  lose  so  his  galle, 
Hym  ought  amonge  the  women  alio 
In  Loues  court,  by  Judgement 
The  name  beare  of  pacient, 
To  yeue  ensample  to  the  j^)od 
Of  pacience  bowe  that  it  stode. 
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That  other  1 


GOWER'S  POOfS. 


\  it  flkight  knoire. 

COnWEMOWU 


And  toime  if  thou  at  any  throira 
Be  tempted  ayenst  padence, 
Take  hede  ?pon  this  euideoce. 
It  shall  par  case  the  lesse  greue. 


My  feder  lo  as  I  beleae 
Of  that  shall  be  no  maner  nedc. 
For  I  woll  take  so  good  hede. 
That  er  I  iall  in  suche  sMaie, 
I  thinke  eachewe,  if  that  I  maie. 

Bat  if  there  he  ought  elles  man, 
Wherof  I  might  take  lore, 
I  praie  you,  so  as  I  dare, 
Nowe  telietb,  that  I  maie  beware 
Same  other  tale  of  this  matteie. 

CONFESSOR. 

Sonne  tt  is  euer  good  to  lere, 
Wherof  thott  might  thy  word  restreine 
£r  that  thou  £iUe  in  any  peine. 

Fpr  who  that  can  no  counteit  hide. 
Be  maie  not  faile  of  wo  beside, 
Whiche  shall  be&tle,  er  he  it  witte. 
As  I  finde  in  the  hokes  writte. 

Hie  pofuit  Confessor  evemplum,  quod  de  aUerius 
lite  intromittere  canendnm  est.  fit  narrat  qua- 
Kter  Jupiter  com  Jnnoneenper  quadam  questiooe 
litigahant,  Tidelicet  ▼tnim  vir  an  molier  in  amo. 
ris  conctt{MScentia  fetuentius  ardebat:  super 
quo  Tiresiam  oorom  Judicem  constituebaot.  Et 
quia  iUe  contra  Junonem  in  diets  litis  causa 
sententiam  diffioiuit,  irata  ipsum  de  amborum 
oculorum  lumine  daritatis  absque  remissione 
priuauit. 

OOMFESSOR. 

Yet  cam  there  neoer  good  of  strife. 
To  seche  in  all  a  mans  life. 
Though  it  begyn  on  pure  game 
Full  ofte  it  torneth  in  to  grame. 
And  doth  greuance  on  som  side, 
Wherof  the  great  clerke  Guide, 
After  the  lawe,  whiche  was  tbo. 
Of  Jupiter  and  of  Juno 
Maketh  in  his  boke  mencion, 
Howe  thei  felle  at  dissencion, 
In  maner  as  it  were  a  borde. 
As  thei  began  for  to  worde: 
Amonge  hem  selfe  in  prioetee: 
And  that  was  vpon  this  degree, 

Whiche  of  the  two  more  amorous  is. 
Or  man  or  wife.  And  vpon  this 
Thei  might  not  acorde  in  one. 
And  toke  a  Juge  thervpon, 
Whiche  cleped  is  Tyresias, 
And  bad  hym  demen  in  this  cas. 

And  he  without  auisement 
Ayene  Juno  gafe  iugement. 

This  goddes,  vpon  his  onswere 
Was  wrothe,  and  wolde  not  ibrbere, 
But  toke  aweye  for  euermo 
The  light  from  both  his  eyen  two. 

Whan  Jupiter  this  hnrt  hath  sene, 
Another  benefite  there  ayene 


He  yafe,  and  soelie  a  grace  hym  dooth. 
That  for  he  wiste  he  saide  sootli^ 
A  sooth  sayer  be  was  for  euer. 

But  yet  that  other  were  leuer 
Haue  had  the  lokyng  of  his  eie 
Than  of  his  worde  the  prophecie. 

But  howe  so  that  the  sooth  went. 
Strife  was  the  cause,  of  that  he  bent 
So  great  a  peine  bodily. 

My  Sonne  be  thou  ware  there  by» 
And  holde  thy  tonge  stille  dose. 
For  who  that  hath  his  worde  disclose 
Er  that  he  witte  what  he  mene. 
He  is  fiUl  ofHe  nighe  his  tene. 
And  leseth  full  many  typie  grace, 
Wher  that  he  wold  hia  thanke  purchacc. 

And  oner  this  my  sonne  dere. 
Of  other  men  if  thou  might  here 
In  priuitee,  what  thei  bane  wrought: 
Hold  counseil,  and  discouer  it  nought* 
For  cheste  can  no  couoseile  bele. 
Or  be  it  wo  or  be  it  wele. 
And  take  a  tale  in  to  thy  minde. 
The  whiche  of  Me  ensample  I  finde. 

Hie  ponit  Confessor  Exemplom  contra  illos,  qui 
in  amoris  causa  alterius  consilium  reoelaiv  pre- 
sumunt.  Et  narrat,  qualiter  quedam  auts  tunc 
albissima  nomine  Coruus,  consilium  domine  sne 
Corpnis  Phebo  denudanit:  Tnde  contigit  non 
'  solum  ipsam  Coronidem  interfieei,  sed  et  Co- 
mum,  qui  an  tea  tanquam  nix  albus  (bit,  in  pi- 
ceum  colorem  pro  perpetuo  tnmsmutari. 

PHEBU8,  whiche  maketh  the  dales  light, 

A  loue  he  had,  whiche  tho  bight 

Coronis,  whom  abouen  all 

He  pleseth.    But  what  shall  be&lle 

Of  lone,  there  is  no  man  knoweth. 

But  as  fortune  htr  happes  throweth. 

So  it  befell  vpon  a  chance, 

A  yong  knight  toke  hir  acqueintance. 

And  had  of  hir  all  that  he  wolde. 

But  a  fals  byrd,  whiche  she  hath  holde 

And  kept  in  chambre  of  pure  youthe, 

Discouereth  all  that  euer  he  couthe. 

The  byrdes  name  was  as  tho 
Coruus,  the  whiche  was  than  also 
Well  more  white  than  any  swan: 
And  he  the  shrewe  all  that  he  can 
Of  his  lady  to  Phebns  saide. 

And  he  for  wrath  his  swerd  out  braide. 
With  whiche  Coronide  anone'be  slough. 
But  after,  hym  was  wo  enough. 
And  toke  full  great  repentance, 
Wherof  in  token  and  remembrance 
Of  hem,  whiche  vsen  wicke  speehe. 
Upon  this  byrde  he  toke  his  wreche. 
That  there  he  was  snowe  white  toAnw, 
Euer  afterwarde  cole  blake  therfore 
He  was  transformed,  as  it  sheweth* 
And  many  a  man  yet  hym  beshreweth* 
And  clepen  bjrm  in  to  this  daie 
A  Rauen,  by  whom  yet  men  maie 
Take  euidence,  whan  he  crieth. 
That  some  mishap  it  aigntfieUi. 
Beware  therfore,  and  saye  the  best. 
If  thou  wolt  be  thy  selfo  in  rest. 
My  good  soone,  as  I  the  rede; 
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HielBqiilnr  taper  eoden,  Et  wurat  qvaliter  Ijurm 
Nimpha  eo  qaod  Jupiter  iuturiMm  •duttenutit, 
jaBOBi  loais  ▼xori  MCMtMD  reoelMiit*  Sua 
piQpCer  Jopiter  irft  eommoitum  lingwa  Laris  prius 
abMin,  ipnm  poatea  io  profiiiidam  Acberantis 
exalcBi  pro  petpetno  maacipauit. 

U>  ia  aoother  place  I  rede 
OrthilkeNyiiipbe,wlMchLamliigiit   . 
For  ibe  the  priuetee  by  aigbt 
(Hov  Jopiter  Uie  by  Jutume) 
Hath  told:  god  nade  hir  ooeitoraet 

Hir  toofe  he  cut»  aad  in  to  helk  . 
For  encr  he  aent  liir  for  U>  dwellet 
At  the  that  was  not  worthie  here 
Iflbea of  kMie  a  cbavibrere. 
Fbr  she  ao  coaniaik  couth  hole. 

And  mcbe  a  daiea  be  nowe  fele 
liloaet  conrte,  as  it  is  saide^ 
Ibatlette  her  tonges  gane  vnteide. 

MjiOBne  he  tboo  none  of  tho« 
To  nin^,  aod  tdle  tales  so, 
Aad  namely  that  thou  ne  chide. 
For  dmte  can  no  coanaaile  bide. 
For  vrttbe  laide  neuer  wele. 

M jp  bther  soothe  is  enery  dde» 
Tbftt  ye  Bie  tacbe :  and  I  woU  holda. 
Tke  ruler  whiche  I  *^  hioldie 
Toiee  the  cbeste,  as  ye  aie  bidde. 
For  well  is  hym,  that  aeuer  chidde. 

Nove  telle  me  forth  if  there  be  more 
As  loacheade  vnto  vrratbes  lore, 

IkBMMus  est  odiam,  qaasi  scriba  cui  debit  iva 
Materiam  acripti  cordis  ad  antra  sui. 

Hon  laxabit  amor,  odij  quern  freaa  restriaguut, 
Nee  seeicta  ns  taris  adire  sciait. 

Hie  tractat  Coalcssor  de  tertia  specie  ir»,  qute 
«£«B  dicitur :  cuius  aatara  omaes  ine  inimiti- 
tias  ad  meatem  reducens  Ulas  Tsque  ad  tetnpus 
Tindicts,  relut  scriba  demoais  in  oordis  papyro 
commeaioTaatlas  iaserit 

Or  wrathe  yet  there  is  an  other, 
Whicbe  is  to  cbeste  his  ewne  brother, 
Aad  is  by  name  deped  hate, 
Thatsafiereth  not  withia  his  gate. 
That  there  come  other  loue  or  peace. 
For  he  voll  aaake  ao  release 
Ofaadebate,  whicbe  is  beMle : 
Nose  ipeke  if  thoa  arte  one  of  all. 
That  with  this  vice  hath  be  w  ithoide. 

As  yet  for  ought  that  ye  me  tolde 
llTfiaher»Inotwfaatitis. 

Ia  food  £iith  sooae  I  trowe  yts. 

My  lather  nay,  but  ye  aae  lere. 

Noee  list  my  aon  and  thou  shalt  here« 

Hate  is  a  wrathy  not  ahe  wende, 
Bat  ollooge  tyme  gatherende, 
AaidecUeth  ia  the  herte  loken. 
Til  he  see  tysae  to  be  wroken 
Aad  than  he  sfaeweth  his  tempest 
More  sodeiaetkan  thewdde  best, 
Whicbe  wote  aothyag,  what  mercy  is. 

My  soaae  arte  thoa  kaowea  cf  this  } 

My  fDod  bther,  as  I  weae, 
Vovevote  I  somedeie  what  ye  medet 
Bet  Idaie  aaiMy  make  aa  othe, 
MytadywafMBtMrlolht. 


I  woU  BOt  awere  nethdea, 
That  I  of  hate  am  gilteles. 
For  wbau  I  to  my  ladie  plie, 
Fro  dale  to  daie,  and  mmrcy  erie. 
Aad  ahe  ao  mercy  on  me  leith. 
But  shorte  wordes  to  me  seitfa,* 
Though  I  my  lady  loue  algate* 
Tho  wordes  mote  I  nodes  hate, 
And  wolde  thei  ware  all  dispent,  . 
Or  so  ferre  out  of  londe  went. 
That  I  neuer  after  shulde  hem  herss 
And  yet  loue  I  my  ladie  dere. 
Thus  is  there  hate,  as  ye  maie  see, 
Betweae  my  ladies  woide,  aad  me. 
The  worde  I  bate,  aod  hir  I  loae» 
What  so  shall  me  betide  of  loue. 

But  furthermore  I  woll  me  shrine^ 
That  I  haue  hated  all  my  liue 
These  ianglers,  whicbe  of  her  enaie 
Ben  eoer  redy  for  to  lie. 
For  with  her  fidse  compasseoKnt 
Full  often  thei  haue  mhde  me  tbeal^ 
And  hyndred  me  full  ofte  tyme, 
Whan  thei  no  cause  wiste  byme. 
But  onltcbe  of  her  owne  thought. 
And  thus  full  ofte  haue  I  bought 
The  lie,  and  dronke  not  of  the  w3nBa» 
I  wolde  her  happe  were  suche  as  myne* 
For  howe  so  that  I  be  nowe  shriue, 
To  hem  maie  I  nought  foryeue^ 
Till  I  see  hem  at  debate 
With  loue,  aod  with  myn  estete 
Thei  mighten  by  her  owne  deme, 
And  loke  how  well  it  sbnid  hem  quemt 
To  hyodre  a  man»  that  loueth  sore. 
And  thus  1  hate  hem  eoermore. 
Til  loue  on  hem  wold  done  his  wrecbe : 
For  that  shall  I  al  waie  besocbe 
Unto  the  mighty  Cupido, 
That  he  so  mochel  wolde  do 
(So  as  he  is  of  loue  a  god) 
To  smite  hem  with  the  same  rod« 
With  whicbe  T  am  of  Ique  smiten. 
So  that  thei  might  knove  aud  witen^ 
Howe  bindryng  is  a  wofull  peine 
To  hym,  that  loue  wold  atteine. 
Thus  cuer.on  hem  I  waite  and  hope^ 
Till  I  maie  seoe  hem  liepe  a  lope. 
And  halteu  on  the  same  sore, 
Wbiche  I  do  nowe.  for  euermore 
I  wolde  than  do  my  might. 
So  for  to  stonden  in  her  lighte. 
That  thei  ne  shulden  haue  awey 
To  that,  thei  wolden  put  awey. 
I  wolde  hem  put  out  of  the  stede 
Fro  loue,  right  as  thei  me  dode. 
With  that  thei  speke  of  me  by  ttouthe. 
So  wolde  I  do,  if  that  I  conth 
Of  hem«  and  thus  so  god  me  saua 
Is  all  the  hate,  that  I  haue 
Towarde  the  ianglers  eoery  dele, 
I  wolde  all  other  ferde  wele.  - 
Thus  haue  I  fiither,  said  my  wille  i 
Say  forth  nowe,  for  I  am  stille. 

My  Sonne  of  that  thoa  bast  me  laid^ 
1  holde  me  nought  fully  paide. 
That  thou  wohe  haten  any  man, 
I  To  that  accorden  I  ne  can. 
Though  he  haue  hyndred  the  tofofe* 
But  this  I  teOe  the  theifoie^ 
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Thou  might  tpon  my  beaiioii» 
Welt  haten  the  condicion 
Of  the  iauglen,  as  thou  ne  toldett. 
But  furibermore,  gf  that  thou  woldeai 
Hem  hyndre  in  any  other  wine : 
Suche  hate  is  euer  to  despise. 

For  thy  my  Sonne  I  wolde  the  rede» 
That  thoo  drawe  in  by  frendely  hede. 
That  thoQ^ne  might  not  do  by  hate» 
So  might  thou  gete  looe  algate, 
And  sette  the  my  soone  in  rest 
.For  thou  shalte  6nde  it  for  the  best. 
And  ouer  this  so  as  1  dare, 
I  rede,  that  thou  be  right  vel  ware 
Of  other  mens  hate  about, 
Which  euery  wise  man  shulde  dout. 
For  bate  is  euer  Tpon  away  te : 

And  as  the  fisher  on  his  bayte 
Sleeth,  whan  he  seeth  the  fissbes  &st8 

So  whan  he  seeth  tyme  at  last. 
That  he  maie  worche  an  other  wo. 
Shall  no  man  toume  him  ther  fro. 
That  hate  nyll  his  felonie 
Fulfill,  and  feigne  companie. 

Yet  netheles  for  fislse  semblant 
Is  towarde  hym  of  oouenant 
Witholde,  so  that  vnder  bothe 
That  preuy  wrath  can  hym  ck>tfae» 
That  he  shall  seme  a  great  beleue. 
Sut  ware  the  well,  that  thoo  ne  leue 
All  that  thou  seest  afore  thyn  eie» 
So  as  the  Grpgoys  whilom  sie. 
The  boke  of  Troie  who  so  rede. 
There  maie  he  finde  ensample  in  dede. 

HIc  pontt  Confessor  exemplum  contra  illos,  qui 
cum  ire  sue  odium  aperte  vindiicare  nou  possint, 
fi^a  dissimulatione  vindictam  subdole  assequen- 
tur.  £t  narrat,  quod  cum  Palamedes  princeps, 
Grecorum  in  obsidione  Treie,  a  quibusda^  suis 
emulis  proditorie  interfectus  fiiisset,  paterque 
suus  rex  Kauplus  in  patria  sua  tunc  existens, 
boiusmodi  euentus  certitudinem  sciuisset:  gre- 
cos  in  sui  cordis  odium  super  omnia  recollegit, 
vnde  contigit,  quod  cum  greci  deuicta  Troia  per 
altum  mare  versus  Greciani  nauigio  remeantes 
obscurissimo  noctis  tempore  nimia  ventorum 
tempestate  imtabantur,  rex  Nauplns  in  terra  sua 
contra  litos  maris,  vbi  maiora  saxorum  emine- 
bant  pericula  super  cacumina  montium,  gran- 
dtssimos  noctaoter  fecit  ignes,  quos  greci  aspi- 
cJentes  laluum  portum  ibidem  inuenire  certissi- 
me  putabant,  Et  terram  approximantes  diruptis 
nauibus  magna  pare  grecorum  periclitabatur. 

SONIIB  after  the  destruction. 
Whan  Troie  was  all  beate  downe. 
And  slain  was  Priamus  the  kyng. 
The  gregoys,  whiche  of  all  this  thyng 
Ben  cause,  tornen  home  ageyne. 
There  maie  no  man  his  hap  withseyne. 
It  hath  ben  sene,  and  felte  full  ofte 
The  harde  tyme  after  the  softe. 

By  sea  as  thei  forth  bomewarde  went, 
A  rag^  of  great  tempest  hem  bent 

Juno  let  bende  hir  partie  bon'e. 
The  flkie  ware  derke,  the  wind  gan  blow. 
The  firie  welken  began  to  tbonder, 
Ai  though  the  worM  shuld  al  a  sonder. 

From  heuen  out  of  the  water  gates 
The  reynie  stonna  folic  downe  algates. 
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And  all  hir  tacle  mftde  YnweUe, 
That  no  man  might  him  selfe  beweUei. 

There  maie  men  here  shipmen  cri^. 
That  stoode  in  auoter  for  to  die. 

He  that  bebynde  sat  to  stera 
Maie  not  the  for  sterne  here. 
The  shyp  arose  againe  the  wawes. 
The  lodesman  hath  lost  bis  lawet. 
The  sea  on  beate  on  euery  side, 
Thei  nisten  what  fortune  abide. 
But  set  hem  well  in  gods  will. 
Where  he  bem  wolde  sane  or  spill. 

And  it  fell  tbtike  tine  thus. 
There  was  a  kynge,  whiche  Nauplns 
Was  bote :  and  he  a  sonne  had 
At  Troie,  whiche  the  gregoys  iadde. 
As  he  that  was  made  prince  of  all. 
Till  that  For^ne  let  hym  foil. 
His  name  was  Pnlamides 
But  through  an  liate  netheles 
Of  some  of  hem,  his  death  was  oute^ 
And  he  by  treason  ouercaste* 
His  father,  whan  he  herde  it  telle. 
He  swore,  if  euer  his  time  felie. 
He  wolde  him  Tenge  if  that  he  might. 
And  therto  his  auowebe  bight. 
And  thus  this  kyuge  through  prioe  bate^ 
Abode  vpon  a  waite  algate. 
For  he  was  not  of  suche  emprise. 
To  aoengen  byn  in  open  wise. 

The  feme,  whiche  goth  wide  where 
Maketh  knowe,  how  that  the  grekes  weie 
Homwarde  with  all  the  felawship 
Fro  Troie  vpon  the  sea  by  ship. 

Nauplus  whan  he  this  vnderstode^ 
And  knewetbe  tides  of  the  flode. 
And  sawe  the  wynde  blowe  to  the  londe': 
A  great  deoeite  anone  he  fonde 
Of  priuie  hate,  as  thou  shalt  here, 
Wherof  I  teU  all  this  matere. 

This  kyoge  the  wether  gan  behokle« 
And  wist  well,  thei  moten  holde 
Her  cours  endlonge  the  mitrohe  right» 
And  made  vpon  the  derke  night. 
Of  great  shydes  and  of  blockes. 
Great  fire  agein  the  great  rockes. 
To  shewe  vpon  the  hilles  high : 
So  that  the  flete  of  grece  it  sigh. 
And  so  fell  right  as  bethought. 
This  flete,  whiche  an  bauen  sought. 
The  bright  f3rrcs  sawe  a  ferre. 
And  thei  ben  drawen  ner  and  ner. 
And  wende  well,  and  vuderstoode, 
Howe  all  that  fyre  was  made  for  good. 
To  shewe  where  men  shulde  ariue. 
And  Uiitherwarde  thei  hasten  blioe. 
In  semblant  (as  men  sayne)  is  gile. 
And  that  was  proued  thilke  while. 
The  ship,  whiche  wende  his  helpe  accroch*, 
Drofe  all  to  peces  on  the  roche: 
And  so  there  deden  teone  or  twehie. 
There  might  no  man  helpe  hym  selue. 
For  there  thei  wenden  death  escape, 
Withouten  helpe  her  death  was  ihape. 

Thus  thei  that  comen  firste  tofore. 
Upon  the  rockes  ben  forlore. 
But  through  noise,  and  their  crie. 
The  other  were  ware  theiby. 
And  whan  the  daie  began  to  rowe, 
Tho  mighten  thei  the  sooth  knowe. 
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ThatwiMM  thd  mmde  ftenta  fynde, 
Tbci  fonde  freodriiip  all  befaynde. 

The  loiide  tfau  was  •oooe  wehwd. 
Where  Cliat  tbei  hadden  be  deceiaed» 
Aad  loke  hem  to  the  high  aea, 
Ilierto  they  saiden  all  ye. 
Fid  that  daie  fortbe,  and  where  thd  w«rt» 
Orthat  thei  bane  anaied  there. 


OOMFESSOI^. 

My  foone  wherof  tboa  might  aaiaa^ 
Hove  fraode  staat  in  many  wise 
AaMWge  hem,  that  gile  thynke. 
There  is  oo  scriuener  with  his  inka 
Whiehe  haHe  the  teade  write  can, 
T^  itaat  in  snehe  a  manef  man. 

For  thy  the  wise  men  ne  demen 
The  thymes  after  that  tbei  semen.      . 
Bot  after  that  tbei  knowe  and  fynde. 

Hk  nunoar  sbeweth  in  his  kynde, 
Ai  he  had  all  the  woride  within, 
Aadti  in  sooth  noUiyng  therin* 
Asd  10  fiueth  bate  for  a  thiowe. 


Tdlheai , 

ftall  BO  Dun  kaowe  by  his  ebere» 
Whiebe  is  auant,  and  whiche  arerti 
^  thj  my  somie  tbinke  on  this. 

My&thersolwolliwyii 
^  if  there  more  «^  wrath  bee, 
Nove  aske  Ibrtbe  pnr  charitee. 
As  ye  by  yoor  bokes  knowe, 
AadI  the  iQotbe  shall  beknowe. 

taicohibere  mannm  neqait,  et  sic  spem  eios 
Maribos  hie  popnlo  saepe  timendus  eriti 

kptoi  ia  lactam  Venus  et  sua  gandia  transfert, 
Cttoiqae  sois  tbalamis  talis  amicus  adest. 

Eit  aauir  aaplexu  non  ictibus  alliciendas, 
Piaagit  amieitaa^  impetoosa  manos. 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  snper  quarta  et  qninta  spe^ 
CK  ire«  que  impetuositas  et  homicidium  dicun- 
bir:  led  primo  de  impetoositate  specialiter  trao- 
tsie  lateadity  coins  natuim  spem  in  naribus  ges- 
(iftdo  ad  omnes  ire  motiones  in  vindicta  para- 
t>i  pacieotiam  nuUatenns  obsenat. 

Mt  loaae  thon  sbalte  mdentoode, 
IW  yet  towaide  wrath  stonde      * 
Of  ^tsdly  viAs  other  two : 
Aad  for  to  tell  her  names  so, 
It  ii  Coatecfce  and  Homicide, 
''^  heto  getber  on  enery  syde, 

Ci«l«^  as  the  bokes  saine, 
Mehastbatb  to  his  chamberlaine, 
•7  vhoie  connsayle  all  rnadnised 
jiNiieBee  moste  despised, 
Tytl  HoBieide  with  hem  mete^ 
rwansey  tha  ben  all  mmete. 
At'  Una  bea  tbei  the  worst  of  all 
Of  hsB,  whkhe  mto  wrath  Ml, 
■deAe  both,  and  eke  in  thought 
^tbci  aeoempten  their  wvath  noogfat, 
M  if  there  be  shedynge  of  Mood. 
Aad  tb«  Uchc  te  a  beast  woode 
^baoaea  aot  the  god  of  fife, 
2^  *o  thai  bane  or  swerde  or  knife, 
|v=r<>eadly  wrath  for  to  wreke. 
Of  pitas  Kit  hem  not  to  spekt, 
;^otiier  reason  thai  ne  Ibnge, 
kt  that  thel  biB  of  miglit  stiodge. 
voK.a. 


Bnt  ware  him  well  in  other  phety 
Where  eoery  man  beboneth  grtoe. 
But  there  I  trowe  it  shall  him  Mle« 
To  whom  no  mercie  might  auaile. 
But  wrougbten  Tpon  tyrannic. 
That  no  pitee  ne  flight  hem  pile. 

Now  tell  me  seane.    My  father  what J^ 
If  thou  hast  be  culpable  of  that } 

My  father  ntfy,  Christe  me  fbxbede« 
I  speake  onliche  of  the  dede. 
Of  whiche  I  was  neuer  culpabICi 
Without  cause  reasonable. 

But  this  is  not  to  my  matere 
Of  sbrifle,  why  we  sitten  herew 
For  we  be  set  to  shrine  of  loue. 
As  we  begonne  firste  abooesi 
And  netheles  I  am  beknowe. 
That  as  touchende  of  loues  throw<fl^  . 
Whan  f  my  wittes  ouerwende, 
Myn  taertes  contaeke  hath  none  ends, 
But.ener  stantTpon  debate, 
To  great  disease  of  myn  estate, 
As  for  the  tyme  that  it  hMteth. 
For  wban  my  fortune  ouereasteth 
Hir  wbele,  wad  is  to  me  so  strange^ 
And  that  I  see  she  woU  not  change : 
Than  cast  I  all  the  worlde  about. 
And  thinke  Howe  I  at  home  in  diout  '     ' 
Haue  all  my  tyme  in  yeine  spended. 
And  see  not  howe  to  be  amended, 
Bnt  ntber  for  to  be  empeired. 
As  he  that  is  well  night  despaired: 
Fori  ne  mnie  nothynge  deseme, 
And  euer  I  loue,  and  euer  1  aeiva^ 
And  euer  I  am  a  liche  nere* 
Thus,  for  I  stonde  in  suche  a  wwe* 
1  am,  as  who  saith,  out  of  herm, 
And  thus  Tpon  my  selfa  a  wane- 
I  brynge,  and  pot  out  all  pees^ 
That  I  fbll  ofte  in  sndie  a  rees    . 
Am  wery  of  myne  owne  life. 
So  that  of  contecke,  and  of  strife» 
I  am  beknowe,  and  haue  answeide. 
As  ye  my  fetber  nowe  haue  heida. 
Myn  herte  is  wonderiy  begone 
With  conosaile,  wherof  witte  is  one, 
Whiche  hath  reason  inoompanie, 
Againe  the  whiche  stent  partie 
Wille,  whiche  bath  Hope  of  his  ^ooorde. 
And  thus  the!  bringeu  vp  discorde. 
Witte  and  Reason  oonnsailen  ofte^ 
That  I  myn  herte  shulde  softe :. 
And  that  I  shukle  wille  remne^ 
And  put  him  out  of  retenne : 
Or  els  holde  hym  vnder  fooie. 
For  as  tbei  seine,  if  that  he  mote 
His  owne  rule  haue  Tpon  boode. 
There  shall  no  witte  ben  Ynderitonde 
Of  hope,  also  to  tellen  this  \ 
That  ouer  all  where  that  he  is, 
He  sette  the  h^rtetn  ieopardie. 
With  wissbyng  and  with  feotasie. 
And  is  not  trewe  of  that  he  seith : 
So  that  in  hym  there  is  no  feith. 

Thus  with  Reason  .and  witte  anisad 
Is  will  and  hope  all  daie  despised. 

Reason  saith,  that  I  shulde  ieue      * 
To  loue,  where  there  is  no  Ieue 
To  spede :  and  will  saith  there  ageine^ 
That  suche  an  herte  is  to  ril^ine. 
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I/Thiche  dan  not  loiic»  tUl  that  be  ip«4e^ 
Let  Hope  serue  at  siiche  a  nade* 

He  seith  ek^  vbeve  an  lieitB  tttt^ 
All  holle  gouenicd  Tpon  witte^ 
He  bath  this  liues  laate  forion. 

And  thus  myo  herte  it  all  to  lore 
Of  sQcbe  a  oontiedce,  aa  Ihei  make. 
But  yet  I  maie  not  will  forsake. 
That  he  ais  maister  of  my  thoaglil^ 
Or  that  1  spede,  or  spede  non^^ 

Thou  dost  my  aoo  ageynst  the  right 
But  loue  is  of  so  great  a  might. 
His  la  we  maie  Doaoan  refasa : 
So  might  thou  the  better  eaoose. 

And  netheles  thpu  shaH  be  leraed» 
That  will  sbalde  be  gonamad 
Of  reason  more  than  of  kinda, 
Wherof  a  tale  writel  ftnda. 

Bic  ponit  Coiifossor  axemplam,  quod  omnis  bipa^ 
tuosa  Toluntas  tit  dtscfaMeiiis  nraderamioe  gu« 
bamaoda.  £t  aarrat  qnaliler  Diogenes,  qui 
motus  animl  sui  ratioA  wibiagaaerat,  regem 
Alezandmm  anb  isto  fecto  libi  opponente  pie- 
nins  informanil. 

A  PHILOSOPHER  of  wbiche  men  tolde 
There  was  whykMB  by  daies  alde»  • 
And  Diogenes  thaft  be  bight: 
So  olde  he  was,  that  he  ne  migfata 
Tbe  worlde  trauaile,  aad  for  the  best 
He  shope  hym  for  to  take  bi«  lest. 
And  dwelle  at  home  in  tucbe  a  wise. 
That  nigh  his  howa  he  lette  dcutse 
Bnde  longe  vpon  an  axell  tree 
To  sette  a  tonne  in  sacbe  degree^ 
Tliat  he  it  might  toMrae  eboot, 
Wherof  one  head  waa  taken  out. 
for  he  therin  sitte  sbalde, 
And  tonme  hym  selfe  as  be  wolde. 
And  take  the  ayre,  aad  see  the  henen» 
And  deme  of  the  pianettes  seuen. 
As  he,  whiche  fsaatha  mochell  what. 

And  thus  full  ofte  there  ha iat 
To  muse  in  his  philoeopbie 
Sole  without  oompanie. 
So  that  ypon  a  qmrow  tide 
A  thyng,  wbiche shulde  tbobetide. 
Whan  he  aras  sette,  there  as  hym  list. 
To  loke  vpoa  the  Sonne  arist, 
Wherof  the  prupertee  he  sigbe. 
It  felle,  there  cam  lidyag  a^ 
Kynge  Alisander,  ^ith  a  ron* : 
And  as  he  cast  his  eie  about. 
He  sight  this  tonne :  and  what  it  ment 
He  wolde  witte,  and  thither  seat 
A  knight,  by  whom  he  aught  it  know* 
And  he  hym  selfc  that  ilke  throve 
Abode,  and  honeth  there  atilla. 

This  knight,  after  the  lunges  wiUe 
With  spore  made  bis  horse  to  goae» 
And  to  the  tonne  he  cam  aaone. 
Where  that  he  fonde  a  aum  of  age» 
And  he  hym  tolde  the  measage, 
Socbe  as  the  kynge  hym  had  bede  t 
And  askeCh  why  in  thilke  itede 
The  tonne  stode :  and  what  he  was* 
And  he,  wbiche  Tuderstade  the  cas. 
Sat  still,  and  spake  no  worde  again. 
The  knight  bad  spcke :  aad  aaitii»  ViUaia 


Thou  Shalt  me  telle,  «r  that  Ifib 
It  is  thy  kynge,  whiche  asketh  aow 

My  kyng,  quod  be,  that  were  vnrighc» 
What  is  he  fhan,  saitb  the  knight  f 
Is  he  thy  man  ?  that  sue  1  nought 
ftuod  he,  but  this  I  am  betbonght. 
My  mans  man  bowe  that  he  is. 

Thou  liestfids-cborle  iwia. 
The  knight  him  said,  and  was  wifjbi  wrotb. 
And  to  the  kynge  ayene  he  goth. 
And  tolde  hym,  how  this  aun  aaswerda. 

The  kynge  whan  be  this  tale  harde. 
Bad  that  the!  shulde  all  abide. 
For  he  hym  saUe  wokl  tbider  ride. 

And  whan  he  eamatofora  tbe  Tvaae, 
He  hath  his  tale  thus  begonae : 

Al  heil»  be  seitb,  what  man  art  tbon 
duod  he  >  ^uche  eae,  as  thoo  seest  nowe. 

The  kynge,  whiebe  had  wovdes  wise. 
His  age  wolde  aoogbt  despise. 
But  saith :  My  father  1  the  praie. 
That  thou  me  wolt  the  cause  sale. 
How  that  1  am  thy  mans  man. 

Sire  kynge,  quod  be,  that  I  ca% 
Yf  thou  wilt.    Yea,  seitb  the  kyng. 

Suod  he,  thia  is  tbe  sooth  tbyng. 
Sitfa  i  first  reason  Tnderstode, 
And  knew  what  thing  was  yll  and  90ode 
The  wil,  whiche  of  my  body  moaetk, 
Wbos  werkes  that  the  god  reprouetby 
I  bane  restreigned  euer  ODore 
Of  hjrm,  that  stent  Tnder  the  lore 
Of  Reason,  whos  subiect  he  is, 
So  that  he  maie  not  done  amis. 
And  thus  by  weie  of  couenaot 
Wil  is  my  amn,  and  my  seruant. 
And  euer  hath  bee,  and  euer  shall. 
And  thi  wil  is  thy  principal. 
And  bath  the  lordship  of  thy  wit 
So  that  thou  coutbest  nener  yet 
Take  a  daie  rest  of  thy  laboure. 

But  for  to  be  a  Conquerour 
Of  worides  good,  which  maie  not  last. 
Thou  highest  euer  a  liche  fiist. 
Where  th'on  no  reason  hast  to  winu^ 
Thus  thy  will  is  cause  of  sinne, 
And  is  thy  lorde,  to  whom  thou  temeet^ 
Wherof  thoo  Utel  thpake  daseroest. 

The  kyng,  of  that  he  tbus  ausweide. 
Was  notbyng  wroth :  bat  when  he  berJa 
The  higfae  insedome,  whiche  he  saide. 
With  (poodly  wordes  thus  he  praida. 
That  be  him  wold  tell  his  name. 

I  am,  quod  he,  that  iike  same^ 
Whiche  men  Diogenes  call. 

Tbo  was  the  kyng  right  glad  with  ally^ 
For  he  bad  herd  oft  to  fore. 
What  man  he  was,  so  that  thecfbia 
He  saide :  O  wive  Dicfene, 
Nowe  shall  thy  great  witte  be  senew 
For  thou  Shalt  of  my  yefte  haoe. 
What  worides  thyng  thou  wolte  etmt, 
fiuod  he,  than  hone  out  of  my  Sonne, 
And  lete  it  shyne  in  to  my  Tonne. 
For  thou  bynemest  me  thiike  yifte. 
Which  lieth  not  in  thy  nugbi  to  shiftcw 
None  other  gooid  of  the  me  nedetb. 

The  kyng,  whom  euery  ooontrei  diadctl^ 
Lo  thus  he  was  ei^Mrmea  there. 
Wherof  my  soaoe  then  migbt  km. 
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fiovtbAltby  vilshaliKNiffat.beleM^ 
Wtoc  it  u  Dougbt  of  wit  raloMd. 
And  tlioB  iMtft  said  thy  Mife  «r  tUa, 
How  tint  tliy  wil  tlii  ovBMCer  k, 
TbiMgh  wbich  thyu  bertes  thoogfat  withhi 
li  aKT  of  cQOtdke  to  beginne : 
So  UMt  it  n  gnBilj  to  drede, 
IhflC  it  no  bomicide  bredo. 

For  tone  is  o^a  wondre  kindey 
And  bath  his  wittes  ofte  blyndo^ 
Tbsk  thei  fro  manss  rrason  fiill. 
Bat  whan  that  it  is  so  be&ll« 
That  wiU  shall  tbe  coonge  lode 
In  kraes  caose,  it  is  to drade: 
Wberof  I  finde  Ottaample  writte, 
Wbiche  is  bjehonefuU  that  tboa  witte. 
Hie  ia  aowris  oaasa  poait  Ooafesaor  emnphmi 
coatra  illos,  qui  in  ana  damna  minis  acoete- 
nates  ex  impateoaitate  sa  ipsos  multotions  of- 
feadant    £t  nairat  qoaliter  Pinunua^  com  ipse 
Tfabe  aarifaa  aoam  in  loco  later  aosdem  depo^ 
tatp^  tempore  adnaatassui  paomptamnon  inuenit, 
aatmo  impetnoao  se  ipaom  pros  dolore  ezCnusto 
gMio  moTialiter  tnmsfodit,  qns  postea  infra 
bmie  yenieas,  com  ipsom  sic  mortoum  inaenis- 
art,  etiam  et  ilia  ia  sne  ipsios  mortem  impeto- 
OK  fesUnans,  eiasdem  gladii  cuspide  sni  cordis 
latima  per  medium  peaetmuit. 
I  tia£  a  tale,  and  telletb  this. 
TV  eitee,  vhiche  Semiramis 
Eadoaed  bath  with  walle  about. 
Of  vorthy  iblke  with  many  a  rout 
Wu  ialudMted  here  and  there: 
Aaoafe  the  whiche  two  there  were 
Abooea  all  other  noble  and  great, 
I>«chead  tho  within  a  strete 
So  aigha  together,  as  it  was  sene. 
There  ass  aothyng  hem  betwene, 
1^  vove  to  wawe,  and  walle  to  walle. 
TUs  a  laid  hath  io  apedaOe 
A  UBoe,  a  faistie  bachilere, 
l>  lU  the  towne  was  none  bis  pere. 
That  other  bad  a  doaghter  eke, 
Ifi  ai  the  laade  for  to  aeke. 
Mm  wiilen  none  so  fiiyre  as  shee, 
And  feO  10,  as  it  shalde  bee, 
Thii  Cure  dooghter  me  Has  sonne, 
As  thd  togeder  than  wonne, 
(^pide  bath  so  thynges  shape. 
That  thci  ne  ought  his  handei  escape, 
T^t  he  his  fire  on  hem  ne  caste: 
^K^hcrofher  hartes  ha  ooercaste: 
To  hkmt  thilke  lore  and  sewe, 
Vhiche  aeaer  man  yet  might  eKhewei, 
Asd  that  was  lone,  as  it  is  happed, 
^che  hath  her  bertes  so  betrapped, 
n^  thai  by  aU  weies  secbe, 
Hov  that  thai  might  winne  a  speche, 
wwofrll  peine  for  to  lisse. 

Who  loneth  well,  it  maie  not  mltae, 
Aad  Bamdy  whan  there  ben  two 
^oneaeoorde,  bowe  ao  it  go, 
«*  if  that  thet  aome  weie  finde. 
rorlooe  is  eoer  of  niche  a  kinde, 
Aad  hath  his  foike  so  well  aihited, 
Tl^howe  so  that  it  be  awaited. 
There  maia  no-man  the  porpos  let. 
Aad  thos  betwene  hem  two  thei  tet 
Aa  hole  vpon  a  waU  to  make, 
Ihnogh  whkh  thai  bane  her  eounadl  take 


•3 


At  all  times,  wbaa  thei  mig|U« 

This  Aire  Maide  Tisbe  bight. 
And  he,  whome  she  toued  bote. 
Was  Pi  ramus  by  name  bote 
8o  longe  bir  lesson  tbei.recorden» 
Tyll  at  the  laste  thei  acorden. 
By  nigbtes  time  for  to  weode 
Alone  out  fro  the  townea  ende. 
Where  was  a  well  vnder  a  treej 
And  who  cam  first  or  she  or  bee. 
He  shulde  still  there  abide. 
So  it  befell  the  nigfatea  tide, 
This  maide,  whiche  desguiMd  waa. 
All  prioely  the  softe  paaa 
Goth  through  the  large  towne  nikBOWeg 
Till  that  she  cam  within  a  throve. 
Where  that  ahe  liked  for  to  dwell» 
At  thyike  vobappy  fresshe  well, 
Wbiche  was  also  the  foreste  nigbe. 
Where  she  comend  a  lion  slghe 
In  to  the  folde  to  take  his  praie 
In  haste :  and  she  tho  fledde  awaia 
(So  as  fortune  sbuld  foil) 
For  feare,  and  late  bir  wimpill  foil 
Nigba  to  the  well  rpon  therbage. 

This  wylde  lyoa  iu  his  mga 
A  beste,  wbiche  he  foonda  there  out. 
Hath  slaine,  and  with  bis  blowdy  snoute 
(Whan  he  hath  eaten,  what  ho  wdde) 
To  drinke  of  thilke  stremes  colde. 
Come  vnto  the  well,  where  he  foode 
The  wympill,  whiche  ont  of  bir  honde 
Was  falle,  and  he  it  hath  to  drawe, 
fie  bledde  aboute,  and  all  forgnawe: 
And  than  he  straught  him  fortodrinloiy 
Upon  the  frenbe  welles  brinke. 
And  after  that  out  of  the  playae 
He  tometb  to  the  wodeagaine. 

And  Tisbe  durst  not  remewe. 
But  as  a  bsrrde,  whiche  were  in  mewe, 
^nthin  a  busshe  she  kepte  bir  dosoy 
So  still,  that  she  not  arose. 
Unto  hir  selfe  and  plaincth  aie. 

And  fell,  while  that  she  there  laie. 
This  Piramus  cam  after  sooae 
Unto  the  well,  and  by  the  moone 
He  fonde  hir  wympill  blodie  there« 

Cam  neuer  yet  to  mans  eare 
Tidyng,  ne  to  mf  ns  sight 
Meroaile,  wbiche  so  sore  a  flight 
A  mans  herte,  as  it  tho  dede 
To  hjva,  wbiche  in  the  same  stede, 
With  many  a  wofoll'complainyag, 
Bygan  his  hondes  for  to  wrynga. 
As  he,  whiche  demeth  sikerly, 
That  she  be  dede:  and  sodemly 
His  swerdeall  naked  out  he  braida 
In  his  fooU  hast,  and  thus  he  saide  i 

I  am  caoae  of  this  folonie, 
So  it  is  reason,  that  I  die. 

And  she  is  deade  becanse  of  mee. 
And  with  that  sworde  vpon  his  knea 
He  felle,  and  to  the  goddes  all 
Unto  the  henen  he  gan  to  call. 
And  praid,  sen  it  is  so, 
That  he  maie  not  his  looe  as  tho 
Haue  in  this  worlde,  that  of  her  grace 
He  might  hir  haue  in  other  plaoOi 
For  here  wolde  he  not  abide 
Ha  saith :  but  as  it  shall  beti4«. 
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The  pomeil  of  litf  tweide  to  groande 
lie  Mi,  and  throagh  bisherts  a  wounde 
He  oiade  rp  to  the  bare  hilte. 
And  in  this  wite  hym  telfe  spilte« 
With  bis  fbolbaste,  and  deth  be  nam. 
For  she  within  a  while  cam 
tlThere  he  laie  dede  ypon  knUb. 
So  woAiU  yet  was  nener  Kfe, 
As  lysbe  was,  wban  she  him  sigb. 
She  might  not  one  worde  on  high 
Sbeke,  for  bir  berte  sbette, 
Iriat  of  bir  life  no  price  she  sette. 
But  deade  swonyug  downe  she  fell» 
Till  a/terwarde  it  so  befell« 
That  she  ont  of  bir  tranns  awoke, 
With  many  a  wofbll  pitous  loke 
Hir  ete  alweie  ameoge  she  caste 
Upon  bir  krae,  and  at  the  laste 
She  cangbt  breth,  and  saide  thus; 

O  thooy  wbicbe  art  cleped  Venns, 
Coddesse  of  lone:  and  thou  Cvpide, 
Wbicbe  looes  canse  baste  for  toguide^ 
I  wote  nowe  well,  that  ye  be  Mynde, 
Of  thilke  Tobap,  wbicbe  1  now  Ande, 
Ondy  betwene  my  lone  and  me. 
This  Piramns,  wbicbe  here  1  see 
Bledend,  what  bath  be  deseraed? 
For  be  tbyn  best  batb  kept  and  semtd, 
Aad  was  yonge,  and  1  both  also^ 
Alias  why  do  ye  with  ts  so  ?  i 

Ye  set  onr  bertes  both  a  fyre. 
And  made  ys  suche  tfaydge  desyre, 
Wberof  that  we  no  skill  conthe. 
But  thus  ourflressbe  lustie  yoathe 
Without  ioie  Is  all  despended: 
Whtcbe  tbynge  male  nener  be  amended^ 

For  as  for  me  this  woll  I  seie. 
That  me  is  leuer  for  to  deie. 
Than  line  after  this  sorowliill  date. 

And  witktbi*  worde  where  ashe^laie 
Hir  loue  in  aimes  she  embrasethy 
Hir  owne  deth  and  so  pnrchasetb. 
That  nowe  she  wepte,  and  now  pbe  kiste 
Tilt  at  the  laste,  or  she  it  wiste. 
So  great  a  sorow  is  to  bir  fbll, 
Wbicbe  onetgotb  bir  wittes  ail. 
And  she,  whiohe  ought  notasterte 
The  sweides  point  ayenst  hir  berto 
She  set,  and  kH  downe  therapon : 
Wberof  that  she  was  dede  anone. 
And  thus  both  on  a  swerde  Uedeod 
Tbei  were  foonde  dede  liggend. 

Nowe  thoQ  my  some  hast  herd  this  taie^ 
Beware  that  of  tbya  oime  bale 
Thou  be  not  cause  in  thy  foolbasle. 
And  kepe  that  tboathy  witte  ne  waste 
t/pon  fby  thoogbt  in  aneHtnre* 
IRHierof  thy  lines  foffotnie 
Male  folle :  and  if  tfaoo  bana  so  thovgh^ 
Er  this,  tell  on,  and  hide  it  nought. 

My  foder  rpoa  loues  side 
idj  ooDscienca  I  woll  not  hide : 
How  that  for  loue  of  pmna  wor 
I  bane  ben  oAe  mouedso. 
That  with  my  wissbes,  if  I  might, 
A  tboQsaiid  tymes,  I  yon  plight, 
I  bad  stomen  in  a  daie : 
Andthaoflmaabrinemaie,  •    < 

Though  looe  folly  me  ae  slowe^ 
My  will  to  dtie  wit  taowe* 


So  am  I  of  my  wyD  culpabfe  i 
And  yet  she  is  not  merciabte^ 
Wbicbe  male  me  yeoe  life  and  beltv 
But  that  bir  list  not  with  me  dele 
I  wote  by  whos  connsail  it  is : 
And  hym  wolde  I  longe  time  er  fbie 
(And  yet  I  wolde  and  euer  shall} 
Sleen  and  destroie  in  special!. 
The  golde  of  nyne  kynges  lottles 
Ne  sbukle  him  faue  fro  myn  hondei^ 
In  my  power  if  that  he  were. 
But  yet  b3rm  stent  of  me  no  fere^ 
For  nought  that  ever  I  can  menace. 
He  is  the  bindrer  of  my  gface. 
Till  he  be  deade  I  male  not  spede. 
So  mote  I  nedes  taken  bade 
Add  shape  howe,  that  be  were  awey. 
If  I  therto  maie  fynde  a  weie. 

My  aoone  tell  me  nowe  for  thyt 
Wbicbe  is  that  mortall  enemy. 
That  tbon  manaoest  to  be  dede. 

My  foder  it  is  suche  a  quede. 
That  where  I  come,  he  is  tofote, 
And  doth  so*  that  my  cause  i»  lor& 

What  is  his  name  ?  It  is  Daunger, 
Whiebe  is  my  ladiscouoseiler. 
For  I  was  neuer  yet  so  sltgh 
To  come  in  any  place  nigh. 
Where  as  she  was  by  night  or  daie^ 
That  Daunger  ne  was  redy  aye^ 
With  whom  for  speche,  ne  for  vaaSe, 
Yet  might  I  neue^  of  loue  spede. 

For  euer  this  finde  I  sooth, 
All  that  my  lady  saith  or  dootb 
To  me»  Daunger  shall  make  an  ende  i 
And  that  maketh  a!  my  worid  miswcode : 
And  euer  1  aske  bis  helpe :  but  bee 
Maie  be  wel  cleped  Sans  pitee. 
For  ay  the  more  I  to  hym  bowe, 
The  lease  he  woll  my  tale  allowe. 
He  bath  my  lady  ao  englewed. 
She  woll  not,  that  be  be  remewed. 
For  euer  be  bongeth  on  bir  sail. 
And  is  so  prenie  of  counseiU    ' 
That  euer  wban  I  baue  ought  bede^ 
I  finde  DauQger  in  hir  stede. 
And  myn  answere  of  hym  I  bane. 
But  for  no  mercy,  that  I  crane. 
Of  mercy  neuer  a  peint  I  had, 
I  find  his  answere  ay  bad. 
That  worse  might  it  neuer  be* 

And  thus  betwene  Daunger  aiid  bm 
Is  euer  werre  til  be  die* 
But  might  I  ben  ofsuche  maistrie^ 
That  I  Daunger  had  oueroome. 
With  that  were  all  my  ioye  come. 
Thus  wolde  I  wonde  for  no  sinne, 
Ne  yet  for  all  this  woride  to  wynac^ 
If  that  I  might  finde  a  sleight. 
To  laie  all  my  stote  in  weight, 
I  wolde  hym  fro  the  Court  deseuer. 
So  that  he  come  ayenewarde  neuer. 
Therfors  I  wissbe  and  wolde  foinc. 
That  be  were  in  some  wise  slain. 
For  while  be  sUot  in  thilke  place» 
Ne  gete  1  nut  my  ladis  grace. 

Thus  hate  I  deadely  thilke  vice, 
And  wolde.  he  sjpod  in  none  office 
In  place,  where'my  ladie  is. 
For  if  he  doo,  I  wote  wel  this. 
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That  Mlber  be  ihall  die  or  I 

Within  a  while,  aiid  not  for  thy 

Ob  Bjlady  lull  ofte  I  nraae, 

Hov  Oat  she  meie  hir  aelic  excuse. 

For  if  that  I  die  m  suche  a  plite, 

He  tiiiiiketb  she  might  not  be  quite, 

Tbal  she  ne  were  ad  homicide.  ■ 

AodifitshuldeaobeUde 

(As|od  Ibrbede  it  sbulde  bee) 

By  doable  wey  It  h  pitee. 

For  I,  vhiche  all  my  wil  and  wit 

Htoe  yeue,  and  aertied  eoer  yit. 

And  than  I  ibuld  in  sache  a  wise^ 

h  revaniyng  ef  my  aemioe 

fie  dcade:  Me  thinketh  it  vere  ronth, 

Aad  ferthermore  I  telle  troutb, 
Sbe  that  hath  euer  be  wel  mmed. 
Were  worthy  than  to  be  blamed ; 
Ani  of  reason  to  be  appeled, 
VbsD  with  o  word  abe  might  baue  belled 
A  BUI :  and  nliretb  bym  to  deye. 
A  wboawe  ener  socbe  a  wey  ? 
A  who  sBwe  ener  siudie  distresse  ? 
Wttboot  pitee  geotilnette, 
Wit^t  mercy  womaobede, 
Tbat  woll  so  quite  ft  man  his  mede, 
Whiehe  eaer  hath  be  to  lone  trewe* 

Uy  good  iader  if  ye  rewe 
t^poaay  tale,  telle  me  nowe, 
Aad  1  wol  styate  and  berkeo  you. 

My  Sonne  attempfe  thy  courage 
^  vnth,  and  let  tLyo  hert  assuage, 
For  who  so  wol  bym  Tnderfonge, 
Benaie  his  grace  abide  longe 
h  be  of  lone  be  receioed. 
Aid  eke  also  but  if  it  be  weioed, 
Tbere  might  mochd  tbyng  belalle, 
"^  iholde  make  a  man  to  falle 
Fio  kne :  that  nener  afterwarde 
)<e  &r«  he  kike  tbiderwarde. 

ia  hsrde  weyea  men  gone  softe, 
Aadcr  thci  cfimbe  anise  them  ofte. 
Afid  Bsenseen  an  daie,  tbat  rape  rewetb. 

And  who  so  wicked  ale  breweth, 
^  ofte  he  mote  the  worse  drinke. 

letter  it  is  to  llete  t^an  sinke* 
Sitter  is  on  the  bridell  cbewe, 
Thuif  he  fd,  umI  onerthreve 
Tkehors,  and  itiked  in  the  qiyre. 

Tocsstwaierintbefire 
I'eitcr  is,  than  braone  rp  al  the  bowea, 

IV  BitB  whiche  is  oialicioui, 
Aadfcolhasty :  IbU  ofte  be  &Uetb : 
Aid  ttldea  is,  whan  lone  bym  calletb. 
fortky  better  is  aofler  a  throwe, 
T^  to  be  wilde,  and  oner  throwe. 

Saffnoee  bath  euer  be  the  best 
<•  wittn  bym  that  aecbeth  rest. 

And  thaa  if  tboa  win  lone  tpede, 
■7 10886  solfier,  as  I  the  rede. 

What  maie  the  mons  ayen  the  cgt  ? 
Aid  for  thiUm  cao^e  )  fske  thaty 
]J^  naie  to  kme  m«ke  a  w^rre, 
»it  bene  hath  by m  peNb  the  vena* 

Im  asb^  peea,  and  eoer  shall : 
Aad  who  tlM^  iigbteth  most  ^Uiail, 
^M  lest  eonqnera  of  his  etpprise. 
^  this  ttei  tellen  that  ben  vise, 
WUche  is  to  striae,  and  bane  the  weraf, 
T|  haslca, «  MVfM  worth  akert^ 


Tbyng,  that  a  man  maie  not  aoheoe. 

That  maie  not  wel  be  done  at  eoe 
It  mot  abide  till  the  morowe.  ^ 

Ne  hast  not  thync  owne  sorowe 
My  Sonne,  and  talce  this  in  thy  wittej. 
He  bath  not  loste  tbat  wel  abitte. 

Ensample,  that  it  folieth  thus, 
Thou  might  well  take  of  Piramos, 
Whan  be  in  haste  his  swerd  out  drongb. 
And  on  the  point  bym  selfe  slougb 
For  loue  of  Tisbe,  pitoosly. 
For  he  hir  wymple  fonde  blodie. 
And  wende  a  beste  had  hir  slayne. 
Where  as^hym'ooght  be  right  fiijrne* 

For  she  was  saffie  right  beside. 
But  for  he  wolde.not  abide, 
This  meschiefe  ftille.    For  thy  beware 
My  Sonne,  as  I  tbe  warne  dare, 
I>o  tbon  no  tbyng  in  sucbe  a  rees. 
For  suffrance  is  the  well  of  pees.  /. 

Though  thou  to  loues  coorte  pursewcy 
Yet  sit  it  wel,  that  thou  eschewe, 
That  tbeu  the  conrte  not  ouerhast. 
For  so  thon  might  thy  tyme  wast* 
But  if  tbyn  happe  therto  be  shape, 
It  maie  not  beipe  for  to  rape» 
TberA>re  attemper  thy  courage : 
Foolhast  doth  none  aoantage. 
But  ofte  It  set  a  man  behynde 
In  cause  of  loue,  and  1  finde 
By  olde  ensamples,  as  thou  sbalt  bera 
Tottchend  of  loue  in  this  matere. 

Hie  ponit  Confsasor  exemplum  contra  illos,  qui  in 
amoris  causa  nimia  festinatione  coacopiseenles, 
tardius  expediunt,  £t  narrat  quflliter  pro  eo 
quod  Phebus  quandam  Tiiginem  pulcbenrimam, 
nomine  Daphnem,  nimia  amoris  aoceWrationa 
insequebatur,  Iratus  Cupido  cor  Phebi  sagitta 
aurea  ignita  ardenttns  Tulnerauit,  Et  econtrfi 
cor  Daphne,  qoadam  sagitta  plumbea,<^«ae  frigi- 
dissima  fuit,  sobrius  perforauit.  Et  sic  quanto 
magis  Phebus  ardentior  in  amore  Daphnem  per- 
secutus  est,  tanto  magis  ipsa  ftigidior  Phebi 
concupiscentiam  toto  cofde  fugitina  dedignaba* 
tur. 

A  MAIDWK  whilom  there  was  one 

Which  Daphnes  bight:  and  such  was  none 

Of  beantee  than,  as  it  was  saide, 

niebus  bis  lone  bath  on  bir  laide 

And  tbervpon  to  bir  be  sought 

In  bis  foolhast,  and  so  tiesonght, 

Tbat  she  with  hym  no  reste  had. 

For  eper  Tpon  bir  lone  be  grad. 

And  she  saide  euer  Tnto  hym  naye,  ' 

8o  it  befelle  vpon  a  daie, 

Copide,  wbicbe  bath  enery  ebanoa 
Of  loue,  vnder  bis  gouemanoe, 
Sigh  Pbebus  hasten  hym  so  sore. 
And  for  be  sbulde  bym  baste  the  morat 
And  yet  not  spedeo,  at  laste 
A  dart  throughout  his  hert  he  ea«te, 
Whiche  was  of  gotde,  and  all  a  fire, 
Tbat  made  hyjn  many  folde  desire 
Of  loue  more  than  be  dede. 

To  Daphne  eke  in  the  same  stede 
A  dart  of  lead  he  caste  and  smote, 
Wblche  was  aU  colde,  and  no  tbyng  boff^ 

And  thus  Phebus  in  loue  brennetj^f 
And  jn  hast  ahoi)$  fennetb 
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To  loke,  if  that  he  might  wynnel 

Thus  was  be  euer  to  begynue. 
For  euer  awey  fro  hym  she  fled, 
So  that  he  neuer  his  loue  sped. 
And  for  to  make  hym  full  beleue 
That  po  Ibolhast  might  aoheue. 
To  gpte  loue  in  suche  degree: 
This  Daphne  in  to  a  laurel  tree 
Was  tomed,  whiche  is  euer  greene. 
In  token,  as  yet  it  maie  be  scene, 
That  she  shall  dwell  a  maiden  still. 
And  Phebus  feilen  of  Ms  will. 

By  suche  ensamples  as  thei  stonde 
My  Sonne  thou  myght  ynderstondc 
To  hasten  loue  is  thynge  in  veine, 
Whan  that  fortune  is  there  ageine. 
To  take  where  a  man  hath  leue 
Good  is:  and  elles  he  mote  leue. 
For  whan  a  mans  happos  faylen, 
There  is  no  haste  maie  auailen. 

My  fader  graunte  mercy  of  this. 
But  whyle  I  see  my  lady  is 
Kotree:  but  boMe  hi  r  owhe  forme, 
There  miue  me  no  man  so  enforme, 
To  whedyr  parte  fortune  wende. 
That  I  vnto  my  liues  ende 
Hie  wolde  hir  ^erue  enermo. 

OOVVBSSOV. 

My  Botine  sith  it  is  tfo, 
I  saio  no  more,  but  in  this  cas 
Beware,  howe  it  with  Phebus  was. 

Nouf^t  onely  vpon  loues  chancy, 
Bnt  vpon  euery  gooernance, 
Whiche  iaUeth  vnto  mans  dede, 
Foolhast  is  euer  for  to  drede. 
And  that  a  man  good  counseyli  take. 
Br  he  his  purpose  vndertake. 

For  counseill  put  foolhaat  a  wey. 

Now  good  foder  I  yon  prey. 
That  for  to  wisse  me  the  more. 
Some  good  ensample  vpon  this  lore 
Ye  wolde  me  tell,  of  that  is  writtc. 
That  I  the  better  might  witte, 
How  1  foolhaste  shulde  cschewe, 
And  the  wisdome  of  counseill  sewe. 

My  Sonne  that  thou  myght  enforme 
Thy  pacience  opon  the  forme 
Of  olde  ensamples,  as  thei  fell, 
Nowe  Tnderstoncie,  what  I  shall  tell. 

Hie  poait  Confessor  exempt  um  contra  illos  jqui 
nimio  iiirore  accensi  vindictam  Ire  sue  vttra 
quam  decet  consequi  affectant.  Et  narrat  qua- 
liter  Athemas  et  Demephon  Reges,  cum  ipsi  a 
bello  Troiano  ad  propria  remeassent,  et  a  suis 
ibidem  pacifice  recepti  noo  fuissent,  congregato 
aliunde  pugnatorom  ezercitu,  regiones  suas  non 
solum  incoidio  Tastare,  sed  et  omnes  in  ^tsdem 
j^abitantes  et  minimo  Tsque  ad  maiorem  in  pcr- 
|>etoam  vindicte  memoriam  gladio  interficere, 
feruoie  iracundie  proposuerunt:  Sed  rex  Nestor, 
qui  senez  et  sapiens  fuit,  tractatus  inter  ipsos 
ipeges  et  eorum  regna  inita  pace  huiusmodi  im- 
petoositatem  liutiQ«  paci^cauit* 

Whex  noble  Troie  was  bileyn 
And  ouercome,  and  home  agetne 
The  gregoys  torhed  fVom  the  tfege, 
T|^  kynget  fonde  her  owne  li^ 


tn  many  place,  as  men  salde. 
That  hem  forsoke  and  disobeide : 
Amooge  the  whiche  fell  this  caae 
To  Demephon  and  Athemas, 
That  were  kynges  both  two. 
And  bothe  were  serued  so: 
Her  lieges  wolde  not  hem  receiue. 
So  that  thei  mote  algates  weiue 
To  seche  londe  in  other  place. 
For  there  fonde  thei  no  grace 
Wherof  thei  token  hem  to  rede. 
And  soughten  frendes  at  nede : 
And  eche  of  hem  assureth  other. 
To  helpe  as  to  his  owne  brother. 
To  vengen  hem  of  thiike  oultrage, 
And  Wynne  ayene  her  heritage. 

And  thus  thei  ride  aboute  faste 
To  getten  hem  helpe :  and  at  laste 
Thei  hadden  power  snfflsant, 
And  maden  than  a  couenant. 
That  thei  oe  shuldo  no  life  saue, 
Ne  prieste,  ne  clerke,  ne  lorde,  ne  knaoe, 
Ne  wife,  ne  childe  of  that  thei  finde, 
Whiche  beareth  visage  of  mans  kynde^ 
So  that  no  life  shall  be  socoured, 
But  with  the  deadely  swerde  deuoured. 
In  suche  foolhaste  her  ordinance. 
Tbei  shapen  for  to  do  vengeance. 

Whan  this  purpose  was  wist  and.  knowe 
Amonge  their  host,  tho  was  there  blowe 
Of  wordes  many  a  speche  aboute. 

Of  yonge  men  the  lujstie  route 
Were  of  this  tale  gladde  enough. 
There  was  no  care  for  the  plough. 
As  thei  that  were  foolhastifo. 
They  ben  accorded  to  the  strife. 
And  seio,  it  maie  not  be  to  great 
To  vengen  hem  of  suche  foHet. 

Thus  saith  the  wilde  vnwise  tonge 
Of  hem,  that  there  weren  yonge. 

But  Nestor,  whiche  was  olde  and  bore. 
The  salue  sawe  tofore  the  sore, 
As  he  that  was  of  counseile  wise: 
So  that  anooe  by  his  adoise, 
There  was  a  priuie  counsaile  nome. 
The  lurdes  ben  to  gether  conie: 

This  Demephon  and  anthemas 
Her  purpose  tolden,  as  it  was/ 
Thei  setten  all  still  and  henle, 
Waa  none  but  Nestor  hem  answerde: 
He  bad  hem,  if  thei  wolde  winne, 
Thei  shulden  see,  er  thei  beginne 
Her  ende :  and  set  her  first  eotent,      ' 
That  thei  bem  after  ne  repent. 
And  asketh  hem  this  question 
To  what  finall  conclusion 
Thei  wolden  reigne  kynges  there, 
If  that  no  people  in  londe  were? 

And  seith,  it  were  a  wonder  wierd, 
To  seen  a  kyoge  byoomen  an  hieix|. 
Where  no  life  is  but  onely  beste 
Under  the  Hgeance  eft  hit  beite: 
For  who  that  is  of  man  no  kynge. 
The  remenant  is  as  no  thynge. 

He  seith  eke,  if  thei  pourpose  holde 
To  slee  the  people,  as  thei  two  wolde : 
Whan  tbei  it  might  not  restore. 
All  Greece  it  shulde  abidge  sore, 
To  se  the  wylde  beastes  woune. 
Where  wbilofB  dwelt  mans  svnipe* 
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Aaa  fcr  Oat  enM»  te  b«d  hem  trarte, 
And  fUnt  oftiio  Buuiaeet  great: 
Better  b  to  wjrnne  by  fiure  ip«che 
He  aritfa,  than  nicbe  veiigesD<*c  vcclie. 

For  vlian  a  ami  is  aMiste  aboue, 
Hym  aedetb  BMMte  to  gette  bym  knte. 

Whao  Ncitor  bath  th»  tale  saide, 
Aycoe  bym  was  no  ww&t  witbsakle: 
h  thought  h«m  all  he  taide  wele. 
And  thus  Ibrtane  bir  dcadiy  whele 
Fmwenre  tonraeth  in  to  pees: 
Bntiorth  tbei  wenten  netheks. 

And  whan  the  countmi  bearde  seyne^ 
Howe  that  her  kynget  be  beseyne, 
Of  ndie  a  power  as  thd  lady 
Wts  none  so  bolde,  that  hem  ne  drad, 
AttI  lor  to  secbe  peas  and  grith 
Thei  seade  and  praide  aaone  forthwith: 
So  that  the  kynffea  ben  appeased, 
And  eoery  mans  bert  is  eased : 
All  vu  foryete,  and  not  recorded. 
And  thus  thai  ben  to  geder  aconled. 

The  kjnges  were  ayene  receiued. 
And  pees  was  take,  and  wrath  weioed, 
And  ftU  through  coanaeUI,  which  was  good 
Of  hTm  that  reason  rnderatoode. 

By  this  eosample  sonne  attempre 
Thro  herte,  and  let  no  will  distempra 
njr  vitte :  and  do  nothing  by  migbt, 
Whiche  mate  be  do  by  fooe  and  right. 

Fooihsst  is  canaa  of  moebell  wo : 

Forthjr  my  sonne  do  not  so. 

And  as  toncbend  of  Homicide, 

Vhichc  toucheth  rnto  loaea  side, 

M  ofte  it  &lleth  vnauised 

Tlroogh  will,  wfaiebe  is  not  well  assisad: 

*W\ma  witte  and  reason  ben  awey,     . 

Aad  that  flbolhast  is  in  the  wey : 

Whenf  bath  fidl  great  Tengeanoe. 

For  thy  take  into  leraembianee 

To  looe  in  soche  a  Bianer  wise, 

Thit  tboo  deterae  no  inise. 
For  w^  I  wote,  Ummi  migbt  not  lette. 

That  thonne  Shalt  thin  herte  sette  . 

To  lone,  where  tbou  wolt  or  none. 

Bat  if  thy  witte  be  onergooe^ 

So  that  it  tome  vnto  maliee. 

There  wote  no  man  of  thiike  vice, 

Whst  perin  that  tlwre  maie  befiiU: 

Vherof  stale  amonges  all, 

Wbiehe  n  great  i^tee  for  to  beM, 

I  thtake  for  to  tellen  herei 

That  thoa  sneb  mofdre  might  witbstonde, 

Whaa  thou  tiw  tale  bast  TnderHonde. 

Hie  poait  Confessor  Ctemptam  contra  illoS|  qui 
Ob  nie  coocoplscentie  desldeiinm  Homicide  effl- 
cmntar.  Et  narrat  qnaltter  Clitemneiftra,  vxor 
Begis  Agamemnonis,  com  ipae  a  betto  Troiano 
domi  rediaset,  consilio  Egisti,  quern  aduheia 
pctsBsait,  sponsom  soum  in  cobiii  dormteatem 
mo  Boctis  sileneid  tmddabatx  cuhn  niortem 
Aim  eios  Hoiestes  tune  itmiorls  etalis  pOotea 
diia  admonitai  crnddiiaima  seoeritstt   Wndt- 


Or  Troit  «k  thiike  noble  lowne^ 
^^hoae  tee  staat  yet  of  renawna, 
Aai  eaer  shall  to  nana  era: 
TWMfplattakmiatber^ 


Er  that  the  Grekes  H  might  wionp. 

While  Priamns,  was  l^nge  therin. 

But  of  the  grekes,  that  Uea  aboute, 

Agamemnon  ladde  all  the  route. 

This  thynge  is  knowen  ouer  all : 

But  yet  I  thinke  in  special!* 

To  my  matteiwtheropon, 

Tell  in  what  wise  Agamemnon 

Through  chance,  that  maie  not  be  weiaed» 

Of  loue  mtrewe  was  deceiued. 

An  olde  sawe  isi  who  that  is  sligbi 
In  place  where  ho  maie  be  nigh. 
He  maketh  the  ferre  leef,  loth 
Of  lone,  and  thus  full  ofte  it  gotb. 

There  while  Agamemnon  batailleth. 
To  wiiine  Troie,  and  it  assaiUeth, 
Prom  home  and  was  longe  tyme  there, 
Egistas  droiigh  his  queue  nere, 
And  with  the  leiser,  whiche  he  had. 
This  ladie  at  his  wille  he  ladde. 
Clitemnestre  was  hir  right  name. 
She  was  therof  greatly  to  blame. 
To  Joue  there  it  maie  not  laste. 
But  fell  to  mischiefe  at  laste. 

For  whan  this  noble  worthie  knight 
Fro  Troie  came,  the  first  night 
That  he  at  home  a  bedde  Uie, 
Egistus  longe  er  it  was  dale. 
As  this  Cliteasnestre  bym  had  ament. 
And  weren  both  of  one  assent: 
By  treson  slough  bym  in  his  bed. 

But  moulder,  whiche  maie  not  ben  bed, 
Spronge  out  to  euery  maos  eare, 
Wberof  the  londe  was  foil  of  feare, 

Agamemnon  hath  by  this  queen 
A  Sonne,  and  that  was  after  seene* 
But  yet  as  than  he  was  of  yoQth 
A  babe,  whiche  no  reason  couth. 
And  as  god  wolde,  it  fell  hyu  thus, 
A  worthie  knight  Taltibios, 
This  yonge  childe  hath  in  kepyngr 
And  whan  be  herde  of  this  tidyngOi 
Of  this  treason,  of  this  misdede. 
He  gan  within  bym  selfe  to  dredOf 
In  aunter  if  this  false  Egiste 
Upon  bym  come,  er  he  it  wiata, 
To  take  and  mourther,  of  his  malioe. 
This  childe,  whiche  be  bath  to  norice^ 
And  for  that  cause-  in  all  haste 
Out  of  the  londe  he  gan  bym  baste. 
And  to  the  kynge  of  Crete  be  stmaight, 
And  him  this  yonge  lorde  betaaghit. 
And  praide  him  for  his  fiathers  sake, 
That  he  this  childe  wolde  undertake. 
And  kepe  bym  till  ho^be  of  age. 
So  as  he  was  of  his  lignaffs: 
And  tolde  bym  oner  idl  tbacas, 
Howe  that  his  fotber  monrthfod  fratr 
And  howe  Egistus,  to  men  saide, 
Was  kynge,  to  whom  the  londe  aheideir 

And  whan  Idomeneus  the  kjrnge 
Hath  vnderstonding  of  this  thynge, 
Whiche  thbt  this  knight  him  haitb  tolde. 
He  made  sorowe  manHbldet 
And  toke  the  cfailde  vnto  his  watdi^ 
And  saide,  be  welde  bym  kepo  and  Wai^e^ 
Tyll  that  be  were  of  tnohe  a  might, 
To  handle  a  ewerde,  and  be  a  Jbdgbt, 
To  yengen  him  at  bb  owne  #iU. 
And  thus  ffore^tM  davDetk  ttiU, 
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Bociie  was  the  chHde^  ri^t  name, 
liKniicbe  after  wrought  mochell  shame 
In  TeDgeaoce  oC  his  fethers  deth. 

The  tyme  of  yeres  ooergeth, 
That  he  was  maii'of  hrede  mud  length. 
Of  wyty  of  maafaode,  aod  of  strenth^ 
A  iayre  peraone  amooges  all. 
And  he  bqpuaoe  to  clepe  and  cell. 
As  he,  wbiche  eome  was  to  hwd. 
Unto  the  kyoge  of  Crete  thsn, 
Preiende  that  he  wdde  faym  make 
A  knight,  and  power  with  hym  take. 
For  lenger  wolde  he  not  beteiie 
He  aaith,  bat  praieth  the  kynge  of  leoe 
To  gone  anddeyme  his  heritage, 
And  venge  hym  of  thiike  onltrage, 
Whiche  was  rnto  his  lather  do. 

The  kynge  assenteth  wdl  therto, 
With  great  honor  and  knight  him  m^ketb. 
And  great  power  to  hym  betaketh, 
And  gan  his  ioumey  for  to  caste. 
So  that  Horestes  at  taste 
His  leue  toke,  and  forth  he  goth. 
As  he  that  was  in  his  faerte  wroth, 
His  firste  playnt  to  be  mene 
Unto  the  citee  of  Athene 
He  goth  hym  forth,  and  was  receined* 
So  there  was  he  nought  deceiued. 

The  doke,  and  tho  that  weren  wise 
Thei  proferen  hem  to  his  sernice. 
And  he  hem  thonketh  of  their  profier, 
And  saide  hym  selfe  be  wolde  gone  ofier 
Unto  the  goddes  for  his  spede, 
And  all  men  yeue  hym  rede. 
80  goth  be  ynto  the  temple  forth. 
Of  yeftes,  that  he  mochell  worth 
His  sacrifice,  aod  his  offrynge 
He  made:  and  after  bis  adcjmge 
He  was  answerde,  if  that  he  wolde 
His  estate  recouer,  than  he  sholde 
Upon  bis  mother  do  Teogeance 
80  cruell,  that  the  remembranee 
Tberof  might  enermore  abide. 
As  she  that  was.an  homicide^ 
And  of  hir  owne  lorde  mourdrice* 
Horestes,  whiche  of  tbilke  office 
Was  DOthynff  glad,  and  than  he  praide 
Unto  the  goddes  there,  and  saide, 
Hiat  tbel  the  judgement  denise, 
iDowe  he  shall  take  the  iaise. 
And  thempcn  he  bad  answers 
That  be  hir  pappes  shnlde  of  tere 
Oat  of  hir  breast,  bis  owne  hondesj 
And  for  ensample  of  all  loodes. 
With  hors  he  sbal^e  be  tp  drawe, 
T!\\\  boundes  had  hir  bones  gnawe. 
Without  any  sepoltore. 
This  was  a  wofoll  anentare. 

And  whan  Horestes  hatti  all  herde, 
'  Howe  that -the  goddes  bane  answerde. 
Forth  with  the  strength,  whiche  he  fad, 
Th^  duke  and  his  power  he  had. 
And  to  a  e|tee  fwth  thei  gone,  ' 
The  wbiche  was  deped  Cropheooe: 
Where  as  Phoieas  was  Undeand  sire, 
Wliiohe  pn^betb  hym  witbouten  hyi^ 
His  heipe,  and  all  that  he  make  do, 
As*he  that  was  right  glad  tberto. 
To  grsue  hii  moitall  emiemy. 
And  tolde  him  certaine  aiiise  wbyi. 


Howe  that  Egiste  in  1 
His  dooghter  whilom  of  fofl  age 
Forlaie,  and  afierwarde  forsoke. 
Whan  he  Horestes  mother  toke. 

Men  saine  olde  syime  newe  i 
Thus  more  and  more  arose  the  blame 
Ayene  Egiste  on  euery  side. 
Horestes  with  his  host  to  ride 
Began,  aod  Pboicns  with  hym  went. 
I  trpwe  Egiste  shall  hym  repent. 
Thei  riden  forth  Tnto  Mycene, 
There  lay  Clitenmestre  thiike  qoene. 
The  whiche  Horestes  mother  is. 
And  whan  she  herde  tell  of  this. 
The  gates  were  foste  shette. 
And  thei  were  of  her  entrelette.     , 
Anone  this  dtee  was  witbont 
Beleine,  and  seged  all  about. 
And  eoer  amonge  thei  it  assaile 
Fko  date  to  night,  and  so  tnnaile. 
Till  at  last  thei  it  wonne. 
Tho  was  there  eorowe  enough  begoaae* 

Horestes  did  his  mother  call 
Anone  tofore  the  lordes  all, 
Aod  eke  tofore  the  people  alM>» 
To  hir  and  tolde  his  tale  tho 
And  saide:  O  cracU  beaste  vnkynde, 
Howe  inightest  thou  in  tbyn  berte  finde. 
For  any  luste  of  loaes  draught. 
That  thou  aocordest  to  the  slaught 
Of  hym,  whiche  was  thine  owne  locdaY 
Thy  treason  stant  of  suche  recorde. 
Thou  might  thy  werkes  not  forsake 
So  mote  I  for  my,  fother  sake  ' 
Vengeance  Tpon  thy  body  do, 
As  I  commaanded  am  therto. 

Unkyndely  for  thou  hast  wrought, 
Unkyndeliche  it  shall  he  bought. 
The  Sonne  shall  the  mother  swa,  : 
For  that  whilom  thou  saidest  yea 
To  that  thou  shuldest  nay  bane  sayd. 
And  he  with  that  bis  bondes  hath  laid 
Upon  his  mothers  breast  anone, 
And  rent  out  from  tiie  bare  bone 
Hir  pappes  both,  and  caste  awaie 
Amiddes  in  the  carte  waie. 
And  after  toke  the  deade  oors. 
And  let  it  bedrawe  awey  with  hors 
Unto  tho  hoande,  vnto  the  Rauen, 
She  was  none  other  wise  grauen. 

^stos  wbiche  was  elles  where 
Tydynges  oonoen  to  bis  eare, 
Howe  that  Myoenes  was  beleine : 
But  what  was  mors,  herd  he  not  seine« 
With  great  menace  and  mochd  boste 
He  drough  power,  and  made  an  hoste^ 
And  came  in  rescoos  of  the  towne.    . 

But  all  the  sleight  of  this  treas^M 
Horestes  wist  it  l^  a  qpie. 
And  of  his  men  a  great  partie 
He  made  ambussbement  abide. 
To  wayte  on  h3rm  in  suche  a  tide. 
That  he  ne  might  her  honde  escape. 
And  in  this  wise,  as  be  bath  shape. 
The  thyng  befeU,  so  that  Kgyst 
Was  take,  er  he  hym  selfe  it  wist: 
And  was  brought  forth  his  bondes  bonde. 
As  whan  men  haue  a  traitonr  fonde. 
And  tho  that  were  with  hym  take, 
Whiche  of  treasoii  wens  oiiertake». 
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To  getfaer  ia  0B8  sentMiM  Me. 

Hot  bin  EgjTBte  aboue  bem  aUe 

Wag  dcawd  to  dineit  iftiiWv 

The  vcnl  that  men  cpstbe  oidanif. 

Aid  ao  after  bj  the  lawe 
He  vas  Tnto  the  gibet  dimvey 
Wheie  be  aboue  all  otber  bongetb. 
At  to  a  traitoar  it  bdongetb. 

Tbe  Cute  witb  hir  twifte  vynfei 
About  fleetb,  and  bare  tidyofea, 
Aad  Blade  it  coutb  in  all  londec* 
Hov  that  Hore«es,  with  his  bondea 
OjteBneftre  bis  owne  mother  slough. 

Some  seyne,  be  did  well  enough, 
Aad  tome  seyne,  be  did  amis. 
Diocfi  opinions  there  js. 
That  she  is  deade  thai  speken  all. 
But  plahdy  bcfve  it  is  befidi 
The  antler  in  so  littell  throwe, 
U  soothe  there  might  no  man  knowe« 
But  thei  that  weren  at  the  dede. 

And  commonlicfae  in  eoery  nede 
The  went  speche  is  ratbest  beide, 
And  leoed,  till  it  be  answerde. 

The  kyngea,  and  tbe  lordes  great 
Bcfoone  Horestes  for  to  threat. 
To  patten  hym  out  of  his  reigne. 
He  is  not  worthy  for  to  reigne. 

Tbe  childe,  whiche  slough  his  moder  so, 
Thei  saide,  and  thervpon  also 
The  Jordra  of  eommon  assent. 
The  tyne  set  of  parlement. 

And  to  Atbenes  kynge  and  lorde 
To  fether  come  of  one  aecoide. 
To  hnowe  bowe  that  the  sooth  was: 
So  that  Horestes  in  this  cas 
Thei  saideB  after,  and  be  oome. 

Kjnge  Mcnday  the  wordes  nome, 
Aad  sikctb  bym  of  this  matere. 
Aad  he,  tlva  all  it  might  here, 
Aasacrde,  and  tolde  his  tale  at  large : 
Aad  bove  the  goddea  in  his  charge 
Coatonuaded  hym  in  suche  a  wise 
Hii  owne  hoiode  to  do  iuyse. 

With  this  tale  a  dqke  arose, 
Whiche  was  a  worthy  koight  of  lof^, 
Hit  aante  waa  Menestheos, 
Aad  aide  vnto  the  lordes  thnsr 

The  wTMbe,  whiefae  Uorestea  dede, 
Ilvu  thyng  of  tbe  goddes  beds, 
Aad  ootbypg  of  bis  cmeltee. 
Aad  if  there  were  of  my  degree 
h  sQ  this  place  suebe  a  knight, 
nst  voD  sejrne,  it  was  no  right, 
1  aoll  it  with  aay  body  prone. 
And  tbanrpon  be  cast  bis  gione. 
Aad  eke  this  m4>le  duke  aleyde 
Nl  aiaay  an  other  skill,  and  seide, 
Aehsd  weO  deaerued  vrecbcu 

rint  for  tbe  canae  of  spouse  breche, 
Aad  after  wroogfat  in  soche  a  wise. 
That  an  tbe  worlde  it  ouf^t  agrise, 
Whaa  that  she  for  so  foole  a  vice 
Wss  of  btr  owne  k»de  mourdriee. 

Thei  sitten  all  stille  and  herde, 
let  theito  was  no  man  answerde: 
It  thouKbt  bem  all,  be  saide  skille, 
There  w  no  man  with  say  it  wille. 

Whan  thei  rpon  tbe  reason  maseo, 
Boresics  all  thei  eicusei^: 


So  that  with  great  soleamitef, 
He  was  mto  bis  dignitee 
Reoeyued,  and  coraned  kynge* 

And  tho  befell  a  wondre  thynge. 
Egyooa,  whan  she  it  wyste, 
Wbiche  was  tbe  duoghter  of  Egyste 
And  sister  on  the  mother  side. 
To  this  Horest,  at  thilke  tide. 
Whan  she  herde,  hew  hir  brother  spe4. 
For  pure  sorowe,  whiche  hir  led. 
That  be  oe  bad  ben  .exiled. 
She  hath  hir  owne  life  begiled 
Anone,  and  henge  hir  selfe  tho. 
It  bath  and  shall  be  ^ermo, 
To  mourther  who  that  woU  assenta^ 
He  male  not  fiiile  to  repent. 

Tliis  false  Egyooa  was  one, 
Whiche  to  mourther  Agamemnon 
Yane  hir  accorde,  and  hir  asseo^ 
So  that  by  gods  judgement. 
Though  none  other  man  it  wolde. 
She  tfl4e  hir  iuyse,  as  she  sholda. 
And  aa  she  to  ao  other  wrought 
Vengeance  vpon  hir  selfe  she  thoogh^ 
And  hath  of  hir  vnhappy  witte, 
A  mourther  witb  a  mourther  quit. 
Suche  is  of  mourther  the  vengeauce. 

For  thy  my  aonne  in  remembraoca 
Of  this  ensample  take  good  hede. 
For  who  that  tfainkeih  his  lone  sped^ 
With  mourther,  he  shall  with  worldes  si 
Him  selfe  and  eke  bis  lone  shame. 

My  fether  of  this  auenture, 
Whiche  ye  haue  tolde,  I  you  assure^ 
My  herte  is  sory  for  to  here : 
But  ooely  for  1  wolde  lere 
What  is  to  done,  and  what  to  leue. 

And  ouer  this  by  your  leue. 
That  ye  me  wolde  telle  I  prey. 
If  there  be  leful  any  weye, 
Witboute  stnne  a  man  maie  slea? 

Uy  Sonne  in  sondry  wise  yea. 
What  man  that  is  of  Traitorie, 
Of  mordre,  or  ds  Robberie 
Atteint,  the  Judge  shal  not  let. 
But  be  shal  sleen  of  pure  det. 
And  doth  great  sinne  if  that  be  wonds^ 
For  who  that  lawe  hath  vpon  honde. 
And  spareth  for  to  do  iustice 
For  mercy:  doth  not  his  office, 
That  he  his  mercy  so  bewareth : 
Whan  for  one  shrewc,  whiche  he  spareth, 
A  thousand  good  men  he  greueth. 
With  sncbe  mercy  who  that  btleueth. 
To  please  god:  he  is  deceioed. 
Or  els  mote  reason  be  wejrued. 

The  lawe  stode  or  we  were  bore, 
Howe  that  a  ksmgcs  swerde  is  bore 
In  signe,  that  he  shall  defende 
His  true  people:  and  make  an  ende 
Of  suche,  as  wolden  hem  deuour. 
lo  thus  my  Sonne  to  souccour 
The  lawe,  and  common  right  to  wynae 
A  man  maie  slee  without  sinne. 
And  do  therof  a  great  almesse, 
So  for  to  kepe  rightwiaenesse. 

And  ouer  this  for  his  countree. 
In  tyme  of  wcrre,  a  man  is  free 
Hym  selfe,  his  house,  and  eke  hislonde, 
Defende  with  hip  owne  honde. 
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And  aken,  if  he  male  no  bet. 
After  the  lawe,  whiche  i>  set 

No«^  father  than  1  yott  beseehe^ 
Of  hem,  that  deadly  weiVes  seche 
In  worides  cause,  and  tbcden  blood. 
If  snche  an  homicide  is  ^oqd  ? 
CONFESSOR. 

My  Sonne  vpon  thy  question* 
The  tronth  of  myn  opinion 
(Als  ferforth  as  my  wit  arecbeth 
And  as  the  plaine  iawe  teacheth) 
I  wolde  the  telle  in  euidence, 
To  rule  with  thy  conscience.     . 

fitted  creat  ipse  dens,  necathoc  homicida  creatnm, 
Vltor  et  hnmano  sanguine  spargit  homum. 

Vt  pecoris  sic  est  hominis  cnior  beu  modo  fusos, 
Victa  iacet  pietas,  et  furor  vr^  opus. 

Angelus  in  terra  pax  dixit,  et  vltima  Cbristi 
Verba  sonent  pacem*  quam  modo  guerra  fugat. 

Hie  seqnitnr  contra  motores  gnerre,  quse  non 
solum  bomicidii  sed  Tnineni  mnndi  dewlationis 
mater  existit. 

Ths  high  god  of  his  insttce. 
The  ilke  foule  horrible  vice. 
Of  homicide  he  hath  forbade 
By  Moyses,  as  it  was  bede. 

Whan  goddes  soune  was  also  bore, 
He  sent  his  angell  downe  therfore, 
Whom  the  shepeberdes  herden  singe 
pees  to  the  men  of  welwillynge 
In  erthe  amonge  ts  here. 

So  for  to  speke  in  this  matere 
After  the  Iawe  of  charitee, 
There  shall  deadly  werre  bee. 
And  eke  nature  it  hath  defended* 
And  in  hir  Iawe  pees  commended, 
Whiche  is  the  chiefs  of  mans  weltb* 
Of  mans  life,  of  mans  belth. 

But  deadly  werre  hath  bis  couine 
Of  pestilence,  and  of  famine, 
Of  ponertee,  and  of  all  wo : 
Wberof  this  worlde  we  blamen  so^ 
Whiche  nowe  the  werre  haUi  vnderfoote 
Till  god  bim  selfe  therof  do  bopte. 
For  idl  thyng,  whiche  god  hath  wrought 
In  erthe,  werre  it  bringeth  to  nought. 

The  churche  is  brent,  the  priest  Is  slaine 
The  wife,  the  maide  is  eke  foriaine. 
The  Iawe  is  lore,  and  god  Tuserued: 
I  not  what  made  he  hath  deserued. 
That  snche  werres  ledeth  inne. 

If  that  he  do  it  for  to  winne : 
Fhvte  to  accompte  his  great  coste. 
Forth  with  the  folke  that  he  bath  loste. 
As  to  the  worides  reckenynge 
There  shall  he  fynde  no  winnsmge. 

And  if  he  do  it  to  purchace 
The  benen,  mede  of  suche  a  grace 
I  can  nought  speke  netheles, 
Christ  hath  commaunded  loue  and  pes. 
And  who  that  worcbeth  the  reuers, 
I  trowe  his  mede  is  ftill  dhiers. 
And  sitben  than  that  we  fynde. 
That  werres  in  her  owne  kynde 
Ben  towarde  god  of  no  deserte: 
Andeke  thei  bringen  in  pouerte 
Of  worides  good,  it  is  merueile, 
Amonge  the  nen  vhat  it  naie  eyie. 


That  thei  a  pees  ne  etmiiea  att 
I  trowe  sjmne  be  the  let. 
And  euery  mede  of  sinne  ia  delb. 
So  wote  I  neuer  howe  it  gcth. 
But  we,  that  be  of  beleue 
Ajnonge  our  selfe,  thie  wolde  I  teaCy 
That  betty  it  were  pees  to  cbete. 
Than  so  by  double  weie  lese. 

I  not  if  that  it  nowe  so  stonde. 
But  this  a  man  maie  vnderstonde. 
Who  that  these  okle  bokes  redetb. 
That  couetise  is  one,  whiche  ledetb 
And  brought  the  first  wenes  inne. 

At  Greoe  if  that  I  shall  beginner 
There  was  it  pnmed  howe  it  stode. 
To  Perse,  whiche  was  full  of  good, 
Thei  maden  werre  in  speciail: 
And  so  thei  didden  ouer  all. 
Where  great  ricbesse  was  in  kmde  t 
So  that  thei  kfte  nothynge  stonde 
Unwerred,  but  onely  Arcbade. 

Nota  quod  greci  omnem  ternun  ferulem  dcfaetta* 
bant,  sed  tantum  Arcbadiam.  pro.  eo  quod  paapcr 
et  Bterilis  fiiit,  pacifice  dimiseiunt. 

For  there  thei  no  werres  made. 
Because  it  was  bareine  and  poure, 
Wherof  thei  might  nonght  recouer: 
And  thus  pouerte  was  forbore. 

He  that  nought  had  nought  hath  loie. 
But  yet  it  is  a  wonder  th^nge. 
Whan  that  a  riche  worthie  kynge 
Or  loide,  what  so  he  bee, 
Woll  aske  and  claime  propertee 
In  thynge,  to  whiche  he  bath  no  right* 
But  onely  of  bis  great  might 
For  this  maie  euery  man  well  wite, 
That  both  kynde  and  Iawe  write 
Expressely  stonden  there  ageyne. 
But  l>e  mote  nedes  somewhat  seyne. 
All  though  there  be  no  reason  inne, 
Whiche  secheth  cause  for  to  winne. 
For  witte,  that  is  ^ith  will  oppressed. 
Whan  couetise  him  hath  adressed. 
And  all  redtsone  put  awey. 
He  can  wel  fynde  snche  a  wey 
To  werre,  where  as  euer  hym  liketh : 
Wherof  that  he  the  worde  entriketb, 
That  many  aman  of  hym  compleinetb: 
But  yet  alway  some  cause  be  fieinetfa. 
And  of  his  wrongefull  herte  he  demeth, 
That  all  is  well,  what  ener  him  semeth. 
Be  so  that  he  male  winne  enough. 
For  as  the  true  man  to  the  plough 
Only  to  the  gaine  entendetb: 
Right  so  the  werrionr  dispendeth 
His  t3rme,  and  hath  no  conscience. 

And  in  this  point  for  euidenoe 
Of  hem  that  suche  werres  make, 
Thou  might  a  great  ennmple  take. 
How  thei  her  tyrannic  excusen. 
Of  that  thei  wrongftril  warres  vseo. 
And  howe  thei  stonde  of  one  aceorde 
The  soodionr  forth  with  the  Iqtde, 
The  poore  man  forth  with  the  ikhe. 
As  of  courage  thei  ben  fiche. 
To  make  werres  and  to  pylle 
For  lucra:  and  for  none  other  skille: 
Wherof  a  propre  tale  I  rede, 
Ai  it  whtfom  befell  in  deifi 
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Bie  dedmt  per  evemphini  contra  istos  principe« 
•en  alioi  quoscnnque  iflicite  guerre  motores, 
Bt  nmtrwt  de  quodam  pirata  in  partibos  marinis 
spolialoie  notissimo^  qui  cum  captus  fui^set,  et 
ID  iudicioni  oomm  rege  Alexandro  prodncins, 
ct  de  latrocinio  accu5atas,  dixit,  O  Alexander 
▼ere  quia  cum  paacis  sociis  spoHoium  causa 
naues  tantum  exptoro,  e^  latranculus  Tocor, 
ta  autem  quia  cum  iofinita  bellatorum  multitu- 
dine  vaiuersam  terram  subiugando  spoliasti, 
Imperator  diceres,  Itaque  status  tuus  a  statu 
meo  difiert,  sed  eodem  animo  condicionem  pa- 
rilem  liabemus,  Alevander  vero  elus  audaciam 
Id  responsione  compT«>ban8»  ipsum  penes  se  fa- 
miliarem  retinuit,  Et  sic  bellicosus  bellatori 
complacnit, 

Op  bym  whome  all  this  erthe  drad, 
Wban  he  the  worlde  so  ouerladde 
Through  verre,  as  it  fortuned  is« 
Kyoge  Alisaiuider  I  rede  this. 
Hove  in  a  marche,  where  be  laie, 
It  fell  perchance  vpon  a  dale, 
A  rooer  of  the  sea  was  nome, 
Whicbe  ooany  a  man  had  ouercome, 
And  slaine,  and  take  her  good  awaie. 
This  piller,  as  the  bokes  sale, 
A  Cunotts  man  in  sondrie  stede 
Was  of  the  verkes,  whicbe  he  dede* 

This  prisoner  afore  the  kynge 
Was  brought:  and  therupou  this  tbyn^   . 
Jo  audience  he  was  accused. 
And  he  his  dede  hath  nought  excused, 
Aad  praide  the  kynge  to  dune  him  right, 
And  saide.    Syre  if  I  were  of  might 
I  haue  an  herte  liche  Tnto  tbyn. 
Por  if  thy  power  were  myn 
If  y  will  is  most  in  spedall 
To  ryfle,  and  gette  ouer  all 
The  large  worldes  good  about. 
Bnt  far  I  leade  a  poure  route 
Aad  am,  as  who  saith,  at  mischiefe. 
The  name  of  pillour  and  of  thefie 
1  bcare:  and  thou  whicbe  routes  great 
Might  leade,  and  take  thy  beyete. 
And  doate  right,  as  I  wolde  do. 
Thy  name  is  nothynge  cleped  so. 
Bat  thou  art  named  emperoor* 
Our  dedes  ben  of  one  colomr. 
And  in  effecte  of  one  deseite: 
Bnt  thy  rychetse  and  my  pouerte, 
Tbei  be  not  taken  enen  Hche 
And  nethetes  he  that  is  riche 
This  daie,  to  morowe  he  male  be  poorer. 
And  in  contrary  also  recouer 
A  poors  man  tu  great  riches. 

Men  seyn  for  thy  let  rigbtewisenes 
Be  peised  eoen  in  the  balance. 

The  kynge  his  bardie  conntenanoe 
Bebelde:  and  his  wordes  wise,  * 

And  said  vnto  h3rm  in  this  wise: 

Tbyne  answere  I  bane  Tnderstonde, 
Wherof  my  wyll  is,  that  thou  stonde 
b  By  seniioey  and  stUI  abide. 

And  forth  with  all  the  same  tide 
He  hath  hym  teme  of  life  witholde. 
The  more  and  for  he  sbnlde  ben  bolde. 
He  made  bun  knight,  and  yafie  hym  londei 
Whicbe  afterwarde  was  of  his  honde 
An  oiped  knight  in  many  a  stede, 
M  gnat  prowei  of  armef  dede, 


As  the  Cronike«  it  fecorden  : 
And  in  this  wise  thei  accordea. 
The  whicbe  of  condicion 
Be  setie  vpon  destruction. 

Suche  Capitaine  suche  retinue. 
But  for  to  see  what  issue 
The  kynge  be&lleth  at  the  laste.' 
It  is  great  wonder  that  men  caste 
Her  herte  ypon  suche  wronge  to  winne^ 
Where  no  beyete  maie  be  inne. 
And  doth  disease  on  euery  side. 
But  when  reason  is  put  a  side. 
And  wisse  gouemeth  the  courage. 

The  fisucon  whicbe  fleeth  ramagey 
And  suffreth  no  thynge  in  the  waie, 
Wherof  that  he  maie  take  his  praie: ' 
Is  not  more  set  Tpon  rauyne. 
Than  thilke  man,  whicbe  bis  couyno 
Hath  set  in  suche  a  maner  wise 
For  all  the  worlde  maie  nought  sufllse 
To  wil,  whicbe  is  not  reasonable. 

Hie  secundum  gesta  Alexandri  de  guerns  illicitl* 
ponit  Confessor  exemplum,  dicens:  quod  quain* 
uis  Alexander  sua  potentia  totius  mundi  vic- 
tor, subiugarat  iraperiam,  ipse  tandem  mortja 
victoria  subiug^tus,  cuoctxpotentis  senteutiam 
euadere  non  potuit. 

Wherof  ensample  concordable 
Liche  to  this  pointe,  of  whicbe  I  me^e. 
Was  vpon  Alisaoder  sene, 
Whicbe  had  set  all  his  entente 
So  as  fortune  with  hym  went. 
That  reason  might  hym  not  goueme^ 
But  of  his  wille  he  was  so  sterne. 
That  all  the  worlde  heouerran. 
And  what  hym  list  he  toke  and  wan. 

'  In  Judee  the  superiour, 
Whan  that  he  was  fall  conquerour. 
And  had  his  wilfiiU  poorpuse  wonne. 
Of  all  this  erth  vnder  the  sonne. 
This  kynge  homwarde  to  Macedoyne, 
Whan  that  he  oam  to  Babyloyne, 
And  wend  most  in  his  empire 
(As  he  whicbe  was  holle  lorde  and  sire) 
In  honour  for  to  be  receyued, 
Most  sodenliche  he  was  deceyued. 
And  with  stronge  poison  eiiuenommed. 
And  as  be  hath  the  worlde  mistimed. 
Not  as  he  shulde  with  his  witte. 
Not  as  he  wolde,  it  was  acquitte. 
Thus  was  he  slayn,  that  whilom  slough* 
And  he,  whicbe  riche  was  enough 
This  dale,  to  morowe  bad  nought. 
And  in  suche  wise  as  he  hath  wrough^. 
In  disturbance  of  worldes  pees, 
HiS  werre  he  fonde  than  endeles 
In  whicbe  for  euer  discomfite 
He  was.     Lo  nowe  for  what  proufit^ 
Of  werre  it  hdpeth  for  to  ride. 
For  couetise  and  worldes  pride 
To  slee  the  worldes  men  aboute 
As  bestes,  wbiche  gone  there  oute. 
For  euery  life,  wbiche  reason  can. 
Ought  wel  to  knowe,  that  a  roan 
Ne  shulde  through  no  tyrannic 
Liche  to  this  other  bestes  die. 
Til  kynde  wojde  for  hym  sende^ 
1  not  boiir  be  it  If  ight  f  mesdj 
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Whicbe  taketh  a  w^e  forfqemiore 
Tbe  life,  that  he  maie  not  restpre. 

For  thy  my  sonne  in  all  weye 
Be  wel  auised,  I  tbe  preie 
Of  ftlaugbter  that  tbou  be  culpable 
Withoate  cause  reasonable. 

My  fader  vnderstonde  it  is 
That  ye  bane  saide :  but  ouer  thia 
I  praie  you  telle  me  naye  or  yea» 
To  passe  ouer  tbe  great  sea 
To  warre  and  sle  the  Sarasin^ 
Is  that  the  lawe  ?  Sonne  myn 
To  pieche»  and  suffer  for  the  feith, 
That  baue  I  herd,  tbe  gospel  seith: 
But  for  to  8lea»  that  here  f  nought, 
Christ  with  his  oupu^  detb  hatb  bought 
All  other  men,  and  made  hem  free, 
In  token  of  perfite  cbaritee. 
And  after  that  he  taught  him  selue. 
Whan  he  waa  dede  these  other  twelue 
Of  his  aposteles  went  aboule 
The  holy  feitb  to  preche  oate, 
Wherof  the  deathe  in  tcmdrie  place 
Tbei  suffer,  and  so  god  of  his  grace 
The  feith  of  Christ  bath  made  arise. 
But  if  thei  wolde  in  other  wise ' 
By  werre  bane  brought  in  the  creance. 
It  had  yet  stonde  in  bahmoe, 
And  that  maie  pronen  in  the  dede. 
For  what  man  tbe  Oonickes  rede 
Fro  first  that  boly  cburche  bath  weiued 
To  precbe,  and  hath  tbe  swerde  receiued, 
Wberof  the  werres  ben  begonne : 
A  great  partie  of  that  was  wonne 
To  Christes  feitb,  stant  nowe  miswent; 
Qod  do  tberof  ameqdement. 
So  as  be  wote,  what  is  the  best 

But  Sonne  if  thou  wilt  lioe  in  rest 
Of  conscience  well  assised, 
Br  that  thou  slea,  be  wel  auised. 
For  man,  as  tellen  ys  the  clerkes. 
Hath  god  abone  all  erthely  wecket 
Qrdeined  to  he  principally 
And  eke  of  soule  in  speciall 
He  is  made  liche  to'  the  godhede : 
So  sit  it  wel  to  taken  hede. 
And  for  to  h>ke  on  euery  side 
Er  that  tboa  falle  in  homicide: 
Whicbe  sinae  is  now  so  generallt 
That  it  wel  nie  stant  ooerall 
In  boly  churcbe,  as  elles  where. 
But  all  the  while  k  is  so  there, 
Tbe  world  mot  nede  Aire  amis. 
For  wban  the  wel  of  pitee  is, 
Through  conetise  of  worldes  good, 
Defoulled  with  sbedyng  of  Uood, 
The  remenant  of  foUce  about 
Unnethe  stonden  in  any  dout 
To  werre  eche  other,  and  to  alea, 
So  is  it  all  not  worth  a  strea 
The  cbaritee,  wherof  we  prechen. 
For  we  do  no  tbyng  as  we  tecben* 

And  this  the  blynde  conscience 
Of  pes  bath  lost  thllke  euidence, 
Whicbe  Christe  vpon  this  erth  taught, 
Nowe  maie  men  see  morder  and  manslaught 
•  Liche  as  it  was  by  dales  olde, 
Whan  men  the  sinnes  bought  and  soldo. 

Facilitas  venie  occasionem  prebet  delinqnendi* 


IH  Grece  afore  Cbristes  feitfae 
I  rede,  as  the  Cronicke  ieith, 
Toucbend  of  this  matter  thua. 
In  thilke  tyme  bowe  Peseua 
His  owne  broder  Phoeus  slough* 

But  for  he  had  golde  enough 
To  yeue,  his  sinne  was  dispensed 
With  golde,  wherof  it  was  companaed. 
Acastiis,  wbiche  with  Venus  was 
Hir  priest,  assoylled  in  that  caa, 
Al  were  there  no  repentance. 

And  as  the  boke  maketh  lemembcanoah 
It  lelleth  of  Medee  also, 
Of  that  she  slough  hir  sennes  twQ» 
Egens  in  the  same  pFite 
Hath  made  hir  of  hir  sonne  quite. 

The  sonne  eke  of  Ampbioras^ 
Whose  right  name  Almeus  was. 
His  moder  slough  Efipfaelee. 
But  Achiloo  the  priest  and  hee» 
So  as  the  bukes  it  reeofden. 
For  certaine  some  of  golde  aoordeo. 
That  thilke  horrible  sinfidl  dede 
Assoiled  was..    And  tbus  for  mede 
Of  worldes  good  it  fslleth  ofte. 
That  homicide  n  set  alofte 
Here  in  this  woride:  but  after  thia 
There  shall  be  knowe,  how  that  it  ia 
Of  hem,  that  suehe  thynges  wniche. 
And  how  also  that  holy  cburche 
Lete  sucbe  atnnes  passe  (^ite, 
And  how  thei  wolde  heoj)  seHe  aeqnite 
Of  deadely  werret,  thai,  thei  make. 

For  who  th^t  wolde  ensample  take, 
Tbe  lawe,  wbiche  is  naturel!. 
By  weye  of  kinde  sheweth  wel. 
That  homicide  in  no  degree 
(Wbiche  werreth  ayene  ebaritee) 
Among  the  men  shulde  not  dwelle.  ■ 

For  after  that  the  bokes  teHe^ 
To  seche  in  all  tbe  woride  riche* 
Men  shall  not  ftide  vpon  his  liche 
A  best  for  to  take  his  preye. 
And  sithen  krade  bath  suche  aweye: 
Than  is  it  wonder  of  a  man, 
Whicbe  kinde  bath,  and  reason  can. 
That  be  woll  either  more  or  lasse 
His  kinde  and  reason  ouerpasse. 
And  slea  that  is  to  bym  semblable. 
So  is  tbe  man  not  reasonable,. 
Ne  kinde,  and  that  is  not  honeste. 
Whan  he  is  worse  than  a  beste. 

Nota  secundum  Solinum  contra  homieidaa  (i«  na^ 
tura  cuiusdam  auis  faciem  ad  similitodineoi  hu- 
manam  habentis,  qusB  cum  depreda  ana  hosni- 
nem  iuxta  flunium  oceiderit,  videritque  in  aqua 
similem  sibi  occisam,  sutim  pre  dolof«  mo* 
ritor. 

AICOMO  tbe  bokes,  which  I  finde, 
Solinus  speketh  of  a  wonder  kinde, 
And  saith  of  foules  there  is  one, 
Wbiche  hath  a  face  of  bloode  and  boot, 
like  to  a  man  in  resemblance. 
And  if  it  falle  so  perchance. 
As  he,  wbiche  is  a  foule  of  praie. 
That  he  a  man  finde  in  his  way^. 
He  woll  bym  slea,  if  that  he  male. 
But  afterward  tha  same  dale. 
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Whui  lie  hath  eateil  lOl  his  felle, 
Aod  that  shall  be  beside  a  welle. 
Id  whiche  he  woll  drinke  take. 
Of  bis  Tinge  and  the  makey 
That  be  hath  slayn,  aoone  be  thioketh 
Of  his  misdede,  and  it  ibrthinketh 
So  gieaUy,  that  for  pnre  aorowe 
fie  lioetb  not  till  on  the  morowe. 

Bj  this  ensample  it  maie  well  seil^e» 
That  mao  afaall  homicide  escheire. 
For  eaer  is  mercy  good  to  take, 
£at  if  the  lawe  it  hath  fonake, 
lod  that  Jnstlee  is  there  agayiie. 
Foil  oft  time  I  haue  beide  saine 
AoMDges  hea  that  werres  haddeil, 
lot  tfaei  somwhile  her  cause  ladden 
By  mereie,  whan  thei  might  hane  slain^^ 
Wboof  that  tfaei  were  after  ftune. 

And  Sonne*  if  that  tfaoa  wolt  record* 
The  Tertoe  of  Misericorde, 
ThoQ  sighe  nener  thiike  place^ 
Where  it  was  vsed,  lacke  grace. 
For  enery  lawe,  and  enery  kynd6 
The  mans  wit  to  mercy  bynde, 
And  namely  the  worthle  knigbtes^ 
Wbaa  that  thei  stonden  mostc  yprigbtes, 
And  ben  moate  mighti^  lor  to  greue :     - 
Thei  shttUen  then  moste  releue 
H7B^  whome  tfaei  mighten  ooerthrowi 
Af  by  ensample  mnie  men  knowe. 

Hie  pooit  Confbssor  exemplnm  de  pietate  contra 
hoinieidian  in  guerris  babetida,  Et  narrat  qua- 
liter  Achilles  vna  cum  filio  suo  contra  regem 
Mesee,  qui  tnnc  Theocer  vocabator,  bellnm 
ioiemnt,  £t  com  Achilles  dictum  regem  in  bello 
^pKStratnaoccidcre  voloisset,  Tbelapbns  pietate 
Botnt,  ipsnm  dipeo  oooperiens  veniam  pr6  rege 
a  pitve  postnlaoit,  pro  quo  &cto,  ipse  rex  ad 
hoe  riuens  Tbelaphum  regni  sni  heiredem  libera 
f  oloatate  coostitait. 

Hk  maic  not  &ilen  of  his  mede, 
Tbst  hath  mercy.    For  this  I  rede. 
Is  a  Cronike  I  fynde  thns, 
Wbttt  Achilles  with  Telaphus 
Hit  soone^  towarde  Troie  were: 
h  Cell  hem  er  thei  come  there 
Ajeoe  Theocer  the  kynge  of  Mese, 
To  Bake  warr^  and  for  to  sese 
His  londe»  as  thei  that  woldeo  reigne: 
Asd  Theocer  put  out  of  bis  reigne. 

Aad  thna  tfaie  marches  thei  assaile: 
lot  Theooer  yafe  to  hem  baUile. 
Tbd  fMghten  on  both  sides  fiute. 
Bot  so  it  hapneth  at  taste, 
TUi  woithie  greke  this  Achilles, 
The  kynge  amonge  all  other  ches^ 
Ai  he  that  waa  craell  and  felle 
With  sweide  in  bonde  on  hym  he  felle, 
Aad  mwfee  bjrm  with  a  deathes  wounde„ 
That  be  Tnhorsed  fell  to  grounde. 

Achilles  Tpon  hym  ali^t. 
And  woide  anooe,  as  he  welt  might, 
Bsne  dain  lum  fiillichd  in  the  place, 
te  Tbdaphns  hia  fiiders  grace 
For  hym  beaoi^ihit,  and  for  pitee 
Fnyth,  that  he  woide  let  hym  bee» 
And  caste  his  shdd  betwene  hem  two^ 

Achilles  acketfa  hym  why  so. 


And  Thetaphus  his  cause  toldey 
And  saith  that  he  is  mochelt  boldc. 
For  whilome  Theucer  in  a  stede 
Great  grace  and  socour  to  hym  dede. 
And  saith,  that  he  him  wolde  ac^uitCy 
And  praith  his  fitder  to  respite. 
Achilles  tho  withdroogh  his  bonde. 
But  all  the  power  of  the  londe. 
Whan  that  thei  sawe  her  kynge  thas  take^ 
Thei  fled,  and  hathen  the  felde  forsake. 

The  grekes  vnto  the  chaas  &U9 
And  for  tbe  moste  parte  all 
Of  that  countrei  the  lordes  great, 
Thei  toke  and  wonne  a  great  beyete. 
And  sone  after  this  Ttctorie 
The  kynge,  whiche  bad  memorie. 
Upon  the  great  mtrc\e  thought, 
Whiche  Thelaphus  toward  him  wroaghty , 
And  in  presence  of  all  the  londe 
He  toke  hym  layre  by  the  honde. 
And  in  this  wise  be  gan  to  seie: 

My  Sonne  I  mote  by  double  weia 
Loue  and  desirfe  thine  encres* 
Firste  for  thy  fader  Achilles 
Whilome  full  many  a  daie  er  this. 
Whan  I  shulde  haue  fore  amis, 
Rescouse  dyd  in  my  quarele^ 
And  kept  ail  myn  estate  in  bele. 
Howe  BO  there  fall  nowe  distanca 
Amonge  ts,  yet  remembrance 
I  haue  of  mercie,  whiche  he  dede 
As  than:  aod  thou  nowe  in  this  stede 
Of  gentilnesy  add  of  firanchesse 
Hast  do  metfcy  the  same  I  gessci 
So  woll  1  not,  that  any  tyme 
Be  loste,  of  that  thou  hast  do  byme. 
For  how  so  this  fortune  fail,  , 

Yet  stant  my  tniste  abouen  all. 
For  the  mercy  whiche  I  nowe  fynde. 
That  thou  wilt  after  this  be  kynde. 
And  for  that  suche  is  mine  espeire* 
And  for  my  sonne  and  for  myn  heire 
I  tbe  receiue,  and  all  my  londe 
I  yeue  and  seise  into  thyn  bonde. 

And  in  this  wise  thei  accorde, 
Tbe  cause  was  misericorde. 
The  lordes  do  her  obeisance 
To  Thelaphus,  and  purueiance. 
Was  made,  so  that  he  was  coroned. 
And  thus  was  mercie  reguerdoned, 
Whiche  he  to  Theucer  did  tofore.^ 

Lo  this^nsample  is  made  therfore. 
That  thou  might  take  remembrance 
My  son,  and  whan  thou  seest  a  chance 
Of  other  aiens  passion. 
Take  pitee  and  compassion, 
And  let  no  tbyng  to  the  be  leef, 
Whiche  to  an  other  man  is  grefe. 

And  after  this  if  thon  desire 
To  sunde  ayeoe  the  yice  of  Ire, 
Counseill  the  with  pacience 
And  take  in  to  thy  conscience 
Mercy  to  be  thy  governonr: 
So  shalt  thon  fide  no  rancour, 
Wberof  thyn  herte  shall  debate 
With  homicide,  ve  with  hate. 
For  cheste  or  melancolie 
Thou  Shalt  be  softe  in  compania. 
Without  contecke  or  foolhast. 
For  dies  might  tliov  longt  waste 
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Thy  tyme,  er  that  thoo  haue  tby  wiUe 

Of  loue^  for  the  weadirstille 

Men  preise^  aod  blame  the  tempestes. 

AMAVfl. 

My  fader  I  woll  do  your  bestes. 
And  of  this  poiat  ye  lume  me  taoghtr 
Toward  my  seife  tbe  better  saught 
1  tbinkc  be,  wbUe  that  I  line. 
But  for  as  mucbe  as  I  am  shriue 
Of  wrath,  and  all  bis  circumstance: 
Yeoe  wkat  ye  lyste  to  my  penance : 
And  aske  fortber  of  my  life, 
Yf  otherwise  I  be  giltife 
Of  any  tbynge»  that  umcheth  fjmie* 

OONn»96R. 
My  Sonne,  er  we  departe  a  twinne> 
I  shall  IxAiynde  nothyng  lene, 

AlUNfl. 

My  good  fader  by  yonr  ]eue» 
Than  asketb  forth  what  so  you  lisia» 
For  I  baue  in  you  soehe  a  triste» 
As  ye  that  be  nsy  soule  bele. 
That  ye  fro  me  nothynge  woU  bete. 
For  1  ihall  teU  yon  tbe  tnmthe* 

OOJIFESSOtt. 

My  Sonne  art  thou  culpable  of  sfouthe 
la  any  poynt,  whicbe  to  bym  longeth  } 

AWAVS. 
My  fiider  of  tbo  pointes 
To  witte  plemly,  what  tbei  menc, 
86  that  I  maie  me  shrine  dene. 

OOVFBtSOR. 
Now  berkefi,  I  shall  tho  porates  denise^ 
And  vnderatonde  weH  myn  apprise 

For  sbrifte  stent  of  no  valoe 
To  bym,  that  woll  hym  nought  vertile 
To  leoe  of  vices  the  folio. 
For  worde  is  wynde,  bat  the  i 
Is  that  a  man  hym  selfe  defende 
Of  thynge,  whicbe  is  not  to  <      ~ 
"Wberof  be  fewe  nowe  a  dak: 
'  And  netlieles  so  as  I  maie 
Make  mto  thy  memorie  koowv 
The  point**  of  dough,  tbott  shaHlnow. 

Explicit  liber  tertius. 
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Dicnnt  aceldiam  fore  nutricem  Titfomm, 
Torpet  et  in  cuptis  tardaque  lenta  bonis. 

Sue  fieri  possent  hodie  tratisfert  pigar  in  eras, 
Fnratoque  prius  bostia  clandit  eqoo. 

Fossenti  Unlo  negat  emolumenU  Cupido: 
Sed  Venus  in  celeri  Indit  mmore  Tin. 

file  in  quarto  libro  loquitur  oonfossorde  qieelehus 
Accidie,  quarum  primom  tardacionem  vocat, 
cuius  condicionem  pertraotaiis  Amanti,  super 
hoc  consequentcr  opponit. 

INCIPIT  USER  %UARTUS. 

Upom  the  vices  to  prooede 
After  the  cause,  of  mam  ded^ 


The  first  point  t>f  slooth  I  ocll 
Lacberae,  and  is  the  chief  of  all. 
And  hath  this  properly  of  kiode 
To  leuen  all  thyng  bebynde : 
Of  that  be  might  do  nowe  here^ 
He  tarietb  all  tbe  longe  yere, 
And^enennore  be  sattb,  To  morowe. 
And  so  he  woll  bis  tyme'borowe. 
And  wissheth  after,  Ood  me  sonde: 
Than  whan  be  weneth  to  baue  an  eadr. 
Than  is  he  forthest  to  begyn. 
Thus  bryngeth  he  many  a  meschiefe  \m 
(Jnware,  till  tliat  he  be  mescheued. 
And  Doaie  not  than  be  releued. 

And  right  so  nother  more  ne  Jessr^ 
It  stent  of  loue«  and  of  lacbesse. 
Some  tyme  be  slouthctb  on  a  dale    ' 
That  he  neoer  after  gete  maie. 

Nowe  Sonne  as  of  this  ilke  thynge» 
If  thou  baue  any  knowlechyage. 
That  thou  to  loue  bast  done  er  tbls^ 
Telle  on.    My  good  fader  yis. 
As  of  laches  I  am  beknowe. 
That  I  maie  stonde  vpon  his  rowe. 
As  I  that  am  cladde  of  his  sute. 
For  whan  I  thought  my  puisute. 
To  make,  and  therto  set  a  dale 
To  speke  vnto  that  swete  maie, 
Lacbesse  badde  abide  yit. 
And  bare  on  bonde  it  was  no  wit, 
Ne  tyme,  for  to  speke  as  tho. 
Thus  with  his  tales  to  and  fro 
My  tyme  in  tariyng  he  droagh : 
Whan  there  was  tyme  good  enottgh. 
He  said  another  tyme  is  better. 
Thou  Shalt  nowe  senden  hir  a  letter:  ' 
And  par  caas  write  more  plein. 
Than  thou  by  mouth  durstest  sein. 

Thus  baue  I  let  tyme  slide 
For  slouthe,  and  kept  not  my  tide: 
So  that  laches  with  his  vice 
Full  ofte  hath  made  my  wit  so  nice. 
That  what  I  thought  to  speke  or  do. 
With  tariyng  he  held  me  so. 
Til  whan  I  wolde,  and  might  nonghty 
I  not  what  thyng  was  in  my  thought: 
Or  it  was  drede,  or  it  was  shame. 
But  euer  in  emest  and  in  game, 
I  wote  there  is  longe  tyme  passed. 
But  yet  is  not  tbe  loue  lassed, 
Whicbe  I.  vnto  my  ladie  baue. 
For  though  my  tonge  is  slow  to  crave 
At  all  tyme,  as  1  haue  bede, 
Mjm  bert  stant  euer  in  o  stede. 
And  asketh  besilicbe  grace, 
Tbe  whicbe  I  maie  not  yet  embraoe : 
Aod  god  wote  that  is  maulgre  myn. 
For  this  I  wote  right  wei  afio. 
My  grace  cometh  so  selde  aboote. 
That  is  tbe  slouthe,  whicbe  1  doobto 
More  than  of  all  the  remenant,    • 
Whicbe  is  to  loue  appartenant. 

And  thus  as  touchcnde  of  lacbesse. 
As  I  haue  tolde,  I  me  confesse 
To  yon  my  foder,  1  besecbe. 
That  ferthermore  ye  wol  me  teoho. 
And  if  there  be  to  my  mattere 
Some  goodly  taie  for  to  here. 
How  I  maie  do  lacbesse  awey. 
That  ye  it  wolde  teUe,  1  prey. 
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To  viae  tte  ay  tmuM  and  f«]«u 
AnoBge  the  talcs,  whxche  I  rada 
An  dUe  «a«unple  tber?poii 
Nove  bericeo,  and  X  wol  telle  oa. 

Hie  ponit  ConlesMHr  raeaplimi  oontm  iatoa,  qui 
io  amorifl  caina  tardantes  delinqaiiiit  £t  namt 
qnalHer  Dido  nvina  CartagiaU  Boeani,  ab  m- 
eendiis  Tioie  fagitnom  ia  aittorein  luam  gauin 
iBioepit*  qui  cam  pottea  ia  partst  ItaKe  a  Car- 
beOatofiim  n  tfaiiitalit»  oiauamqae 
on  laeuns,  tempat  redditus  sui  ad 
n  nodmn  taidaatt,  ipsa  in*oUer- 
abUi  dolon  concuiBa,  sui  cotdif  inthna  gladio 
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ASATin  lacbeste  in  looes  caaa 
1  fiade,  howe  whilom  Sitfas» 
Whom  Anefaises  to  sonne  had» 
With  great  iiaoie»  wbiebe  be  lad 
Fro  Troie,  arriueth  at  Carthage* 
Where  for  a  while  his  herbege 
He  toke,  and  it  betid  so. 
With  h\f^  whiche  was  a  queue  tho 
Orthe  Ckee,  bis  acqaeintance 
He  wan,  wbos  name  in  remembranoa 
Is  yet,  and  Dido  she  was  bote 
Whiche  loaeth  Eneas  so  bote 
Cpoo  the  vordes,  whiche  he  saide. 
That  all  bir  herte  on  hym  she  laide: 
Aad  did  aU  wholy,  what  he  wolds. 
Bat  after  that,  as  it  be  sbulde^ 
Fro  theas  be  goth  toward  Itayle 
By  diip,  and  there  his  arriaayle 
Hith  tafce^  and  shope  hym  for  to  ride. 

fiat  she,  vhiehe  mate  not  longe  abide 
The  hecte  peine  of  loues  throwe, 
iaoa  within  a  litel  tbrowe 
A  letter  ^nto  bir  kuight  bath  writte. 
And  did  hym  plainly  tot  to  witte : 
If  be  made  any  tariynge 
To  dretebe  of  his  ayen  comynge, 
Thst  she  ne  might  hym  iele  and  see. 
She  sholde  stoode  in  soche  degree, 
Ai  whilom  stode  a  swan  to  fore. 
Of  that  she  bad  hir  make  lore. 
For  sorowe  a  fether  in  to  hir  bnyne 
She  shoof;  and  bath  hirselfe  slayot* 

As  kynge  Menander  in  a  laye 
The  sooth  bath  fonde,  where  she  laye 
Spfanlend  with  hir  wyoges  tvey. 
As  ihe  whiche  shulde  than  deye 
For  kwe  of  b]rm,  whicb«i  was  hir  make. 

Aad  so  shal  I  do  for  thy  sake. 
This  qoene  saide,  wel  I  wote. 

Lo  to  Enee  thus  she  wrote, 
With  many  a  nother  word  of  compleint. 

But  be,  whiche  bad  his  tboogbtes  feint 
Towatdes  loae,  and  ftill  of  sIouUi, 
Bis  tyme  let,  and  that  was  roothe. 
For  the,  whiche  loneth  hym  to  foie> 
Dcsireth  euer  more  aad  more. 
Aod  whan  she  sawe  hym  tary  so, 
Hir  heft  was  so  fall  of  wo. 
That  eompleynend  manyfoUe 
^  hath  hir  owne  tale  tolde 
Uatohir  seUb,  aad  thoe  she  spake. 

A  wba  tede  ener  socbe  a  fawke 
OTsiosgb  IB  any  wortbye  kaigbt) 
ilvaftasf  dealbaadigfat 


Through  him,  which  shuld  bane  be  my  lifli. 
Bat  for  to  stynteo  all  this  strife. 
Thus  whan  she  stghe  none  other  boote^ 
Right  euen  Ynto  hir  hert  roote 
A  naked  swerd  anooe  she  threste: 
Aod  thus  slie  gat  hir  seUe  reste. 
In  remembrance  of  all  slowe 
Wherof  my  sonne  thou  might  know^ 
Howe  tariynge  rpon  the  nede 
In  loaes  cause,  is  for  to  drede. 
And  that  hath  Dido  sore  abought. 
Whose  death  shall  euer  be  bethought, 

Aod  enermore  if  I  shall  secbe 
In  this  matter  another  speche. 
In  a  Cronicke  I  finde  wntte 
A  tale,  whiche  u  ^ood  to  witte. 


Hie  loquitur   super   eodem,  qualiter      ^_ 

Ulyssem  ma|>itum  saum  in  obsidione  Troie  dni- 
tius  monuitem,  ob  ipsius  ibidem  taxdatioaem 
epistola  sua  redaifuit. 

At  Troie  whan  kynge  Vlyssei 
Upon  the  sege  amonge  the  pres 
Of  hem,  that  wortbye  koigbtes  were 
Abode  longe  tyme  stille  there: 
In  thiike  tyme  a  man  maie  se 
Howe  goodly  that  Penelope, 
Whiche  was  to  hym  his  trewe  wife. 
Of  his  lacbesse  was  pleintife: 
Wherof  to  Troie  she  hym  sende 
Hir  wille  by  letter,  thus  spekende: 
My  worthy  loue,  and  lorde  also» 
It  is  and  hath  be  euer  so 
That  where  a  woman  is  akme. 
It  maketh  a  man  in  his  persona 
The  more  hardye  for  to  wowe. 
In  hope  that  she  wolde  bowe 
To  sucbe  thyog,  as  his  wille  were. 
While  that  hir  lorde  were  els  where. 

And  of  my  selfe  I  telle  this. 
For  it  so  loDge  passed  is 
Sith  firste  that  ye  from  home  went. 
That  welle  nigh  euery  man  is  went 
To  there  I  am,  while  ye  be  out 
Had  made,  and  ecbe  of  hem  albout 
Whiche  loue  can,,  my  lone  secbeth. 
With  great  prayer,  and  me  besecbetb. 
And  some  maken  great  Bdanaoe, 
That  if  thei  migt|t  come  in  place. 
Where  that  thei  might  hir  wille  I 
There  is  no  thynge  me  shulde  saue. 
That  thei  ne  wolde  worch  thyngee. 
And  some  telle  me^tidynges, 
That  ye  ben  dead:  and  some  oeyne^ 
That  certainly  ye  ben  beseyne 
To  loue  anewe,  and  leane  me. 
But  howe  as  euer  that  it  be, 
I  thooke  vnto  the  goddes  all. 
As  yet  for  ought,  that  is  befell, 
Maie  no  man  do  my  chekes  jadde: 
But  netheles  it  is  to  drodde. 
That  lacbesse  in  continuance 
Fortune  might  sucbe  a  chance, 
Whiche  no  man  after  shulde  amende. 

Lo  thus  this  ladie  complaynende, 
A  letter  ^ntb  hir  lorde  hath  writte. 
And  prayde  hym,  that  he  wolde  witte. 
And  thioke,  howe  that  she  was  al  bis> 
And  that  he  tarie  wuA^  in  this : 
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But  thAt  he  iroMe  his  loue  acqaita 
To  hir  ayeoewarde^  and  not  write. 
But  come  hym  selfs  in  all  baste. 
That  be  none  other  paper  waste :    ' 
So  tbat  be  kepe^  and  bolde  bis  troutb^ 
Without  lette  of  any  sioutbe. 

Unto  hir  lorde  and  loue  liege 
To  Troie,  where  the  great  siege 
"Was  leide,  this  letter  was  conueider 
And  be,  wbiche  wisedome  bath  puraeid^ 
Of  all  tbat  to  reason  belongeth> 
With  gentiU  berte  it  Tndeifnigeth. 
And  whan  be  hath  it  oure  nid^ 
In  parte,  be  was  right  inly  glad^ 
And  eke  in  parte  he  was  diseased: 
But  loue  his  hert  bath  so  through  sealed 
With  pure  imaginacion^ 
Tbat  for  none  occupacion, 
Whiche  he  gan  take  on  other  side. 
He  male  not  flitte  his  berte  aside. 
For  tbat  bis  wife  hym  bad  enibnned, 
Wherof  he  hath  hym  selfe  conformed. 
With  all  the  will  of  bis  courage. 
To  shape  and  take  the  yiage 
Homewar^e,  what  tyme  tbat  be  maie, 
80  tbat  hym  thinketh  of  a  daie 
A  thoasande  yere  till  be  male  se 
The  visage  of  Penelope, 
Whiche  he  desireth  moste  of  all. 

And  whan  the  tyme  is  so  beftJI, 
Tbat  Troie  was  distroied,  and  brent» 
He  made  no  ddayement. 
But  goth  hym  home  in  all  hie. 
Where  tbat  be  fonde  tofore  bis  eie 
His  worthye  wife  in  good  estate. 
And  thus  was  seased  the  debate 
Of  loue,  and  sleuth  was  excused,    ' 
Whiche  doth  great  harme,  wher  it  is  Tsed, 
And  bindreth  many  a  cause  honest. 

Kota  adhuc  de  quodam  Astrologo  super  eodem, 
qui  quoddam  opus  ingeniosum,  quasi  ad  com- 
plementnm  septeonios  perduoens,  Tunis  mo- 
ment! tardatione  6mni  sui  operit  dlligentiam 
penitus  frustrauit. 

For  of  the  great  clerke  Grostett 
I  rede,  bowe  busy  tbat  he  was 
Upon  the  dergie  an  head  of  brat 
To  forge,  and  make  it  for  to  tella 
Of  sacbe  tbynges  as  befoUe: 
And  senen  yeres  besinesse 
He  laide,  but  for  the  lachesse 
Of  halfo  a  minute  of  an  bour^, 
FVo  first  be  began  laboure. 
He  loste  all  tbat  be  bad  do. 

And  other  while  it  foreUi  8» 
In  tones  cause,  who  is  siowe, 
Tbat  be  without  vndar  the  wowa 
By  night  stant  full  ofte  a  colde 
Whiche  nuigbt,  if  tbat  be  bad  woida 
His  tyme  kepte,  baue  be  within. 


Nota  adhnc  contra  tardationem  de  virginibns 
fiituis,  qute  nimiam  moiwn  focientes,  intrante 
•ponso  ad  miptias,  cum  ipso  non  introierunt. 

But  slontb  male  not  proflt  wynne. 
But  be  may  nnge  in  bis  Carole, 
How  late  wart  came  to  the  dole. 


Where  be  no  good  reoeyue  might/ 
And  tbat  was  proned  welt  by  night. 
Whilom  of  the  maidens  flue, 
Whan  tbilke  fovde  caOM  for  to  wioa. 
For  tbat  her  oyle  was  aweye 
To  light  hym  lampel  in  bis  wey. 
Her  dontb  brought  it  so  about. 
Fro  hym  tbat  tbet  be  sbette  without 

Wherof  my  sonnc  be  thou  ware, 
Als  ferforth  as  I  telle  dare. 
For  slouthe  muste  ben  awaited: 
And  if  tboo  be  not  well  alfiuted 
In  loue,  to  escbewe  slouthe. 
My  Sonne  for  to  telle  trootbe. 
Thou  might  not  of  thy  selfe  ben  able 
To  Wynne  loue,  or  make  it  stable : 
All  though  thou  migfatest  loue  aefaeue. 
'    My  fotber  that  I  male  well  leue:. 
But  me  was  neuer  assigned  places 
Where  yet  to  gette  any  grace. 
Ne  me  was  no  suche  tyme  appointed. 
For  than  I  wolde  I  were  mioynted 
Of  euery  lymme  that  I  bane. 
And  I  ne  sbulde  kepe  and  saue 
Myn  boore  botbe^  and  eke  my  stade. 
If  my  lady  it  had  bade. 
But  she  is  otherwise  anised. 
Than  graunt  suche  a  tyme  assiied. 
And  nethelesse  of  my  lacbease. 
There  beth  by  no  defoulte  I  getto 
Of  tyme  k>fte9  in  tbat  I  mi^t^ 

But  yet  hir  lyketb  not  alight 
Upon  no  lure,  whiche  I  caste. 
For  ay  the  more  I  erie  foste. 
The  lesse  hir  liketb  for  to  her& 

So  for  to  speke  of  this  matere, 
1  secbe  that  I  maia  not  findes 
I  baste,  and  euer  I  am  bebynde. 
And  wote  not,  what  it  mate  aoMUnk 
But  fotber  vpoo  myn  aooomptoy 
Whiche  ye  ben  sette  to  ezamina 
Of  shrifte  after  the  discipline: 
Saye  what  yofir  best  counsaile  is. 

My  tonne  my  counseile  is  this, 
Howe  so  it  stande  of  tyme  agoy 
Do  forthe  tby  besioes  so, 
Tbat  no  lachesse  in  the  be  founde. 
For  sioutbe  is  mighty  to  confoanda 
The  spede  of  euery  mans  werke. 
For  many  a  vice,  as  saith  the  clerke. 
There  bongen  vpon  sloutbes  lappe^ 
Of  sucbe  as  make  a  man  misbappe. 
To  pleine  and  telle  of  |iad  I  wist : 
And  thervpon  if  tbat  the  liste 
To  knowe  of  sloutbes  cause  more. 
In  speciall  yet  ouermose 
There  is  a  vice  foil  greuable 
To  hjm,  wbiche  it  therof  culpable: 
And  stant  of  all  vertues  bare. 
Here  after  as  I  shall  declare. 

3ul  nihil  attemptat,  nihil  expedite  oreque  nrato 

Munus  amicitie  vir  sibi  raro  capit. 
Est  modus  in  verbis,  sed  ei  qui  parcit  amort 

Verba  reforre  sua  uon  fouet  vllus  amor. 

Hie  loquitur  Coofeitor  de  qoadam  tpeeie  Accidie, 
quK  posilUnimitas  dicta  est,  cuius  imagtnatiuft 
formido  nequa  virtutea   aggredi,    aaqve  vitia 
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fbgere  •adet^  sicque  vtriasque  vite  tam  actine 
qnun  contemplatiue  pnemium  non  attingit. 

ToiKrHBiiDB  of  slootb  in  his  degree 

There  u  yet  pasillanimite^ 

Whicbe  is  to  sale  in  this  lang^ge. 

He  that  hath  littell  of  coaragCy 

And  dare  no  mans  verke  be^nne : 

So  may  he  nought  by  reason  wynne. 

For  vho  that  nought  dare  vndertake. 

By  right  he  shall  no  profit  take. 

Bat  of  this  vice  the  nature 

Dare  notbyng  sette  in  auenture, 

Hym  lacketh  bothe  worde  and  dede, 

Wberof  he  sbulde  his  cause  spede: 

He  woll  no  manhode  vnderstonde : 

For  eoer  he  hath  drede  vpon  honde. 

All  bis  perill,  that  he  ^hall  saie, 

Hym  thynketh  the  volfe  is  in  the  waie : 

And  of  im^nacion 

He  maketh  his  excusacion, 

And  feigneth  cause  of  pure  dred^ 

And  eoer  be  fiiileth  at  nede, 

TU  ail  be  spilte,  that  be  with'dealeth, 

fie  bath  the  sore,  whiche  no  man  heletb. 

The  whiche  is  deped  Lacke  of  herte : 

TfaoQgh  eoery  grace  aboute  hym  sterte. 

He  won  not  ones  steie  his  fote, 

Sa  that  by  reason  lese  he  mote. 

That  vol!  not  annter  for  to  wynne. 

Aad  so  fotth  sonne,  if  we  beg3rnne 
To  speke  of  lone  and  bis  seruice. 
There  ben  truantes  in  soche  a  wise. 
That  Ucken  hert,  whan  best  were 
Tbei  speken  of  loue,  and  right  for  fere 
Tbet  waxen  dombe,  and  dare  not  teXie, 
Without  sowne,  as  dothe  the  belle, 
Whiche  hath  no  clapper  for  to  chyme: 
Aod  right  so  tbei,  as  for  the  tyme 
Beo  bertelea  without  speche. 
Of  kMe  and  dare  notbyng  beseche : 
Aod  thus  thei  lese,  and  wynne  nought 

For  thy  my  jaonne  if  thou  arte  ought 
CaipdUe,  as  touchende  of  this  stouChe, 
Sbfioe  the  therof,  and  tell  me  trouth. 

My  fiider  T  am  all  beknowe. 
That  I  baue  ben  one  of  the  slowe. 
As  for  to  telle  in  loues  cas 
M ya  herte  is  yet,  and  euer  was. 
Although  the  worlde  sbulde  all  to  breke 
So  feaifilly  that  i  dare  not  speke. 
Of  what  purpoee  that  I  bane  nome. 
Whan  I  towarde  my  ladie  come : 
Bat  lette  it  pas  and  oner  go. 

My  Sonne  do  no  more  so. 
Tor  iitet  that  a  man  pursueth 
To  looe,  so  fortune  seweth 
Fall  ofte,  and  yeoetb  bir  happie  chance 
To  bym,  whiche  maketh  continoance 
To  preie  lone,  and  to  beseche, 
As  by  easample  I  shall  the  tec  he. 


Hie  in  amoris  causa  loquitur  contra  pusillanimesy 
Et  dicit  que  amans,  pro  timore  verbis  obtu^ 
meseere  non  debet,  sed  concinando  preoes  sui 
aoioris  expeditionem  tutins  prosequatur,  Et 
ponit  Confessor  exemplum,  qualiter  Ptgnudion 
pro  «o  quod  preces  oontinuauic,  quaodiun  ima- 
giaem  ebameam^  cuius  pulchritndinis  concu* 
piaeeatia  ittaqueatas  extitit,  in  camem  et  san- 
ginem  ad  latus  sunn  trtafoimataa  scntiit. 


I  FTNDB,  how  whilom  there  was  one^ 
Whose  name  was  Pigmalion, 
Whiche  was  a  lustie  man  of  youtbe: 
The  werkes  of  entaile  he  couthe 
Aboue  all  other  men  as  tbo : 
And  through  fortune  it  fell  bym  so, 
As  he,  whom  loue  shall  trauaile. 
He  made  an  image  of  entaile, 
Liche  to  a  woman  in  semblaQce» 
Of  feature,  and  of  countenance. 
So  fayre  yet  neuer  was  figure. 
Right  as  a  Hues  creature 
She  semeth.    For  of  yuor  white 
He  hath  it  wrought  of  sucbe  delite. 
She  was  rodie  on  the  cheke : 
And  redde  vpon  hir  lippes  eke ; 
Wherof  that  he  him  selfe  begyleth. 
For  with  a  goodly  loke  she  smilethx 
So  that  through  pure  impression 
Of  his  imaginacion, 
With  all  the  herte  of  his  courage 
His  loue  vpon  this  faire  image 
He  set:,  and  hir  of  loue  praide^ 
But  she  no  worde  ayenevrarde  saide* 

The  longe  daie  what  thynge  he  dede  . 
This  image  in  the  same  stede 
Was  euer  by:  thatatmeate 
He  wolde  bir  seme,  and  praide  bir  eate,. 
And  put  vnto  bir  mouth  the  cup> 
And  whan  the  boide  was  taken  vp 
He  hath  hir  vnto  his  chambre  nome: 
And  after  whan  the  night  was  come. 
He  leide  hir  in  bedde  all  naked. 
He  was  forwepte,  he  was  forwaked. 
He  kiste  hir  colde  lippes  ofte. 
And  wissheth,  that  tbei  were  softe« 
And  ofte  he  rowneth  in  hir  eare* 
And  ofte  his  arme  now  here  now  there 
He  laide,  as  he  bir  wolde  enbraces 
And  eueramonge  he  asketh  grace. 
As  though  she  wist  what  it  ment. 
And  thus  hym  selfe  be  gao  tourment 
With  suche  disease  of  loues  peyne^ 
That  no  man  might  hym  more  peine. 
But  howeit  were  of  his  penance 
He  made  soche  countenance 
Fro  daie  to  night,  and  praide  so  longe,  . 
That  bis  praier  is  vnderfonge* 
Whiche  Venus  of  hir  grace  berde 
By  night,  and  whan  that  he  werst  ferde^ 
And  it  laie  naked  in  his  arme. 
The  colde  image  he  felte  warme 
Of  flesshe  and  bone,  and  full  of  life. 

Lo  thus  he  wanne  a  lustie  wife, 
Whiche  obeisant  was  at  bis  will. 
And  if  he  wolde  baue  holde  him  stilly 
And  notbyng  spoke,  be  shuld  baue  failedj 
But  for  be  hath  his  worde  trauailed. 
And  durst  speke,  his  loue  he  spedde, 
Aod  had  all  that  he  wolde  abedde. 
For  er  thei  went  than  a  two 
A  knaue  bhilde  betwene  hem  two 
Thei  gate,  whiche  was  after  bote 
Paphus,  of  whom  yet  hath  the  note 
A  certaine  ile,  whiche  Paphos 
Men  depe,  and  of  his  name  it  rose. 

By  this  ensample  thou  might  fynde, 
That  worde  male  worche  aboue  kynde. 
For  thy  my  sonne  if  that  thou  spare 
To  speake,  loste  is  all  thy  fare. 
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For  sloutli  briogeth  hi  «U  wo 
And  ooer  tltis  to  loke  also. 
The  god  of  looe  is  fauourable 
To  hem,  that  ben  of  loue  stable: 
And  many  a  wondre  bath  befall. 
Wherof  to  speake  -amoilges  all. 
If  that  ye  liste  to  taken  bede, 
Tlierof  a  solemoe  tale  I  rede^ 
Wbicbe  1  shall  tell  in  remembrance, 
Upon  the  sorte  of  Jones  chance. 

Hie  ponit  exemplum  super  eodem,  qoaliter  rex 
Ligdus  vxori  sue  Thelacnse  pregnanti  minaba- 
tur,  quod  si  filiam  pararet,  infttns  occideretor. 
que  tamen  postea  cum  filiam  ediderat,  Isis  dea 
partus  tnnc  presens  filiam  nomine  Iphi  appel- 
lari  ipsamque  more  masculi  educare  admonuit, 
quam  pater  filium  credeos,  ipsam  in  marit»> 
gium  fllie  ctiiusdam  principis  eCatesolida  copu* 
kuit,  Sed  cum  Iphis  debitum  sui  ooniugii,  vnde 
soluere  non  haboit,  deos  in  sui  adiutorium  inter- 
pellabat,  qui  super  hoc  miserti  femineum  genos 
in  masculinum  ob  effectum  nature  in  Ipbe  per 
omnia  transmutarunt. 

Thb  kynge  Ligdus  vpon  a  strife 
Spake  vnto  Tbelacnse  his  wife, 
Wbicbe  than  was  with  childe  gfeat: 
He  swore^  it  shulde  nought  be  lette, 
That  if  she  bane  a  doughter  bore, 
That  it  ne  shulde  be  forlore, 
And  slayne:  wherof  she  sory  was. 
So  it  befell  Tpcm  this  cas, 
Whan  she  deliuered  shulde  bee, 
Isis  by  nighte  in  priuitee 
(Whiche  of  chiMyng  is  the  goddesse) 
Came  for  to  belpe  in  that  distresse. 
Tilt  that  this  ladie  was  all  small, 
And  had  a  doughter  forth  with  all, 
Whiche  the  goddesse  in  all  weie 
Bad  kepe,  and  tfaat  tbei  sbnlde  seie, 
•  It  were  a  sonne : ;  And  Thus  Iphis 
Thei  named  him:  and  vpoo  this 
The  father  was  made  for  to  wene, 
And  thus  in  chambre  with  the  quen« 
This  Iphis  was  forthe  drawe  tho 
And  clothed,  and  arraied  so 
Right  as  a  kynges  sonne  sholde, 
Tyll  after,  as  fortune  it  wolde, 
Whan  it  was  of  tenne  ycre  age, 
Hym  was  betake  in  manage 
A  dukes  doughter  for  to  wedde, 
Whiche  launte  bight,  and  ofte  a  bedde 
These  children  laie,  %he  and  he, 
Whiche  of  one  age  both  be: 
So  that  within  tyme  of  yercs, 
To  geUier  as  thei  ben  play  feres, 
Liggende  abedde  rpon  a  night 
Nature,  whiche  doth  enery  wight 
Upon  hir  lawe  for  to  muse, 
Constreigneth  hem,  so  that  thei  vse 
Thyog,  whiche  to  hem  M'as  all  mknoiry 
Wherof  Cupide  thifke  throwe 
Toke  pitee  for  the  great  lone, 
And  let  do  sette  kyndo  aboue: 
So  that  hir  lawe  maie  ben  vsed, 
And  thei  vpon  her  luste  excused. 
For  lone  hateth  nothynge  more 
Than  thyng,  whiche  stent  ayenst  the  lore 
Of  that  nature  in  kynde  hatli  set. 
For  thy  Cuptde  hath  so  besettc 
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Her  grace  vpon  this  auentiifBf 
That  he  accordant  to  nature. 

Whan  that  he  sigh  his  time  best. 
That  eche  of  hem  hath  other  kest, 
Transformeth  Ipbe  into  a  man, 
Wherof  the  kynde  loue  he  wan 
Of  lusty  you^,  lante  bis  wife» 
And  tho  thei  ledde  a  mery  lyfe, 
Whiche  was  to  kynde  none  offenoe» 

And  thus  to  talce  an  euidence. 
It  semeth  loue  is  welwillende 
To  hem  that  be  cootiouende 
With  besie  herte  to  pursue 
Thynge,  whiche  that  is  to  lone  due: 
Wheiof  my  sonne  in  this  maiere 
Tiiou  might  ensample  taken  here. 
That  with  thy  great  besinesse 
Thou  might  atteine  the  richesse. 
Of  loue,  that  there  be  no  sloutb. 

I  dare  well  sale  by  my  trouth, 
Als  ferre  as  my  witte  can  seche. 
My  father,  as  for  lacke  of  specbe^ 
But  so  as  I  me  shrofe  tofore, 
There  is  none  other  time  lore: 
Wherof  there  might  be  obstacle 
To  lette  loue  of  bis  miracle, 
Whiche  I  beseche  daie  and  night* 
But  father  so  as  it  is  right. 
In  forme  of  sbrifte  to  be  knowe. 
What  thyng  belongetb  to  the  slowc. 
Your  fatherhode  I  woll  preye. 
If  there  be  forther  auy  weye 
Touchende  vnto  this  ilke  vioe« 

My  sonne  ye,  of  this  office 
There  semeth  one  in  special], 
Whiche  lost  hath  his  memoriall : 
So  that  he  can  no  wit  withoMe 
In  thyng,  whiche  he  to  kepe  his  holde  2 
Wherof  foil  ofte  hym  sdfe  he  greueth. 
And  who  that  moste  vpon  hym  leueth. 
Whan  that  his  wittes  ben  so  weiued. 
He  maie  full  lightly  be  deoeiued. 

Mentibus  oblitus  alienis  labitur  ille, 
Suem  probat  accidia  non  memiuisse  sni. 

Sic  amor  incautus,  qui  non  memoratus  ad  liocm% 
Perdit,  et  ofiendit,  quod  cupeiare  neqnit. 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  de  vitio  obliuionis,  quam 
mater  eius  Accidia  ad  cmoes  virtutnm  memo- 
rias,  necnon  et  in  amoris  causa  immemorem  te 
constituit. 

To  serue  Accidie  in  his  office 
There  is  of  sleuth  an  other  vies^ 
Whiche  is  cleped  Foryettilnes, 
That  nought  mtfie  in  his  berte  impreesfe 
Of  vertue,  whiche  reason  hath  set. 
So  dene  his  wittes  he  ibryete. 
For  in  tellyng  of  his  tale 
No  more  his  herte  than  his  male 
Hath  remembrance  of  thilke  fbarme, 
Wherof  he  shulde  his  witte  enfbunne 
As  than,  and  yet  ne  wote  why. 
Thus  is  his  purpose  nought  fbr  thy 
Forlore,  of  that  he  wolde  abidde 
And  searsely  if  he  seeth  the  thridde 
To  loue  of  that  he  bad  menL 
Thus  many  a  louer  hath  be  sheat: 
Telle  on  further,  hast  thou  ben  one 
Of  hem^  that  hath  siootb  begoDM  ? 
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Ye  6tfaer  ofte  it  btth  ben  ao, 
Thtt  vhio  I  an  my  ladie  fix>, 
And  tfayoke  fiitovanle  bir  drawe, 
Tbo  cuti many  a  newe  lam, 
And  all  tbe  voiMe  toarne  vp  ao  downe : 
And  10  reoorde  I  my  leaaon, 
Aad  write  ia  my  memoriall, 
Wfaitltohirtellesball 
Sight  aU  the  naatter  of  my  tales 
Au  all  nit  worthe  a  niitte  ahale. 
For  vhan  Icdme  tbere  sbe ia, 
Ihraeitanfoiyeteiwis, 
OfOacltlMNvbtfortotelle, 
I  OB  not  than  moethea  spelle, 
Ttel  voide  alther  best  bane  redde, 
Soionofhirlamadrede. 

forasa  man  tbatt  sodetnly 
A^wtbeboMetb^iofirTCl: 
&>  thai  fer  feaie  I  can  noBght  gettt 
^vii:  bat  I  my  acife  Ibryete, 
ThU  I  «o(e  never,  wbat  I  am, 
^vhitberl  abaH,  ne  when  I  cam : 
«it  tteie,u  he  tbat  were  amased, 
j^  to  the  boke,  in  whicbe  ia  raaed 
^  letter,  and  maie  notbyng  be  radde: 
So  beo  my  wittes  ouerladde, 
J^vhatasenerl  tbongbt  bane  apofcen 
It  a  OK  of  Biyn  berte  stolben 
A^ttoBde,  aa  wbo  nitb,  dombe  and  deli^ 
m  all  Bis  wortb  an  ioye  iefe, 
^Uatlirende  wen  bmiea«det 
A*d  tt  laste  I  mke  abrnyde, 
Y^  vp  nyo  heed,  and  loke  nbonte, 
ught  at  aman,  that  were  in  doate, 
A^vote  not,  where  be  shall  become. 
Jjwtai  I  ofte  ail  ouereome, 
"»  M I  wende  best  to  atonde. 
4^  ■'^  ****■  '  rndcratonde, 
^  «B  hi  other  place  aloney 

lH0Biyielfe,andspeke8o. 
Afcole,vhere  was  tbyne  berte  tho, 
F^thoQthy  worthie  ladie  sie? 
;<Rthoaaferedorhireie? 
f^of  Ur  boode  tbere  is  no  dreade, 
°^*^  I  kaove  bir  woomb  beade, 
2^  in  bir  ia  DO  more  oaltrage 
«« ie  a  childe  of  thre  yere  age. 
J^  bast  thon  drede  of  ao  good  one? 
5^«n  feitoe  bath  begone, 
"IfahJrisaoTicleBee, 
^^  loodlihede,  and  innocence, 
Wtlwrt  spotte  of  any  blame. 
^  nyoe  berte,  fie  lor  ahame. 
J«^  heiie  of  lone  Ynlered, 
!|^  arte  thou  ao  aore  alered  ? 
i«  tboQ  thy  toi^  Builrest  freae, 
S«  •«hc  thy  good  wodtea  leae, 
^4B  thoa  haat  fbnde  tyme  and  space, 
^^sboMest  tboo  deaerue  gnce} 
*  «a  thou  thy  aelfe  darst  aske  none, 
« la  ihoa  haat  foryete  aiione. 
^^  thus  dispute  in  looes  lore, 
^  helpe  ne  finde  I  nought  the  more, 
*t  stooibie  rpo'n  myn  owne  treine^ 
**»  "»ke  an  ekynge  of  my  peine. 
{^  e«r  whan  I  thinke  amonge, 
™^  afl  ii  on  my  selfe  alonge. 


i*e.Ofcolcofallfooles, 

'»>faitataahebet»ene1 
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That  wolde  attte,  and  goth  to  grounde : 
It  was,  ne  neuer  shall  be  founde 
Betwene  ForyettUnes  and  Drede, 
That  man  ahulde  any  cause  spede. 

And  thos  myn  holy  father  dere, 
Towarde  my  aelfe,  as  ye  may  here« 
I  pleine  of  my  foryettilnes : 
But  elles  all  the  buainesae, 
That  maie  be  take  of  mans  thonght. 
My  hert  taketh,  and  ia  through  aoughl 
To  thinken  euer  vpon  that  awete 
Witbouten  slouthe  I  you  by  bete. 
For  what  so  &lle  or  wele  or  wo. 
That  thought  foryete  I  neoermo^ 
Where  so  I  laugh,  or  ao  I  loare. 
Not  halfe  a  minute  of  an  houre 
Ne  might  I  Ictte  out  of  my  mynde. 
But  if  I  thought  vpoB  that  hende, 
Therof  me  shall  no  alouth  lette. 
Till  death  out  of  thia  worlde  me  fette^ 
All  though  I  had  on  auche  a  rsmg, 
Aa  Moyses,  through  his  enchantyng  . 
Sometyme  in  Ethiope  made. 
Whan  that  be  Thaibia  wedded  had. 
Whicbe  rynge  bars  of  oUiuion 
The  name,  and  that  waa  by  reason. 
That  where  on  a  finger  it  aate» 
Anone  bia  lone  be  so  foryate» 
As  though  be  had  it  neuer  knowe. 
And  so  it  felle  that  ilke  throwe 
Whan  Tharbia  had  it  on  hir  honde. 
No  knowlageyng  of  hym  she  fbnde. 
But  all  was  cleane  out  of  memorie, 
Aa  men  maie  rede  in  ^kin  atorie. 
And  thua  he  went  quite  awaie. 
That  neuer  after  thilke  daie    . 
Sbe  thought,  that  there  waa  auche  one^ 
All  was  foryete,  and  ouergone. 

But  in  good  feith  so  maie  not  I. 
For  ahe  is  euer  faste  by 
So  nigh,  that  ahe  myn  berte  toucheth. 
That  for  no  thing  that  alouth  voucheth, 
I  maie  foryete  hir  lefe  ne  loth. 
For  Otter  all  where  as  she  goth, 
Myn  berte  foloweth  hir  aboute. 
Thua  maie  I  saie  witbouten  doute. 
For  bet,  for  wers,  for  ought,  for  nought 
She  pasaeth  neuer  fro  my  thought. 
But  whan  I  am  there,  as  ahe  is, 
Myn  hert,  as  I  you  saide  er  thia, 
Somtyme  of  hir  is  sore  adradde. 
And  aometyme  is  ouergladde. 
All  out  of  reule,  and  out  of  apace. 
For  whan  I  ae  hir  goodly  face. 
And  thinke  vpon  hir 'high  prise. 
As  though  I  were  in  Paradise 
I  am  ao  rauiaahed  of  the  aight. 
That  speke  vnto  his  I  ne  might. 
As  for  the  tyme,  though  I  wolde» 
For  I  ne  maie  my  witte  vnfolde 
To  finde  o  worde  of  that  I  meane. 
But  it  ia  all  foryete  cleane. 
And  though  I  atonde  there  a  mile. 
All  ia  foryete  for  the  While. 
A  tonge  1  bane,  and  wofdes  none : 
And  thus  I  stonde,  and  thinke  aloie 
Of  thyng,  that  belpeth  ofte  nought: 
But  what  I  had  afore  thought 
To  speake,  whan  I  come  there 
it  is  foryete,  aa  nought  ne  were^ 
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And  stonde  atnaied,  and  assoted. 
That  of  no  thyng,  whicbe  I  haue  noted, 
1  can  not  than  a  note  singe. 
But  all  is  out  of  knowlageyng. 

Thus  what  for  ioy,  and  what  for  drede. 
All  is  foryeten  at  nede : 
So  that  my  father  of  this  slouth 
I  haue  you  satde  the  plaine  trouth : 
Ye  maie  it,  as  ye  Uste,  redreise. 
For  thus  slant  my  foryettilnessef 
And  eke  my  pusiilanimitee : 
Say  nowe  forth,  what  ye  liste,  to  mee« 
For  1  woll  onely  do  by  you. 

My  son  I  haue  well  herd,  how  thou 
Hast  sayd,  and  that  thou  must  amende. 
For  lone  his  grace  woll  not  sende 
To  that  man,  whicbe  dare  aske  none. 
For  this  we  knowen  euericbone, 
A  mans  thought  without  speche 
God  wote :  and  yet  that  men  beseche. 
His  will  is:  for  wHhotitbedis 
He  dothe  his  grace  ni  fewe  stedis. 
And  what  man  that  foryete  hym  aelue, 
Amonge  a  thonsande  be  not  twelue. 
That  woll  hym  take  in  remembrance. 
But  let  hym  ftll  and  take  his  chance. 
For  thy  pull  vp  a  beaie  berte 
My  Sonne,  and  let  notbynge  aiterte 
Of  louefro  thy  besinesse. 
For  touchynge  of  foryettilnessc, 
Whicbe  many  a  lone  hath  set  behynde, 
A  tale  of  great  ensample  1  fynde : 
Wherof  it  is  pitee  to  witte 
In  the  maner  as  it  is  writte. 

file  in  amoris  cansa  contra  obliuiosos  ponlt  Con- 
fossor  exemplum,  qualiter  Demophon  vertus 
bellum  Troianum  itinerando  a  Fhilli  de  Rodo- 
pea  regioa  non  tantum  in  hospiciumi  sed  etiam 
in  amorem  gaudio  magno  susceptus  est,  qni 
|)Oitea  ab  ipsa  Troie  descendens  rediturum  in- 
fra certnm  tempus  6deli8sime  se  compromisit: 
fed  quia  huinsmodi  promif^sionis  diem  statutum 
post  modum  oblitus  est,  Pbillis  obliuionem  De- 
mopbontis  laohrymts  prime  deplangens,  tandem 
cordula  coUo  suo  cercumligata  se  mortuam  sus- 
pendit.  * 

Ktnob  Demophon  whan  he  by  ship 
To  Troie  warde  with  felausfaip, 
Seylend  goth  vpon  his  weie> 
It  hapneth  hym  at  Rodopeie, 
As  Molnu  hym  had  blowe 
To  londe,  and  rested  for  a  throwe. 
And  fell  that  ylke  tyme  thus. 
That  the  doughter  of  Lycui^s, 
Whicbe  qoene  was  of  the  countrae. 
Was  soionmed  in  that  Citee, 
Within  a  castell  nigh  the  stronde. 
Where  Demophon  cam  vp  to  londe: 
Philles  she  bight,  and  of  yonge  age. 
And  of  stature,  and  of  visage 
She  had  all  that  Mr  best  besemeth. 

Of  Demophon  right  well  hir  quemethy 
Whan  he  was  comei  and  made  hym  chere. 
And  he  that  was  of  his  manere 
A  lustie  knight,  ne  might  asterte 
That  he  ne  set  on  hir  his  berte : 
So  that  within  a  daie  or  two 
He  thought^  how«eiHtr  that  it  gQ, 


He  wolde  assaie  the  fortune^ 

And  gan  to  comuoe 

With  goodly  wordes  in  hir  ere. 

And  for  to  put  hir  out  of  fere. 

He  swore^  and  hath  bis  trouth  plight 

To  be  for  euer  hir  owne  knight 

And  thus  with  hir  l)e  still  abode 
There,  while  his  ship  on  anker  rode. 
And  bad  enough  of  tyme  and  space 
To  speke  of  loue,  and  seke  grace. 

This  ladie  herde  all  that  he  saide, 
Howe  he  swore,  and  howe  he  praide, 
Whicbe  was  an  enchantment 
To  hir,  that  was  a»  an  innocent  ^ 
As  though  it  were  trouthe  and  feith 
She  leueth  all,  that  euer  he  seith : 
And  as  hir  fortune  shulde. 
She  graunteth  hym,  ail  that  be  wolde. 

Thus  was  ha  for  the  time  in  ioye    . 
Till  that  he  shulde  go  to  Troye : 
But  tho  she  made  moehell  sorowe. 
And  be  his  trouth  leyd  to  borowe 
To  come,  and  if  that  he  Hue  maia 
Ageine,  within  a  moneth  daie. 
And  tbenipon  thei  kisten  botbe.  > 
But  were  hym  leef  or  were  hym  loth. 
To  ship  he  goth,  and  forth  he  went 
To  Troye,  as  was  his  first  entent. 

The  dales  go,  the  moneth  pas«etb» 
Hir  loue  encreseth,  and  his  lasseth. 
For  hym  she  loste  slepe  and  mete^ 
And  he  his  tyme  hath  all  foryete. 
So  that  this  wofull  yonge  qoene, 
Whicbe  wote  not  what  it  might  meae, 
A  letter  sent,  and  prayd  hym  come, 
'  And  saith,  howe  she  is  oueroome 
With  strength  of  loue,  in  suche  a  wise^ 
That  she  not  longe  maie  suffiae 
To  lyuen  out  of  his  presence : 
And  put  vpon  his  conscience 
The  trouthe,  whiche  he  hath  bebotc^ 
Wherof  she  loueth  hym  so  bote. 
She  saith,  that  if  be  lenger  lette 
Of  suche  a  daie  as  she  hym  sette. 
She  shulde  steruen  in  bis  slouthe, 
Whiche  ware  a  shame  ynto  his  trouthe. 

This  letter  is  forth  vpon  hir  sonde, 
Wherof  somdele  comfort  on  honde 
She  toke,  as  she  that  wolde  abide : 
And  waitetb  vpon  that  ylke  tide, 
Whiche  she  hath  in  hir  letter  writSr 

But  nowe  is  pitee  for  to  wite. 
As  he  did  erst,  so  he  forgate 
His  tyme  eftsoone,  and  ouer  sate. 
But  she,  whiche  might  not  do  so. 
The  tide  awaiteth  euermo. 
And  caste  hir  eie  vpon  the  sea, 
Somtyme  naie,  somtyme  yea, 
Somtyme  he  camy  somtyme  nought. 
Thus  she  disputeth  in  hir  thought. 
And  wote  not  what  she  thyoke  nuiie. 
But  fostende  all  the  longe  daie 
She  was,  in  to  the  derke  night. 
And  tho  she  hath  do  set  vp  light 
In  a  lanteme  on  high  alofte 
Upon  a  toure,  where  she  goth  ofta 
In  hope,  that  in  bis  comyng 
He  shulde  see  the  light  brennjnDg 
ITVherof  he  might  his  weies  right 
To  come,  wheife  she  was  by  nigh(» 
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But  all  for  noof  ht,  %he  was  deeeiiud. 

For  Vemis  hath  bir  hope  weiued. 

And  shewed  hir  vpon  the  skie. 

How  that  the  daie  was  fast  by. 

So  that  withio  a  littell  throwe 

The  daies  light  she  might  knowe. 

Tbo  she  beheld  the  sea  at  large. 

And  wbao  she  sigh  there  was  nolMirge, 

Ne  ship,  als  fer  as  she  maie  kenne. 

Downe  fro  the  toure  she  gan  to  renue 

lo  to  ao  berber  all  hir  owne. 

Where  many  a  wonder  woftiU  moue 

She  made,  that  no  life  it  wist 

As  she,  wbiche  all  hir  ioie  mist : 

Thafnow  she  swoooeth,  now  she  pleineth. 

And  all  hir  free  she  disteinetb» 

With  teres,  wbiche  as  of  a  weU 

The  stremcs  from  hir  eien  fell : 

So  as  she  might,  and  euer  in  one 

She  depcd  vpon  Demophoon, 

And  saide :  Alias  thou  slowe  wight, 

There  was  neaer  suche  a  knight. 

That  so  through  his  vngentilnesse. 

Of  douthe,  and  of  fbryettiinesse 

Ajrenst  his  irouthe  breketh  his  stenen. 

And  tho  hir  eie  vp  to  the  heuen 
She  cast,  and  sayde :  O  thou  vnkynde. 
Here  shall  thou  through  thy  siouth  fiade, 

(if  that  the  liste  to  come  and  see) 
A  lady  dede  for  loue  of  thee. 

So  u  1  shall  my  selue  spill 

Whom,  if  it  had  be  thy  will, 

TboQ  mighteat  saue  well  enough. 
With  that  rpon  a  grene  bough 

A  feynt  of  sylke,  wbiche  she  there  had 

She  knit :  and  so  hir  selfe  she  lad, 

TWt  she  about  hir  white  swere 

It  dyd,  and  benge  hir  selfb  there. 
Wherof  the  goddes  were  amooed, 

Aad  Demophon  was  reprooed, 

That  of  the  goddes  prouidence 

Was  shape  sache  an  euidence 

Eoer  wtbennide  ayene  the  slowe. 

That  Phillis  in  the  same  throwe 

Was  shape  into  a  nntte  tree. 

That  all  men  it  might  see : 

Aad  after  PhUlis  PhUberd 

This  tree  was  eleped  in  the  yerd. 

Aadyetl(ir  Demophon  to  shame, 

h  to  this  date  it  beareth  the  nam«. 
This  wofbll  chance  howe  that  it  ferde 

Anone  as  Demophon  it  herde. 

And  eoeiy  man  it  had  in  speche, 

His  iorowe  was  not  tho  to  seche: 

He  gan  hb  skmtbe  Ibr  to  banne, 

Bnt  it  was  all  to  late  tbanne. 
Lo  thos  my  sonne  might  thou  wite 

Ayeoe  this  rke  how  it  is  write. 

For  00  man  mate  the  harme  gesse. 

That  ialkn  through  foryettilnesse, 

Wherof  that  1  thy  shrilte  haoe  herde. 

But  ]ret  of  shmthe  howe  it  hath  ferde 

lo  other  wise  I  thinke  oppose. 

If  tboQ  haoe  gylt,  as  I  suppose. 

Dbsb  piantare  licet,  cnltor  qui  negligit  ortumi 
Si  desint  fimctns,  imputat  ipse  sibi. 

Pnnerit  isU  dies  bona,  nee  valebit  ilia  secnnda 
Hoc  caret  ^xemplo  lemtos  amore  »no. 


Hie  tractat  Confessor  de  Titiis  n^ligentie*  cuius 
condicio  Accidiam  amplectens  omnes  artes 
scientia  tarn  in  amoris  causa  quam  aliter  ignor 
mioiosa  pretermittens,  cum  nullum  poterit  emi** 
nere  remedium  sui  ministerii  diligentiam  ex  post 
facto  in  vacuum  attemptare  presomit. 

FiJLFiLLEO  of  slouthes  exemplair. 
There  is  yet  one  his  secretair. 
And  he  is  eleped  Negligence :  , 

Whiche  woU  not  loke  his  euidence, 
Wherof  he  maie  beware  tofore : 
But  whan  he  hath  his  cause  lore. 
Than  is  he  wise  after  the  honde. 
Whan  helpe  D9aie  no  maner  bonde. 
Than  at  first  wold  he  bynde. 
Thus  euermor  J  he  stant  beh3'nde. 
Whan  he  the  thyng  maie  not  amende, 
Than  is  he  ware,  and  saith  at  ende : 

A  wolde  god  I  had  knowe, 
Wherof  beiaped  with  a  mowe 
He  goth,  for  whan  the  gr^at  stede 
Is  stole,  than  he  taketh  hede, 
And  maketh  the  stable  dore  fast. 
Thus  euer  he  pleith  an  after  cast 
Of  all  that  he  shall  saie  or  do. 
He  hath  a  maner  eke  also, 
Hym  list  not  leme  to  be  wise. 
For  he  sette  of  no  vertu  prise : 
But  as  hym  liketh  for  the  while. 
So  feleth  he  ful  ofle  gile, 
Whan  that  he  weneth  seker  to  stopde. 

And  thos  thou  might  wel  vnderstonde 
My  sonne,  if  thou  art  suche  in  loue. 
Thou  might  not  come  at  thyn  aboae 
Of  that  thou  woldest  wel  acheue. 

M3m  holy  fader  as  I  leue, 
I  maie  wel  with  sauf  conscience 
Excuse  me  of  negligence 
Towardes  loue  in  all  wise. 
For  though  I  be  none  of  the  wise, 
I  am  so  truly  amorous, 
That  I  am  eoer  curious 
Of  hem,  that  can  best  enfbnne 
To  knowen  and  witten  all  the  forme. 
What  falleth  vnto  loues  crafte. 
Bat  yetne  fond  I  nought  the  haft, 
Whiche  might  vnto  the  blade accorde. 
For  neuer  herd  I  man  recorde. 
What  tbyng  it  is,  that  might  auaile 
To  winue  loue,  without  fiiile. 
Yet  so  fer  oouthe  I  neuer  finde 
Man,  that  by  reason  ne  by  kynde 
Me  coutbe  tecbe  suche  au  arte. 
That  he  ne  fituled  of  aparte. 

And  as  toward  mjm  owne  witta 
Contriue  I  oouthe  neuer  yit 
To  finde  any  sikernesse. 
That  me  might  other  more  or  lease 
Of  loue  make  for  to  spede. 
For  leueth  wel  witbouten  drede. 
That  if  there  were  suche  a  weie. 
As  certainly  as  I  shall  deye, 
I  had  it  lemed  longe  a  go. 
But  I  wote  wel  there  is  none  so. 
And  netheles  it  maie  wel  bee, 
I  am  so  rude  in  my  degree. 
And  eke  my  wittes  ben  so  dull. 
That  1  ne  male  noqgbt  to  the  full 
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Attaine  mto  so  higbe  a  lore. 
But  ibis  I  dare  ley  ooermore, 
All  though  my  wit  ne  be  not  stronge, 
It  18  net  on  my  wil  alonge. 
For  that  is  besy  night  and  daie 
To  leme  all  that  be  lerne  maie. 
How  that  1  might  loae  wynne. 
But  yet  I  am  as  to  begynne, 
Of  that  1  wolde  make  an  ende. 
And  for  I  not,  howe  it  shall  wende. 
That  is  to  me  my  moste  sorowe. 
But  1  dare  take  god  to  borowe 
•  As  after  myn  entendement, 
Kone  otherwise  negligent 
Than  I  you  saie,  bane  I  not  bee. 
Por  thy  pur  seint  charitee. 
Telle  me  my  fader,  what  you  semeth. 

In  good  feith  Sonne  wel  me  quemetii. 
That  thou  thy  selfe  hast  thus  acqnite 
Toward  this,  in  whiche  no  wight 
Abide  maie,  for  in  an  hoare 
He  lest  all  that  he  maie  laboore 
The  longe  ycre :  so  that  men  seyne, 
What  euer  he  doth,  it  is  in  veyne. 
For  through  the  slouth  of  negligence 
Thei^e  was  yet  neuer  suche  science, 
Ne  Tertue,  whiche  was  bodely, 
l^at  nis  destroyed,  and  lost  therby. 
Ensarople,  that  it  hath  be  so. 
In  boke  I  finde  writte  also. 

Hie  contra  vitinm  negligentie  ponit  Confessor 
«xemplum.  £t  narrat,  quod  cum  Phaeton  filius 
Solis  currum  patris  sui  per  aera  regere  debuerat, 
admonitus  a  patre,  vt  equos  ne  deuiarent  equa 
manu  diligentiui  refreoaret,  ipse  consilium  pa* 
tris  sua  negligentia  preteriens,  equos  cum  curru 
nimis  basse  errare  permisit,  vnde  non  solum  in* 
cendio  orbem  iniammauit,  sed  et  ipsum  de 
curru  cadentem  in  quoddam  fluuium  demei;gt 
ad  interitum  causauit. 


PhebVS,  whiche  is  the  sou  hote, 
Tb&t  shineth  Tpon  erthe  hote 
And  causeth  euery  lines  helth : 
Be  had  a  sonne  in  all  his  welth, 
Whiche  Phaeton  bight :  and  he  desireth. 
And  with  his  moder  he  conspireth. 
The  whiche  was  cleped  Clemene 
For  helpe  and  counsail,  so  that  he 
His  faders  cart  lede  might 
Upon  the  iaire  daies  light: 
And  for  this  thyng  thei  both  praide 
TJnto  the  feder:  And  he  saide, 
He  wolde  wel»  but  forth  with  all 
Thre  pointes  be  bad  in  special! 
Unto  his  sonne  in'all  wise. 
That  he  hym  shulde  wel  auise. 
And  take  it  as  by  weye  of  lore. 

The  first  was,  that  he  his  hors  to  sore 
Ne  pryke :  And  ouer  that  he  tolde. 
That  he  the  reynes  fast  hold. 

And  also  that  he  be  right  ware. 
In  what  manor  he  ledeth  his  chare^ 
That  he  mistake  not  his  t;ate. 
But  vpon  auisement  algate 
He  shuld  beare  a  siker  eie, 
That  he  to  lowe,  ne  to  hie 
His  cart  driue,  at  any  throwe, 
Wherof  that  he  migbt  ouerthrowe. 


'  And  thus  by  Phebof  ordhmnce 

Toke  Phaeton  in  to  gonemance 

The  Sonnes  cart,  whiche  he  lad : 

But  he  suche  vain  glory  had 

Of  that  he  was  set  vpon  high. 

That  he  his  owne  estate  ne  sigh, 

Through  negligence,  and  toke  none  bedci 

So  might  he  wel  not  longe  spede. 

For  he  tb^  hors  withooten  lawa 

The  cart  let  aboute  drawe. 

Where  as  hym  liketh,  wantonly. 

That  at  the  last  sodealy. 

For  he  no  reason  wolde  knowe. 

This  fine  cart  he  drone  to  lowe» 

And  fireth  all  the  worlde  aboute, 

Wherof  thei  weren  all  in  doute : 

And  to  the  god  for  helpe  criden 

Of  suche  Tnhappes,  as  betiden. 

Phebus  whiche  sawe  the  negligence. 
How  Phaeton  ayene  hi«  defence. 
His  chare  hath  driue  out  of  the  weye» 
Ordeineth,  that  he  fel  aweye 
Out  of  the  cart  in  to  the  floOd, 
And  dreint:  lo  nowa  bowe  it  stood 
With  hym,  that  was  so  negligent. 
That  fro  the  higho  firmament, 
For  that  he  wolde  go  to  lowe. 
He  was  anone  downe  ouerthrowe: 

In  highe  estate  it  is  a  ?ioe 
To  go  to  lowe,  and  in  seraice 
It  greueth,  for  to  go  to  hie, 
Wherof  a  tale  in  Poesie. 

Ezemplom  super  eodem  de  Icharo  filio  t>edali  ia 
carcere  Minotauri  existente,  cui  Dedalus,  vt 
inde  enolaret  alas  componens  firmitar  iniuazit, 
ne  nimis  alte  propter  solis  ardorem  ascenderet, 
quod  Icharus  sua  negligentia  post  ponens  cum 
altius  snblimatns  fuisset,  subito  ad  terram  cor- 
nieos  expifauit. 


I  FiMOB,  how  whilom  Dedalus, 
Whiche  had  a  sonne,  and  Icharas 
He  hight,  and  though  hym  thought  loth, 
In  suche  prison  thei  were  both 
With  Minotaurus,  that  aboute 
Thei  migbteo  no  where  wenden  oote. 
So  thei  begonnen  for  to  shape, 
Howe  thei  the  prison  might  escape. 
This  Dedalus,  whiche  fro  his  youthe 
Was  taught,  and  many  craftes  coatfae. 
Of  fethers,  and  of  other  thyngey 
Hath  made  to  flee  diuers-  wynges 
For  hym,  and  for  his  sonne  also: 
To  whom  he  yafe  in  chai^ge  tho. 
And  bad  hym  thinke  therrpon, 
Howe  that  his  wingcs  ben  set  on 
With  war:  and  if  be  toke  his  flight 
To  highe,  all  sodenliehe  be  might 
Make  it  to  melte  with  the  sonne. 
And  thus  thei  haue  her  flight  begonne 
Out  of  the  prison  faire  and  softe. 
And  whan  thei  weren  both  alofte. 
This  Icharus  began  to  mounte. 
And  of  the  counseill  none  accompte 
He  set,  whiche  his  fader  taught. 
Till  that  the  sonne  his  wynges  caught : 
Wherof  it  melt,  and  from  the  hight 
Withoatten  helpe  of  any  flight. 
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BeMtoliisdatnietaoa, 
Awd  liche  to  that  condicioo 
There  ^len  oftimes  fele, 
For  iMke  of  goneraance  io  wele. 
AJa  veU  lone  as  other  weie. 

Now  good  fiider  I  you  preie. 
If  then  be  more  in  this  oiatcre 
or  ikNith«  that  I  might  her«. 

My  soone  as  for  thy  diligeace, 
Whicbe  enery  mans  conscience 
By  nasou  shvhie  reale  and  kepe. 
If  that  the  liste  to  take  kepe, 
I  woti  the  tdJen  abouen  all, 
Id  vbome  no  verta  maie  befall, 
Wbiche  yeueth  vnto  the  vices  res^ 
And  is  of  slooth.tbe  slowest. 

Absqne  labore  Tagns  vir  inatilis  otia  plectens, 

Nescio  qoid  presens  vita  valebit  ei. 
Non  anor  in  tali  mtsero  viget,  imo  yaloris, 

Qoi  bdant  open  clamat  habere  suos. 

Hie  loquitor  Confessor  super  ilia  specie  accidie, 
que  Odam  dicitur,  cqins  condtcio  in  virtntum 
ciiltora  nnllios  occnpactonis  diligenciam  ad- 
mittens,  CQiQSCQmqne  ezpedicionem  cause  non 
attigit. 

Ahoiio  these  other  oC  slontes  kinds, 

IHuGbe  all  labour  set  hehinde. 

And  hatetb  all  besines, 

Thoe  is  yet  one,  whicbe  Idelnet 

Is  eieped?  and  is  the  norice 

Id  BMns  kynde  of  enery  vice,      . 

Whidie  seeheth  eases  many  folde. 

h  wynter  doth  he  nought  for  coMe^ 

la  somer  flsaie  he  nought  for  hele. 

So  whether  that  he  frese  or  swete« 

Or  be  he  in,  or  be  be  oni 

He  woll  ben  ydeU  all  about: 

lot  if  he  pley  ought  at  dies, 

Bor  wboas  eoer  take  fees. 

And  thjmteth  wuf^ip  to  dcseiue. 

There  is  no  lorde  whome  be  woU  sefiM, 

As  for  to  dwell  in  his  seruice. 

Bat  if  it  were  tn  snche  a  wise. 

Of  that  he  seeth  perauenture, 

Thst  by  hMdship  and  hy  eotiertnrs. 

He  nai«  the  more  stoode  stiUe, 

Aad  Tse  his  Idelaesseat  wtlle 

Vor  he  ne  woll  no  traaaile  take 

To  ride  for  his  ladies  sake. 

Bat  lynsth  all  vpon  his  wisshcs. 

And  as  a  catte  wohle  ete  fisshcs 

Hithout  wetyage  of  his  dees: 

So  woide  he  do,  but  netheles 

He  foileth  ofte  of  that  be  wold6« 

My  Sonne  if  tlion  of  suche  a  molde 
lit  made,  now  tell  me  pleine  thy  shrift. 

May  feder  god  I  yeoe  a  yift. 
That  toward  lone,  as  by  witte^ 
AB  yddl  was  I  neuer  yKte, 
He  asuer  shall,  while  I  maie  gow 

Now  Sonne  tell  me  tina  so. 
What  iMst  thou  done  of  besiship 
To  lone,  and  to  the  ladiship 
or  hir,  wbiche  thy  ladie  is? 

My  foder  eoer  yet  er  this, 
b  eoery  piaca»  in  enery  stade, 
What  m  By  lady  hath  me  hede» 
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With  all  myn  berte  obedient 

1  baue  tber  to  be  diligent. 

And  if  so  is,  that  she  bid  nought. 

What  thy^g  that  than  in  to  my  thought 

Cometh  fyrst,  if  that  1  maie  suffise. 

I  bowe,  and  profer  my  seruice. 

Somtime  io  chamber,  somtyme  in  hall. 
Right  so  as  I  see  the  tymes  h\\: 
And  whan  she  goth  to  here  masse^ 
That  tyme  shall  ooiigbt  ouerpasse. 
That  1  ne  approche  hir  ladihede. 
In  aunter  if  I  maie  hir  lede 
Unto  the  chapell,  and  againe. 
Than  is  not  ail  my  wey  in  vayne, 
Somdele  I  maie  the  better  fore 
Whan  I,  that  maie  not  fele  hir  bare^ 
May  lede  hir  clothed  in  myn  arme. 
But  after  warde  it  doth  me  harme, 
Of  pure  imaginacion. 
For  than  this  collacion 
I  make  vnto  my  seluen  ofte. 
And  say:  O  lorde  howe  she  is  sofle. 
How  she  is  rounde,  how  she  is  small. 
Now  wold  god,  I  had  hir  all 
Without  daunger  at  my  wille. 
And  than  I  sike  and  sit  stille. 
Of  that  I  see  my  besy  thought 
Is  tomed  Idell  in  to  nought. 
But  for  all  that  let  I  ne  maie 
Whan  1  see  tyme  a  nother  dale. 
That  1  ne  do  ray  besines 
Unto  my  ladies  worthines. 
For  I  therto  my  witte  aifaite 
To  se  the  tymes  and  awaite. 
What  is  to  done,  and  what  to  leue. 
And  so  whan  time  is,  by  hir  leue. 
What  thynge  she  byt  me  don,  I  do, 
And  where  she  byt  roe  gon,  I  go, 
And  whan  hir  list  to  clepe,  I  come : 
Thus  hath  she  fuUiche  ouercome 
Myn  idelnesse  till  1  sterue. 
So  that  I  mot  hir  nedes  seme. 
For  as  men  seyn,  nede  hath  lawe« 
Thus  mot  I  nedely  to  hirdrawe: 
I  serue,  I  bowe,  I  loke,  1  lowte, 
Myn  ete  foloweth  hir  aboute, 
What  so  she  woll  so  woll  I. 
Whan  she  woll  sit,  I  knele  by: 
And  whan  sbe  stont,  than  woll  I  stonde : 
And  whan  she  taketh  hir  werke  on  honda 
Of  weuyng,  or  of  embroudrie. 
Than  can  I  not  but  muse  and  prie 
Upon  hir  fingers  long^  and  smale: 
Asid  nowe  I  thinhe,  and  nowe  I  tale, 
And  nowe  I  sjrnge,  and  nowe  I  sike. 
And  thus  my  oontenance  I  pika. 
And  if  it  fall,  as  for  a  tyme, 
Hir  liketh  nought  abide  hyme; 
But  busien  hir  on  other  thyvges. 
Than  make  I  other  tarienges 
To  driue  forth  the  looge  daie^ 
For  uie  is  loth  departe  awaie. 
And  than  i  am  so  symple  of  porte, 
That  for  to  feigne  some  disporte 
I  play  with  hir  littell  honnde^ 
Nowe  on  the  bed,  nowe  on  the  grounde, 
Nowe  with  the  birdes  in  the  cage. 
For  there  is  none  so  litell  page, 
Ne  yet  so  symple  a  chamberere, 
Tli«t  I  ue  make  hem  all  che^; . 
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And  all  for  thei  sbulde  speke  wele. 
Thus  mow  yc;  see  my  besy  whelc^ 
That  goth  not  ydeliche  aboute. 

And  if  bir  list  to  riden  oute 
On  pilgremage,  or  other  stede, 
I  come,  though  I  be  not  bede. 
And  take  bir  in  myn  arme  aIofle» 
And  set  bir  in  bir  sadle  softe. 
And  so  forth  lede  bir  by  the  bridell» 
For  that  I  wolde  not  ben  ydeli. 
And  if  hir  list  to  ride  in  chare, 
And  that  1  mate  therof  beware, 
Anone  I  shape  me  to  ride 
Right  euen  by  the  chares  side. 
And  as  I  maie,  I  speke  amonge. 
And  other  while  I  synge  a  songe, 
Whiche  Ouide  in  bis  bokes  made. 
And  said :  O  what  sorowes  gladde, 
O  whiche  wofiiU  prosperitee 
Selongetb  to  the  propirtee 
Of  loue?  who  so  woH  hym  serue. 
And  there  fro  maie  no  man  swerue, 
That  he  ne  mote  bis  lawe  obeie. 
And  thus  I  ride  forth  my  weie. 
And  am  right  beaie  buer  all 
With  herte,  and  with  my  bodie  all* 
As  I  baue  saide  you  here  tofore, 
My  good  Aider  tell  tberfore. 
Of  ydelnes  if  I  baue  gilte. 

My  Sonne  but  thou  tell  wilte 
Ought  elles,  than  I  maie  nowe  here. 
Thou  Shalt  baue  no  penance  here 
And  nethdes  a  man  maie  see, 
^owe  nowe  a  dales  that  there  bee 
Fnl  many  of  sucbe  hertes  slowe, 
That  woll  not  besien  hem  to  knowe. 
What  thynge  lone  is:  till  atlaste, 
That  he  with  strengthe  bem  ouercaste. 
That  maulgre  hem  thei  mote  obey, 
And  done  all  yddship  awey 
To  serue  well  and  besilicbe. 

But  Sonne  thou  arte  none  of  siobe. 
For  lone  shall  th6  well  excuse, 
But  otherwise  if  thou  refuse 
To  lone,  thou  might  so  par  caas 
Ben  ydell,  as  sometyme  was 
A  kynges  doughter  ynauised, 
Till  that  Cupide  hir  hath  chastised: 
Wherof  thou  shalt  a  tale  here 
Accordant  vnto  this  matere. 


Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  contra  istos,  qui 
amoiria  occupacioikiem  omittentes,  grauioris  in- 
fortunii  casus  expectant,  £t  rtarrat  de  quadam 
Armenie  regis  filia,  que  hniusmodi  condicionis 
in  principle  iuueotutis  ociosa  persistens,  mira- 
bili  postea  visiode '  castigata,  in  amoris  obse- 
quium  pre  ceteris  efflcitur. 

Of  Armenie  I  rede  thus 
Tbere  was  a  kyoge,  whiche  Herupus 
Was  bote:  and  he  a  lustie  mayde 
To  doughter  had,  and  as  men  saide, 
Hir  name  ^as  Rosiphele, 
Whiche  thb  was  of  great  renome. 
For  she  was  bothe  wise  and  fey  re 
And  sbttMe  be  bir  lathers  heyre. 
But  she  had  one  defaut  of  slouth 
Towardcs  loue»  and  that  was  routh. 
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For  so  well  coothe  no  man  seie, 
Whiche  might  set  hir  in  the  weie 
Of  loues  occupacion 
Through  none  imaginacion:  ' 
That  scbole  wolde  she  not  knowe, 

And  thus  she  was  qne  of  the  slowe,  • 
As  of  suche  hertes  be^inesse, 
Till  whan  Venus  the  goddesse, 
Whiche  loues  courte  hath  for  to  rule, 
Hath  brought  hir  into  better  rule, 
Forth  with  Cupide,  and  with,  his  might. 
For  thei  meruaite  of  su<^lie  a  wight, 
Whicbe  tbo  was  in  hir  lustie  age, 
Desyretb  noutber  mariage, 
Ne  yet  the  loue  of  peramours, 
Whiche  ener  hath  ben  the  common  conn 
Amonge  hem,  that  lustie  were: 
So  was  it  after  shewed  there. 
For  he  that  hie  hertes  loweth 
With  iyrie  darte,  whicbe  he  throweth, 
Cupido,  whiche  of  loue  is  god. 
In  chastisynge  hath  madaa  rod 
To  driue  awaie  bir  wantonn^sse. 
So  that  within  a  while  I  gesse 
She  had  on  sucbe  a  chance  spovmed. 
That  all  hir  mode  was  ooertoroed, 
Whicbe  firste  she  had  of  slowe  manere. 
For  this  it  fell,  as  thou  shalt  here. 

Whan  come  was  the  moiietii  of  maie^ 
She  wolde  walke  vpon  a  daie. 
And  that  was  er  the  sonne  arist. 
Of  women  but  a  fewe  it  wist. 
And  forth  she  went  priuely 
Unto  the  parke  was  foste  by 
All  softe  walkende  on  the  gras, 
Tyll  she  came  there  the  lan|ide  was, 
Through  whicha  there  ran  a  great  riaere. 
It  thought  her  feyre :  and  saide  here 
I  woll  abide  vnder  the'  shawe. 
And  bdd  hir  women  to  witbdirawe, 
And  there  she  stode  alone  stille. 
To  thinke  what  was  in  hir  wiHe. 

She  sigbe  the  swete  floores  spnmge,. 
She  herde  glad  foules  synge, 
She  sigh  beastes  in  h^r  kjrnde, 
The  bucke,  the  doo,  the  hert,  the  bynde. 
The  males  go  with  the  femele, 
And  so  began  there  a  quarele 
Betwene  loue  and  hir  owne  herte, 
Fro  whiche  she  conthe  not  asterte. 

And  as  she  caste  hir  eie  aboute 
She  sigh  clad  in  one  sute  a  route 
Of  ladies,  where  thei  comen  ride 
A  longe  vnder  the  woodde  side. 
On  feyre  ambulende  hors  thei  set. 
That  were  all  white,  fayre  and  great. 
And  euerichone  ride  on  side* 

The  sadets  were  of  suche  a  pride, 
With  perles  and  golde  so  well  begone. 
So  riche  sigh  she  neuer  none: 
In  kirtels  and  in  copes  riche 
Thei  were  clothed  all  aliche. 
Departed  euen  of  white  and  blewe. 
With  all  lustes,  that  she  knewe 
Thei  were  embroudrod  oner  all. 
Her  bodies  weren  longe  and  small. 
The  beautee  of  her  &yre  feoe 
There  maie  mme  ertbly  thjmge  deface. 
Corowoes  on  their  heades  thei  here. 
As  eche  of  hem  a  quene  were, 
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Tlutt  all  the  golde'of  Cretin  hall, 
Tbe  leaste  coroDall  of  all, 
31  igbt  not  haae  boaghte,  after  the  worth. 
Thus  conen  thei  ridend  forth. 

The  kynges  doughter,  wh'icbe  this  sigh. 
For  pure  abesahe  drewe  hir  adrigh. 
And  helde  her  cloee  vnder  the  boagh^ 
And  let  bem  still  ride  enough. 
For  as  hir  thought  In  hir  aaise     ' 
To  hem  tfamt  were  of  suche  a  prise. 
She  vas  not  worthie  to  askethere. 
Fit)  when  they  come,  or  what  thei  were, 
Bot  laiiir  than  this  worldes  good. 
She  wolde  bane  wist  how  it  stoode. 
And  pat  hir  bead  a  litell  out: 
And  as  she  loked  hir  aboute, 
Sike  sawe  oomende  vnder  the  lynde 
A  woman  rpoo  an  hors  bebjrnde. 
The  bois,  on  whicfae  she  rode  was  blacke, 
All  lene,  and  galled  ypon  the  backe. 
And  baltedy  as  he  that  were  encloied, 
Wberof  the  woman  was  aaooied. 
Thus  vas  the  hors  in  sorie  plight. 
And  for  all  that  a  stenre  white 
Amiddes  in  hir  front  she  had  : 
Hir  saddell  eke  was  wonder  bad, 
lo  vfaicfae  the  Wofhll  woman  sat. 
And  netheles  there  was  with  that 
A  ricbe  bridell  for  the  nones 
Of  golde  and  precioas  stones : 
Hb  cote  vas  somedele  to  tore, 
Aboot  bir  middelt  twentie  score 
Of  hors  halters,  and  well  mo 
There  hangen  that  time  tho. 

Tbns  whan  she  came  the  ladie  nighe. 
Then  toke  she  better  hede,  and  sighe 
The  woman  was  right  faire  of  fifice, 
AH  thoDgfa  hir  lacked  other  grace. 
And  so  this  ladie»  there  she  stode 
Betbooght  hir  wdl,  and  ynderstode, 
That  this,  whiche  came  ridende  tho, 
Tidynges  oootbe  tell  of  tho, 
^^ebe  as  she  sigh  tofore  ride. 
And  pot  hir  forth,  and  praide  ahjde, 
And  said?  A  sister  lette  me  here, 
^at  ben  thei,  that  riden  nowe  here, 
Aod  beo  so  richely  arraied  ? 

This  woman,  whiche  come  so  esmaied,. 
Aasverde  with  foil  softe  speche 
Aod  saide:  Madame  I  shall  you  teche. 
These  are  of  tho,  that  whilom  were 
Semanntes  to  lone,  and  troath  here 
There  as  thei  had  their  hertes  sette. 
Fare  well.    For  I  mate  not  be  lette, 
Madame  I  go  to  my  seruice, 
So  OMste  I  haste  in  all  wise. 
For  thy  madame  yeue  me  leue, 
1  oiay  not  h>nge  with  you  leue. 

A  good  sister  yet  I  preie. 
Ten  me  wby  ye  be  so  beseye, 
Aod  with  these  halters  thos  begone? 

Madame,  whilom  I  was  one. 
That  to  my  fother  had  a  kynge 
But  I  was  slowe,  and  for  no  tbsrnge 
Me  lisle  not  to  lone  obeie. 
And  that  I  nowe  foil  sore  abeie. 
For  I  vbik>m  no  lone  had 
My  hors  b  nowe  feble  and  badde, 
And  sll  to  tore  is  myn  arraie, 
Asd  coery  yere  this  frcasbe  maie, 


These  lustie  ladies  ride  aboote, 

And  I  must  nedes  sewe  her  route 

In  this  maner,  as -ye  novo  see, 

And  truBse  ber  hallters  forth  with  mec. 

And  am  but  her  hors  knaue, 

None  other  office  I  ne  baue, 

Hem  thynketh  I  am  vorthy  no  more. 

For  I  was  slowe  in  tones  lore. 

When  I  was  able  for  to  lere, 

And  wolde  not  the  taies  here 

Of  hem,  that  coutbe  loue  teche. 

Now  tell  me  than  I  you  beseche, 
Wherfore  that  riche  bridell  serueth  ? 
With  that  avaie  bir  chere  she  swerueth. 
And  gan  to  wepe,  and  thus  she  totde. 

This  bridell,  vbiche  ye  nowe  beholds 
So  riche  vpoa  myn  hors  hede 
Madame  afore  er  1  was  dede 
When  I  was  in  my  lusty  life 
There  fell  in  to  myn  berte  a  strife 
Of  lone,  whiche  me  ooercome. 
So  that  tberof  hede  I  nome, 
And  thought  I  wolde  lone  a  knight. 
That  last  well  a  fourtenight. 
For  it  no  lenger  might  laste, 
So  nigh  my  lyfe  was  at  laste. 

But  nowe  at  laste  to  late  ware. 
That  I  ne  had  hym  loued  are. 
For  death  cam  so  hast  byme 
Er  I  therto  had  any  tyme, 
That  it  ne  might  beo  acheued. 
Bot  for  all  that  I  am  releoed 
Of  that  my  wille  was  good  therto, 
lliat  loue  sufireth  it  be  so, 
That  I  shall  suche  a  bridell  were. 
Nowe  baue  ye  herde  all  myn  answere. 
To  god  madame  I  you  betake. 
And  warneth  all  for  my  sake 
Of  loue,  that  thei  be  nought  idell. 
And  bid  bem  tbinke  vpon  my  bridelL 
^    And  with  that  worde  all  sodenly 
She  passeth,  as  it  were  a  skie 
All  cleane  out  of  the  ladies  sight. 
And  tho  for  feare  hir  herte  aftigbt. 
And  saide  to  hir  gelfe:  Alas 
I  am  right  in  the  same  cas, 
But  if  1  liue  after  this  dale, 
I  shall  amende  if  I  maie. 

And  thus  homewarde  this  ladie  went. 
And  changed  all  hir  firste  entent 
Within  hir  herte,  and  gan  to  swere, 
That  she  no  halters  wolde  here. 

Lo  Sonne,  here  might  thou  take  hede, 
Howe  idelnes  is  for  to  drede, 
Nameliche  of  loue,  as  I  haue  writte. 
For  thou  might  vnderstonde  and  witta 
Amonge  the  gentill  nacion, 
Loue  is  an  occupacion, 
Whiche  for  to  kepc  his  lustes  saue, 
Sbolde  euery  gentill  herte  haue« 
For  as  the  ladie  was  chastised: 
Right  so  the  knight  maie  be  auised, 
Whiche  idell  is,  and  woll  not  seroe 
To  loue,  he  maie  percase  deserue 
A  greatter  peine  than  she  had. 
Whan  she  aboute  with  hir  lad 
The  hors  halters:  and  for  thy 
Good  is  to  he  ware  theihy. 
But  for  to  lokeu  abouen  all 
These  maidens,  howe  so  it  foil. 
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Tbei  sholde  take  ensamirie  of  thig, 
Whiche  I  haue  tolde:  for  soth  it  it. 

.My  lady  Venus,  whom  I  aerue. 
What  woman  woll  hir  thaoke  deserue. 
She  maie  not  thilke  loue  escbewe 
Of  peramours,  bat  she  mote  sewe 
Capides  lawe,  and  netheles 
Men  sene  snche  loue  selde  in  peet> 
That  it  ois  ever  vpon  aspie 
Of  ianglynge,  aud  of  fols  enuie^ 
FuU  ofte  medled  with  disease, 
But  thilke  loue  is  well  at  ease, 
Whiche  sette  is  vpon  mariage. 
7or  that  dare  shewen  the  visage 
In  all  places  openly. 
A  great  meruaile  it  is  for  tby> 
Howe  that  a  maide  woll  lette 
That  she  hir  tyme  ne  besette, 
To  haste  vnto  thilke  feste, 
Wherof  the  luue  is  all  honeste. 
Men  maie  recouer  losse  of  good. 
But  io  wise  a  man  yet  neaer  stoodei 
Whiche  maie  recouer  tjrme  ylore: 
So  maie  a  maiden  well  therfore 
Ensample  take,  of  that  she  strangeth 
Hir  loue,  and  lOQge  er  that  she  changeth 
Hir  berte  vpon  hir  tuates  grene 
To  mariage,  as  it  is  seiie. 
For  thus  a  yere,  two,  or  three 
She  lefte,  er  that  she  wedded  bee» 
While  she  the  charge  might  beare 
Of  children,  whiche  the  worlde  forbeare 
Ne  may,  but  if  it  shulde  faile. 
But  what  maiden  that  in  hir  spousaile 
Wolde  tarie,  whan  she  take  maie. 
She  shall  perchance  an  other  daie 
Be  let,  whan  that  hir  koest  were : 
Wherof  a  tale  vnto  thyn  eare, 
Whiche  is  culpable  vpon  this  dede, 
I  thinke  UWe  of  that  1  rede. 

Hie  ponit  ezemplum  super  eedem:  Et  narrat  de 
£lia  Jepte,  quss  cam  en  sui  patris  voto  in  kolo- 
causturo  deo  occidiet  ofierri  deberet,  ipsa  pro 
eo,  quod  viigo  fuit,  et  prolem  ad  augmentatio- 
iiem  populi  dei  nondom  genuisset,  xl.  dianim 
spaciom,  vt  cnm  sals  sodalibus  virginibos  suam 
deOeret  virginitatem  priusqnam  moreretar,  in 
exemplum  aliorum  a  patre  postniaait. 

Ahongb  the  iewe8»  as  men  tolde^ 
There  was  whilom  by  daies  olde 
A  noble  duke,  whiche  Jepte  hight: 
And  felle,  he  shulde  go  to  fight 
Againe  Amon  the  cruell  kyng. 
And  for  to  speke  vpon  this  thyng. 
Within  his  berte  he  made  a  vowe 
To  gq^,  and  said,  A  lorde,  if  thou 
Wolte  graunt  rnto  thy  man  victorie, 
I  shall  in  token  of  thy  memories 
The  firste  life,  that  I  maie  see. 
Of  man  or  woman,  wher  it  bee, 
Anone  as  1  come  home  ageyne. 
To  the,  whiche  arte  god  souereyne, 
Sleen  in  thy  name,  aqd  sacrifie. 

And  thus  with  his  chiualrie 
He  goth  hym  forth,  so  as  he  sholde, 
And  wanne  all  that  he  wyune  wolde, 
And  ouercame  his  fumcu  alle. 

Maie  no  man  kuowe  that  shall  fallOk 


This  duke  a  lottie  do^glitor  had. 
And  larae,whiehe  the  worldes  sprad* 
Hath  brought  vnto  this  ladies  eare^ 
Howe  that  hir  fother  hath  do  there. 
She  waytetb  vpoo  his  comynge. 
With  daunsiuge,  and  with  caroly^ge. 
As  she  that  wolde  be  tofore 
All  other,  and  so  she  was  therfore 
In  Masphat  at  hir  fathers  gate 
The  first:  and  whan  he  cometh  ther  at^ 
And  sigh  his  doughter,  he  to  braide 
His  clothes^,  and  wepende  he  saide: 

O  mightie  god  amonge  vs  here 
Nowe  wote  I,  that  in  no  manere 
This  worldes  icy  maie  be  plaine* 
I  had  all  that  I  couth  saine 
Ayene  my  fomen  by  thy  grace: 
So  whan  I  came  towarde  this  plaee^ 
There  was  uo  gladder  man  than  I: 
But  now  my  lorde  all  sodeinly 
My  ioye  is  toumed  in  to  sorowe. 
For  I  my  doughter  shall  to  morowe 
To  hewe  and  brenoe  in  thy  seruicc. 
To  lonynge  of  thy  sacrifice 
Through  myn  auowe,  so  as  it  is. 

The  maiden  whan  she  wist  of  this. 
And  sawe  the  sorowe  hir  father  made. 
So  as  she  maie  with  wordes  g^ade 
Comforted  hym,  and  bad  hym  holde 
His  couenaut,  as  he  was  beholde, 
Towardes  god,  as  he  behight. 
But  netheles  hir  berte  aflight. 
Of  that  she  sawe  liir  deathe  comende: 
And  than  vnto  the  grounde  knelcnda 
Tofore  hir  lather  she  is  folia. 
And  saith,  so  as  it  is  folle 
Upon  this  point,  that  she  shall  deye. 
Of  one  thyng  fint  she  wolde  hym  prey. 
That  forty  daies  of  respite 
He  wolde  hir  graunt,  vpon  this  plight. 
That  she  the  while  maie  bewepe 
Hir  maydenlkode,  whiche  she  to  kepe 
So  longe  hath  kept,  and  not  be  set, 
Wherof  hir  lusty  youth  is  lette. 
That  she  no  children  hath  forth  drawe 
In  mariage  after  the  lawe: 
So  that  the  people  is  not  encreased. 
But  that  it  might  be  released, 
That  she  hir  tjrme  hath  lore  so 
She  wolde  by  his  leue  go 
With  other  maydens  to  complaine : 
And  aiterwarde  voto  the  peine 
Of  death,  she  wolde  coane  ageyne. 

The  fother  herde  his  doughter  seyii^ 
And  thervpon  of  one  assent 
The  maydens  were  anone  assent. 
That  sholden  with  his  mayden  wende^ 

So  for  to  speake  vnto  this  ende, 
Thei  gone  the  downes  and  the  daies. 
With  wepynge,  and  with  wofull  tales. 
And  euery  wight  hir  maydenhede 
Complayneth  vpon  thilke  nede. 
That  she  no  chiMren  had  bore, 
Wherof  she  hath  hir  youth  lore, 
Whiche  neuer  she  recouer  maie. 
For  so  felle,  that  hir  laste  daie 
Was  come,  in  whiche  she  shulde  take 
Hir  dethe,  whiche  she  maie  not  forsake* 

Lo  thus  she  deyde  a  wofull  maide. 
For  thilke  cause,  whtcbe  I  sakle. 
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At  thoQ  liafi  Tndentoiide  aboue. 

My  fiitber  as  towarde  tbe  loae 
Of  mtj^an  lor  to  tdle  tro^tbe, 
Ye  baue  tbilke  Tice  of  slouthe 
Me  tbinkeCb  rigbt  wonder  wel  declared, 
Tbat  ye  tbe  womea  baue  not  spared 
Of  ban  tbat  tarien  so  bebynde. 

Bat  yet  it  fiiUeth  in  toy  mynde 
Towaide  tbe  men,  bowe  tbat  ye  speke 
Of  hem  tbat  woU  no  tranaile  seke 
la  caose  of  lone  vpon  deserte. 
To  speke  'm  wordes  so  ooneite, 
I  not  «bat  tmaaile  tbat  ye  ment. 

My  ionne  and  after  myn  eritent 
I  «qU  tbe  telle,  wbat  1  thought : 
How  wbilom  men  her  loaes  bonghte 
Thiougb  great  tranaile  in  strange  londes, 
Where  tbat  tbei  wrought  with  her  bondes 
Of  annes  many  a  worthy  dede, 
la  ioBdiy  places,  as  men  maie  rede» 

imn  probat  armorom  probitas  Venus  approbat, 
et  qnem 

Torpor  babet  reprobum,  reprobat  ilia  virum. 
Veoon  segnicies  insignia  nescit  amoris, 

Kam  piger  ad  braoium  tardius  ipse  venit. 

Hie  loqaitur,  quod  la  amoris  causa  militie  probi- 
tas ad  armorom  laboris  exercitium  nuUatenus 
toipescat. 

That  eaery  tone  of  pure  kynde 

Is  fyrst  forth  drawe,  well  I  fynde: 

Bot  netbeios  yet  ouer  this 

Deseite  dothe  so,  that  it  is 

Tbe  rather  bad  in  many  place. 

For  thy  who  secbeth  loues  grace, 

Where  that  these  worthy  women  are, 

He  maie  not  than  him  seloe  spare 

Upon  bis  tranaile  for  to  seme, 

Wherof  tbat  be  maie  tbanke  deserne. 

Where  as  these  men  of  armes  be, 

Sometyme  oner  tbe  great  sea^ 

So  that  by  londe,  and  eke  by  ship 

He  vaon  tranaile  for  worsbypi 

And  make  many  bastie  rodes. 

Somtime  in  Pmis  sometyme  ia  Rodes, 

And  tome  time  in  to  Tartaric: 

So  tbat  these  beranldes  on  bym  crie, 

Vsiiant  vaylant,  lo  where  be  goth. 

Aid  than  he  yenetb  hem  golde  and  cloth: 

So  tbat  bis  6me  might  sprynge, 

Aad  to  bis  ladies  eare  brynge 

SooK  tidynge  of  bis  wortbinesse. 

So  that  the  migbt  of  his  prowesse,    , 

Of  tbat  tbe  berde  men  rccorde. 

The  better  viito  bis  lone  accorde. 

And  daonger  put  oat  of  bir  mood, 

Whaa  all  men  reoorden  good: 

Aad  tbat  she  wote  well  for  bir  sake. 

That  he  no  trauaile  woU  forsake. 

My  Sonne  of  tbis  tranaile  1  mene. 
Now  tbrioe  the:  for  it  tball  be  sene, 
UlhoQ  arte  ydell  in  this  cas. 

My  fiitber  ye^  and  euer  was. 
For  as  me  tbynketh  troely, 
That  encry  roan  doth  more  than  I, 
M  of  this  point,  and  if  to  it, 
fhat  I  baue  ougbt  done  se  er  this. 


It  is  so  littell  of  accompte. 

As  who  saith,  it  maie  not  amooat 

To  winne  of  loue  his  lustie  yifle. 

For  this  I  tell  you  in  shrifte, 
Tbat  me  were  leiier  hir  loue  winne. 
Than  Kaire,  and  all  thai  is  tberione. 

And  for  to  slea  the  heathen  all 
1  not  what  good  there  might  foil 
So  mucbe  blood  though  there  were  shad: 
This  fynde  1  write,  bowe  Christe  bad, 
Tbat  no  man  other  shulde  slea. 
Wbat  shulde  I  wynne  ouer  the  sea. 
If  I  my  ladie  loste  at  home? 
But  paste  tbei  the  salte  fome, 
To  whom  Christe  bad  tbei  shulde n  precbe 
To  all  the  worlde,  and  bis  feith  teache. 
But  now  tbei  rucken  in  her  nest, 
And  resten,  as  hem  liketb  b^ste 
In  all  the  swetovs  of  delices. 
Thus  tbei  defeoden  vs  the  vices, 
And  sitten  hem  selfc  all  amidde. 
To  slea  and  fight,  tbei  vs  bidde. 
Hem  whom  thei  sbuld,  as  tbe  boke  saitii^ 
Conuerten  vnto  Cbristes  faitbe. 
But  herof  baue  1  great  meruaile, 
How  that  thei  shuld  me  bid  trauaUe. 
A  sarazyn  if  I  slea  shall^ 
I  slea  tbe  soule  forth  withall: 
And  that  was  neuer  Cbristes  lore: 
But  now  boo  therof  I  saie  no  more. 

But  I  woll  speke  rpob  my  shrift. 
And  to  Cupide  I  make  a  yifte. 
That  who  as  euer  price  deserue 
Of  arme,  1  woll  loues  serde. 
As  though  I  shulde  hem  bothe  kepe, 
Als  well  yet  wolde  I  take  ke^ie. 
When  it  were  time  to  abide, 
And  for  to  trauaile,  and  for  to  ride. 
For  bow  as  euer  a  man  labotire 
Cupide  appointed  bath  bis  houre. 

Hie  allegat  Amans  in  sui  excusationem,  qnaliter 
Acbilles  apud  Troiam  propter  amorem  Polixeu^ 
anna  sua  per  aliquod  tempus  dimisiL 

For  I  baue  berde  tell  also, 
Acbilles  lefte  his  armes  so, 
Both  of  bym  selfe,  and  of  bfs  men* 
At  Troie  for  Polixen, 
Upon  bir  loue  when  be  fell : 
Tbat  for  no  chance  that  befell 
Amongc  tbe  grekes,  or  Vp  or  downe, 
He  wolde  nought  ayene  tbe  towne 
Ben  armed,  for  tbe  loue  of  bir : 
And  so  me  tbinketh  leue  syr, 
A  man  of  armes  maie  him  reste 
Sometyme  in  hope  for  the  beste. 
If  be  maie  fymle  a  werre  nerrc, 
Wbat  shulde  I  than  go  so  fcrre? 
In  strange  londes  many  a  mile 
To  ride,  and  lose  at  home  tliere  while 
My  loue,  it  were  a  shorte  beyete 
To  winne  chaffe,  and  lese  wbete. 
But  if  my  ladie  bide  wolde. 
That  I  for  bir  loue  sbolde 
Trauaile,  me  thyuketh  truely, 
I  might  flee  through  out  the  skie. 
And  go  throu'^h  out  the  dcpe  sea, 
For  all  ne  sette  1  not  a  sties} 
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What  thonke  that  I  mjrgbt  els  gcte. 
What  helpeth  a  ntao  haue  mete, 
Where  driDke  lackethe  on  the  baide: 
What  helpeth  any  mansworde: 
To  saie  howe  I  traaaile  faste. 
Where  as  me  faileth  at  laste 
That  thynge,  whiche  I  trauaile  fore. 

0  in  good  tyme  were  be  bore. 
That  might  atteine  suche  a  mede. 
But  certes  if  I  might  spede 
With  any  maner  besinesse 

Of  worldes  trauaile  than  I  gesse. 
There  shulde  me  none  idelship 
Beparte  from  hir  la di ship.      « 
But  this  I  see  on  daies  nowe, 
The  blynde  god  (I  wote  not  howe) 
Cupido,  u'biche  of  loue  is  lorde, 
He  sette  the  thynges  in  discorde, 
That<thei  that  lest  to  loue  entende,  > 
Full  ofte  he  woU  hem  yeue  and  sende 
Moste  of  his  grace:  and  thus  I  fynde. 
That  he  that  shulde  go  behyade, 
Goth  maay  a  tyme  ferre  to  fore. 
So  wote  1  not  right  well  therfore. 
On  whether  borde  that  I  shall  saiie. 
Thus  can  I  nought  my  selfe  counsailey 
But  all  I  sette  on  auentiire, 
And  am,  as  who  saith,  out  of  cure. 
For  ought  that  I  can  sey  or  do. 
For  euermo  1  fynde  it  so. 
The  more  besinesse  1  laie, 
The  more  that  T  knele  and  praie. 
With  good  wordes,  and  with  softe. 
The  more  I  am  refused  ofte 
With  besines,  and  aiaie  not  winne, 
And  in  good  feith  that  is  great  sinne. 
For  I  roaie  seie  of  dede  and  thought, 
That  idell  man  haue  I  be  nought 
For  howe  as  euer  that  I  be  deslaide, 
Yet  euermore  I  haue  assaide. 
But  though  my  besynesse  laste. 
All  is  but  ydell  at  laste. ' 
For  whan  tbefiecte  is  idelnesse, 

1  not  what  thynge  is  besinesse. 
Saie  what  auaileth  ail  the  dede, 
Whiche  nothynge  helpeth  at  nede. 
For  the  fortune  of  euery  fame 
Shall  of  his  ende  beare  a  name. 

And  thus  for  ought  is  yet  befiJle,      . 
An  idell  man  [  woll  me  calle. 
And  after  myn  entendement, 
But  vpon  your  amendemept 
Myn  holy  father,  as  you  semeth. 
My  reason  and  my  cause  demeth. 

My  son  1  haue  herde  of  thy  matere. 
Of  that  thou  hast  the  shryuen  here, 
And  for  to  speake  of  idell  hre. 
Me  semeth  that  thou  tharst  not  care. 
But  only  that  thou  might  not  spede. 
And  therof  Sonne  I  woll  the  rede 
Abide,  and  haste  not  to  faste 
Thy  dedes  ben  euery  daie  to  caste 
Thou  nost,  what  chance  shall  betide: 
Better  is  to  waite  vpon  the  tide, 
Than  rowe  ayenste  the  stremes  stronge. 
For  though  so  be  the  thynke  longe : 
Percase  the  reuolucion 
Of  heuen,  and  thy  condicion 
Ke  be  not  yet  of  one  accorde. 
But  1  dare  make  this  recorde 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


To  Venus»  whose  priest  that  I  am: . 
That  sithen  that  I  hither  cam 
To  here,  as  she  me  badde,  thy  life, 
Wherof  thou  els  be  gyltife, 
Tliou  might  berof  thy  cofiscienoe 
Excuse,  and  of  great  diligence, 
Whiche  thou  to  loue  hast  so  dispended^  - 
Thou  oughtest  wel  to  be  commended. 

But  if  so  be,  that  there  ought  fails 
Of  that  thou  slouthest  to  trauaile 
In  armes  for  to  ben  absent, 
And  for  thou  makest  an  argument 
Of  that  thou  saidest  here  above, 
How  Achilles  thi-ough  strength  of  loue 
His  armes  left  for  a  throwe: 
Thou  shalt  an  other  tale  knowe, 
Whiche  is  contrarie,  as  thou  shalt  witfte* 

For  this  a  man  maie  finde  writte. 
Whan  that  kuighthode  shall  be  weired. 
Lust  maie  not  than  be  preferred: 
The  bed  mot  than  be  forsake. 
And  shelde  and  spere  on  bond  take, 
Whiche  thing  shall  make  hem  after  glade» 
Whan  thei  be  worthy  knightes  made : 
Wherof,  so  as  it  comieth  to  honde* 
A  tale  thou  shalt  vnderstonde, 
How  that  a  knight  shall  armes  sewe, 
A^d  for  the  while  his  ease  eschewe. 

Hie  dicit,  quod  amoris  delectamento'  postposit*, 
miles  arma  sua  preferre  debet,  Et  {k>nit  exern- 
plum  de  (Jlysse^  cum  ipse  a  beUo  Troiano  Jupi- 
ter  amorem  PeoeIo{)e  remanere  domi  voluisset^ 
Nauplus  pater  Palamidiscnm  tantis  sennonibua 
allocutus  est,  quod  Ulysses  thoro  sie  conhigis 
relicto  labores  armorum  vna  cum  aliis  Troie 
magnanimis  subibat 

Upon  knighthode  1  rede  thus,  * 

Howe  whilom  the  kyng  Nauplos, 

The  fiider  of  Palamides, 

Came  for  to  preyen  Vlysses, 

With  other  Gregois  eke  also. 

That  he  with  hem  to  Troie  go. 

Where  that  the  siege  shulde  be. 

Anone  vpon  Penelope 
His  wife,  whom  that  be  loueth  bote,  ' 

Thinkend,  wolde  hem  noaght  bebote: 
But  be  sbope  then  a  -wonderVile, 
Howe  that  he  shulde  hem  best  begile, 
So  that  he  might  dwelle  stille 
At  home,  and  weld  his  loue  at  wille: 
Wherof  erly  the  morowe  daie. 
Out  of  his  bed,  where  that  he  laie. 
Whan  he  was  vp,  be  gvn  to  fare 
In  to  the  felde,  and  loke  and  stare. 
As  he  whiche  feigneth  to  be  wood : 
He  toke  a  plough,  where  that  it  stoode, 
Wherin  anone  in  stede  of  oxes 
He  let  do  yoken  great  Foxes, 
And  with  great  salt  the  londe  he  sewe^ 

But  Nauplus,  whiche  the  cause  knewe, 
Ayeue  the  sleighte,  whiche  he  feigneth. 
Another  sleighte  anone  ordetneth. 
And  fell  that  tyme  Vlysses  had 
A  childe  to  sonne,  and  Kanplas  bad. 
How  men  that  sonne  take  sholde, 
And  set  hym  vpon  the  molde. 
Where  that  his  fader  belde  the  plough. 
In  thilke  forougb,  whiche  he  tbo  drougk, 
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For  ID  nch  wise  be  thoogbt  astaie, 
Hov  ii  VlysMS  sholde  paie. 
If  that  he  were  wood  or  none. 

The  knightes  for  this  child  forth  gone, 
Tekmaehiis  anone  was  fette, 
Tofbre  the  plough  and  enen  sette, 
TVheie  that  his  fader  sbulde  driue. 
But  whan  he  sawe  his  cbilde  as  blioe, 
He  drof  the  plough  out  of  the  weye. 
And  Naupios thobegan  to  scye, 
And  hath  halfe  in  a  iape  cried: 

O  Vlyiaes,  thou  art  aspied, 
What  is  all  this  thou  woldest  mene? 
For  openliche  it  is  nowe  sene, 
That  thougfa  hast  feigned  all  this  thyog, 
Whiche  is  grent  shame  to  a  kynge. 
Whan  that  for  last  of  any  sloutbe. 
Thou  wilten  a  quarel  of  troutbe 
Of  annes  tbilke  honour  forsake. 
And  dvelle  at  home  for  lones  sake. 
For  better  it  were  honour  to  Wjrnne 
Than  loue»  whiche  likynge  is  yone. 
For  thy  take  worship  vpoo  hoiide. 
And  elles  thon  shalt  vuderBtonde^ 
These  other  werthie  kynges  all 
Of  Greoe*  whiche  Tnto  the  call, 
Towardee  the  wol  be  right  wroth. 
And  greae  the  per  chans  both : 
Whiche  shall  be  to  the  double  shame. 
Most  for  tbe  hyndryng  of  thy  nanlfe. 
That  thoai  for  slouthe  of  any  loue, 
Sbalt  so  thy  lustes  set  aboue, 
Aad  lene  of  armes  the  knighthode, 
Whiche  is  the  price  of  thy  manhode. 
And  ought  .first  to  be  desired. 

But  he,  whiche  bad  his  berte  fired 
Upon  his  wife,  wfiaq  he  this  herde, 
Noi^t  one  word  there  ayene  answerde. 
Bat  tonieth  home  haluyn  ashamed, 
Aad  hath  with  in  hym  selfe  so  tamed 
Hit  herte,  that  all  the  sotie 
Of  lone  for  chioalrie 
He  lefte,  and  be  bjrm  leef  or  loth. 
To  Troie  forth  with  hem  he  goth. 
That  he  hym  might  not  excuse.  • 
Hhis  stant  it,  if  a  knight  refuse 
Tbe  lost  of  armes  to  trauaile. 

There  maie  no  worVies  ease  auaile. 
But  if  worship  be  with  all, 
Aod  that  bath  shewed  oueralL 
For  it  lit  wel  in  all  wise 
A  kaight  to  ben  of  htgbe  emprise, 
Aod  pntteu  all  drede  nweye. 
For  in  this  wise  I  haoe  herd  seye. 

Hie  oarrat  super  eodem,  qualiter  Laodomia  regis 
Protbesalal  rxor,  Tolens  ipsum  a  hello  Troiano 
secam  retinere,  fotalem  sibi  mortem  in  portu 
Tfoie  prenonciauit:  sed  ipse  miiitiam  potiiis- 
quam  ocia  affectans,  Troiam  adiit:  ybl  sue 
mortis  precio  perpetue  landis  Cronicam  ademit. 

TBI  wocthie  knight  Prothesalaie 
Oa  his  passagCt  where  he  hue 
Toward  Troie  tbilke  siege, 
Tbe  wUcbe  was  all  his  owne  liege 
Laodomie  his  lustie  wife, 
Whiche  for  his  loue  was  pensife. 
As  ha  whiche  all  bir  hert  had 
Vpoa  a  thyng«  wherof  she  diad» 


A  letter,  for  to  ma^e  hym  dwelle 
Fro  Troie,  send  hym,  thus  to  telle, 
Hdwe  she  bath  asked  of  tbe  wise 
Toucbend  of  hym  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  thei  haue  done  hir  Tuderstondey 
Toward  other  howe  so  it  stonde, 
Tbe  destyne  it  hath  so  shape. 
That  he  shall  not  tbe  deth  escape. 
In  caas  that  he  arriue  at  Troie, 
For  thy  as  to  hir  worldes  ioye. 
With  ail  hir  herte  she  hym  preyde. 
And  many  another  cause  alleyde. 
That  he  with  hir  at  home  abide. 

But  he  hath  cast  hir  letter  a  side. 
As  he  whiche  Mio  no  manere  bede 
Toke  of  hir  womanlicbe  drede : 
And  forth  he  sroth,  as  nought  ne  were 
To  Troie,  and  was  the  firste  there, 
Whiche  londeth,  and  toke  arriuaile. 
For  hym  was  lener  in  the  battaile. 
He  seith,to  deyen  as  a  knight. 
Than  for  to  Hue  in  all  his  might. 
And  be  reproued  of  his  name. 

Lo  thus  ypon  the  worldes  fame 
Knighthode  bath  euer  yet  beset, 
Whiche  with  no  cowardis  is  let. 

Adhuc  super  eodem  qualiter  Rex  Saul,  non  ob- 
stante quod  Samuel  em  a  Pfaitonissa  suscitatum 
et  coniuratum  responsum,  quod  ipse  in  >  bello 
moreretur,  accepisset:  hoftes  tamen  suos  ag- 
grediens  militie  fomam  cunctis  huius  Tite  blan- 
dimentis  preposuit. 

Of  kynge  Saul  also  I  finde. 
Whan  Samuel  out  of  his  kinde. 
Through  that  the  Pbitones.hath  lered 
In  Samarie,  was  arered 
Longe  tyme  after  that  he  was  dede. 
The  kjrnge  Saul  hym  asketh  rc^e. 
If  that  he  shall  go  fight  or  none. 

And  Samuel  hym  said  anone. 
The  first  daie  of  the  baUUe 
Thou  shalte  be  slain  without  foile. 
And  lonathas  thy  sonne  also. 

But  howe  as  euer  it  folic  sob. 
This  worthy  knight  of  his  courage 
Hath  vndertake  the  viage, 
And  wolde  nought  his  knighthode  let 
For  no  peri  lie  he -couth  set: 
Wherof  that  both  his  sonne  and  he. 
Upon  the  Mount  of  Gelboe 
Assemblen  with  hir  enemies. 
For  thei  knighthode  of  suche  a  pris 
By  olde  dales  than  helden. 
That  thei  none  other  tbyng  behelden. 
And  thus  the  foder  for  worship. 
Forth  with  his  sonne  of  felauship. 
Through  lust  of  armes  weren  dede. 
As  men  maie  in  the  bible  rede, 
Thei  whos  knighthode  is  yet  in  roynde. 
And  sliall  be  to  the  woxlde  ende. 

Aic  loquitur,  quod  miles  in  suis  primordiis  ad  au- 
daciam  prouocari  debet.  Et  narrat  qualiter 
Chiro  Centaurus-  Achillem,  qui  secum  ab  infou« 
tia  in  montem  Peleon  educauit,  vt  audax  effi. 
ccretur,  primitus  edocuit,  quod  cum  ipse  vena- 
tionibus  ibidem  insisieret,  leones,  et  tigrides, 
huiusmodique  animalia  sibi  resistencia,  et  nulla 
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mlia  fugitiua  agitarely  et  sic  Achilles  io 

lute  anitnatoi  fiunosissime  milicie  probitalem 

postmodum  adoptauit. 

And  for  to  lokeo  ottermore, 

Ir  hath  and  shall  ben  euermorey 

That  of  knighthode  the  prowesse. 

Is  grouiided  vpon  hardinene 

Of  hym  that  dare  well  viidcrtake : 

And  who  that  wolde  easample  take 

Upon  the  forme  of  knightet  lawe. 

How  that  AcbilleB  was  ibrth  drawe 

With  Chiro,  whiche  CenUuniB  hight^ 

Of  many  a  wonder  here  he  might. 

For  it  stood  thilke  time  tbust 

That  this  Chiro  thii  Centaurus 

Within  a  large  wyldernesse^ 

Where  was  lyoo  and  leoaesse. 

The  leparde,  and  the  Tygre  also. 

With  bert,  and  bynd,  buk,  and  do» 

Had  his  dwellynge,  as  the  befiUe 

Of  Peleon  vpon  the  hille: 
.  Wherof  was  than  moehell  speche^ 

Tliere  hath  Chiro  this  childe  to  teche. 

What  tyme  he  was  of  twelue  yere  age. 

Wherof  to  maken  his  courage 

The  more  hardy  by  other  weye. 
In  the  forest  to  hnnt  and  pleie 
•Whan  that  Achilles  walke  wolde, 

Centaurus  badde,  that  be  ne  sbolde 
After  DO  best  make  bift  chas, 
•Whiche  woMe  Been  out  of  his  plaoe: 
As  bucke  and  do,  and  herte  and  byode» 
With  whiche  he  male  no  werre  fynde. 
But  tho,  that  wolden  hym  withstonde, 
There  shuld  he  with  his  darte  on  bond^ 
Upon  the  Tygre  and  the  lion 
Pnrchace  and  make  his  venison. 
As  to  a  knight  is  accordant: 
And  therapon  a  conenant 
This  Chiro  with  Achilles  set^ 
That  enery  date  without  let 
He  shuld  seche  a  cruell  be^t. 
Or  sle  or  woonden  at  the  test. 
So  that  he  might  a  token  brynge 
Of  blottde  vpon  bis  home  corny nge. 

And  thus  of  that  Chiro  hym  taught, 
Acfaifles  suehe  an  herte  caught, 
That  be  no  toore  a  lion  drad* 
Whan  he  his  darte  on  honde  had. 
Than  if  a  lion  were  Hn  asse. 
And  that  bath  made  hym  for  to  passe 
Al  other  knightes  of  his  dede. 
Whan  it  cam  the  great  nede. 
As  it  was  afterwarde  well  knowe. 

Lo  thus  my  son  thou  might  knowe. 
That  the  courage  of  hardinesse 
Is  of  knighthode  the  prowesse, 
Whiche  is  to  loue  suffisant 
Abouen  all  the  remenant. 
That  vnto  loues  courte  pursue. 

But  who  that  wolde  no  slontbe  etcheifft 
Upou  knighthode,  and  not  trauaile, 
I  not  what  loue  bym  sbulde  auaile: 
But  euery  lobour  askcth  why 
Of  some  rewaide,  wherof  that  I 
Bnsamptes  couth  tell  enough, 
Of  hem  that  towatde  loue  drough 
By  olde  dales,  as  thei  sholde. 
My  fader  therof  here  I  wolde. 


-    My  Sonne  it  is  well  reaaoBM* 
fn  place,  whiche  is  hooporabli^ 
If  that  a  man  his  herte  setter 
That  than  he  for  no  slouth  lette 
To  do  what  longeth  to  manbede* 
For  if  thou  wolt  the  boket  rede 
Of  Launcdot,  and  other  mo. 
There  might  thou  seen,  how  it  was  tb» 
Of  armes,  for  thei  wolde  atteijie 
To  loue,  whiche  witbouten  peios 
Maie  not  be  gette  of  Ldelnes, 
And  that  1  take  to  witnesae 
An  olde  Cronike  in  specially 
The  whiche  in  to  menrariall 
Is  writte  lor  bis  loues  sake# 
Howe  that  a  knight  shall  Tiidfflftakf. 

Hie  dicit,  quod  miles  priusquam  aporif  amplezw 
dignus  efBciatbr^  euentus  bellicos  victoriosus 
amplectere  debet,  at  narrat  qualiter  Hercules  et 
Achilions  propter  Peianiram  Calidonie  regis 
filiam  singulare  duellum  adinuicem  inierunt,  cu- 
ius victor  Hercules,  existens  annorum  merkis 
amorem  Virginia  laudabilHer  conq^uettauit. 

There  was  a  kynge,  whicbe  Oencs 

Was  bote,  and  he  vnder  pees 

Held  Calidonie  in  his  empyrts  , 

And  had  a  dooghter  Deianire^ 

Men  wiste  in  thilke  tyme  nonBi 

So  iayre  a  wight,  as  she  was  one. 

And  as  she  was  a  lusty  wight, 

Right  so  was  than  a  noUe  knigbt. 

To  whom  Mercurie  foder  was^ 

This  knight  the  two  pilersof  bras. 

The  whiche  yet  a  man  maie  fynde 

Set  vp  in  the  deserte  of  Inde, 

That  was  the  worthy  Hercules, 

Whos  name  shall  ben  endeles. 

For  the  meruailes,  whiche  be  wronghC 

This  Hercules  the  lone  sought 
Of  Oeianire,  and  of  th is  thynge   • 
Unto  hir  fader,  whiche  was  kynge 
He  spake  tonchend  of  manage. 

The  kynge  knowend  his  hie  linage^ 
And  drad  also  his  mtghtes  stenie. 
To  hym  ne  durst  bis  daughter  weme. 
And  netheles,  this  he  hym  seyde, 
Howe  Achilous,  er  he,  fyrst  prejrde 
To  wedden  hir:  and  in  acorde 
Thei  stode,  as  it  was  of  recorde. 

But  for  all  that,  this  he  biro  gfannteth. 
That  whiche  of  hem,  that  other  dauntetfa^ 
In  armes,  hym  she  sbolde  take. 
And  that  the  kynge  hath  vndertake* 

This  Achilous  was  a  geaunt, 
A  subtill  man,  a  deceiuaunt, 
Whiche  through  Magike  and  sorcerie 
Coothe  all  the  worlde  of  trecherie. 

And  whan  that  be  this  tale  berde, 
Howe  vpon  that  the  kynge  answerde^ 
With  Hercules  be  must  feigbt: 
He  trusteth  nought  vpon  his  sleight 
Al  onely,  whan  it  cometh  to  nede ; 
But  that,  whiche  voideth  all  drede. 
And  euery  noble  herte  stereth 
The  loue,  that  no  lyfe  foiberetb. 
For  his  lady,  whome  he  desyreth. 
With  hardinesse  his  herte  fyreth. 
And  sent  hym  worde  without  fhile. 
That  he  woll  Uke  the  bataiie. 
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Tbej  leltendaie,  thel  choseo  felde» 
The  knigbtes  conerad  ruder  cbelde 
To  gyder  come  at  tyme  sette. 
And  eche  one  is  with  other  mette. 
It  feu  thei  faaghten  bothe  on  foute. 
There  was  no  stone,  there  was  no  rooto, 
Whicbe  might  letten  hem  the  weie, 
Bat  all  was  voide  and  take  aweie. 

Tbci  smiten  strokes  but  a  fSewe* 
For  Herenlcs,  whiohe  wcilde  sbewe 
His  great  strengths,  as  for  tbe  noiies 
He  stert  vpon  bym  all  at  ones, 
Aad  canght  faym  in  his  armes  stroage. 

This  geamt  wole,  he  male  not  longe 
EadoK  wnder  so  harde  hondes* 
And  thought  be  wolde  out  of  his  hondM 
By  sleightCy  in  some  maner  escape. 
And  as  be  eoatbe  hym  setfe  forshape 
Id  lykenesse  of  an  adder  he  slipte 
Out  of  bis  hoode,  and  forthe  be  skipte^ 
And  ofte,  as  he  that  fyght  woHe^ 
He  tomeftti  hym  into  a  bolie^ 
And  gan  to  belowe  in  sucbe  a  sonne 
As  tiioagh  tbe  worlde  shcdd  all  go  doune: 
Tlie  ground  be  spometh,  and  he  tranncetb^ 
Hii  large  homes  he  autfnnceth. 
And  east  hem  here  and  there  aboute. 

Bat  he,  whicbe  stant  of  hem  no  doute, 
Avaitetb  weH  whan  that  he  came, 
Asd  hym  by  botbe  homes  nam, 
Asd  all  at  ones  be  hym  caste 
I      Csto  the  groonde,  and  belde  hym  ibste, 
I      That  be  ne  might  with  no  sleight 
Oat  of  his  boode  gete  ?pou  height, 
TiO  he  was  ouercome,  and  yolde, 
And  Hercoles  hath  what  he  wolde. 

Tbe  kjrnge  bym  graunted  to  falAlle 
His  askyoge  at  his  owne  wille. 
And  she,  for  wbome  he  had  serned, 
Hirtbos^t  he  hath  fair  well  deserved. 

And  thus  with  great  deserte  of  armes 
fie  wan  bym  for  to  Jigge  in  armes. 
As  be  whicbe  hath  it  dere  abought. 
for  otherwise  abulde  be  nought 

Nets  de  Pentbesilea  Amazonie  regina,  que  Hee- 
toris  amore  coUigata,  contra  Pirrum  Acbillis 
fifiom  apud  Troiam  arma  ferce  eti4b  pcrsou- 
aliternon  recusauit. 

Aid  oner  this  if  thou  wilte  here 

CpQQ  knighthode  of  this  roattere. 

Bow  looe  and  armes  ben  acqueioted, 

A  man  nnie  see  both  writte  and  peinted,  . 

So  redbrtb,  that  Penthesile, 

Whiche  was  the  qnene  of  Femlne, 

The  looe  of  Hector  for  to  seke. 

And  for  thooonr  of  armes  eke. 

To  Troie  cam  with  spere  and  sheld^. 

And  rode  hir  selfo  in  to  the  felde, 

With  maidens  armed  all  a  route, 

la  reiCQS  of  the  Towoe  aboute, 

Whiehe  with  the  grekes  was  beleio. 

Kola  qnafiter  PbUimenis  propter  militie  fomam  a 
inihas  terre  in  defensionem  Troie  Tenieos,  tres 
paeflas  a  regno  Amazonie  qoolibct  anno  perci* 
piendas  sibi  et  beredibus  sois  imp«rpetnnm  ea 
de  caasa  habere  promarait* 


Fro  Paphlagonie  and  as  men  lein^ 
Whiche  stant  vpon  the  worldes  ende, 
That  tyme  it  liked  eke  to  wende 
Philimenis,  whiche  was  kynge, 
To  Troie,  aqd  came  vpon  this  thynge 
In  heipe  of  thilke  noble  towne, 
I   And  all  was  that  for  the  renoane 
Of  worship  apd  of  worldes  fame: 
Of  whiche  he  wokie  beare  a  name. 
And  so  h«  did,  and  forth  with  all 
He  wan  of  loue  in  special! 
A  fill  re  tribute  for  eu^rmo* 
For  it  folic  thilke  tyme  so, 
Pyrrus  the  Sonne  of  Achilles 
This  \rorthy  quene  amonge  the  pres 
With  dedely  swerde  sought  out,  and  fonde. 
And  slough  hir  with  his  owne  honde. 
Wberof  this  kynge  ef  Paphlagonie 
Penthesile  of  Amazonie, 
Where  she  was  mieue,  with  hym  ladde^ 
With  suche  maioens  as  she  hadde 
Of  hem  that  were  lea  aliue. 
Forth  in  his  ship,  till  tbei  arine. 
Where  that  the  body  was  begrane 
With  worship,  and  the  women  saue. 
And  for  the  goedship  of  this  dede, 
Tbei  graunten  hym  a  lustie  mede. 
That  euery  yer6,  for  his  tmage. 
To  hym  and  to  his  heritage. 
Of  maidens  foire  he  shall  haue  three. 
And  in  this  wise  spedde  bee, 
Whiche  the  fortune  of  annes  sought^ 
With  his  tranaile  his  ease  he  bought* 
For  other  wise  he  shulde  haue  foiled. 
If  that  be  had  nought  trauailed. 

Nota  pro  eo,  quod  Eneas  regem  Tumum  in  bellp 
deuicit,  non  solum  amorem  Lauine,  sod  et  reg* 
num  Italic  sibi  subiugatum  obtinuit. 

EiVBAS  eke  within  Itaiie 
Ne  had  he  wonbe  the  bataile, 
And  done  his  might  so  besily 
Ayene  kynge  Tume  his  enemie, 
Ne  had  nought  Lauine  wonne. 
But  for  he  hath  hym  ooer  ronne 
And  gat  his  pris,  he  gat  hir  lone. 

By  these  ensamples  here  abooe, 
Lo  nowe  my  sonne,  as  I  haue  tolde. 
Thou  might  wel  see,  who  that  is  boldc^ 
And  dar  tmnaile,  and  vudertake 
The  cause  of  loue,  he  shall  be  take 
The  rather  vnto  loues  grace. 
For  comonlicbe  in  worthie  place 
The  women  louen  wortbinesse 
Of  manbode,  and  of  gentilnesse* 
For  the  gentils  be  most  desired. 

My  fader  but  I  were  inspired 
Through  lore  of  you,  I  wote  no  weye 
What  gentilnesse  ia  for  to  seye: 
Wherof  to  telle  I  yon  besecbe. 

The  grounde  my  sonne  for  to  secbe 
Upon  this  diffinicion, 
The  worldes  constitucion 
Hath  set  tbe  name  of  gentilnesse 
Upon  the  fortune  of  richesse: 
Whiche  of  longe  tyme  is  falle  in  age. 
Than  is  a  man  of  bighe  linage 
After  the  forme  as  thou  shalt  here. 
But  no  thynge  after  the  matere. 
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For  who  that  reason  yndentonde^ 
Upon  richesse  it  maie  not  ctonde. 
For  that  is  tbyug,  wbiche  fiuleth  ofte. 
For  be  that  stant  to  daie  alofte. 
And  all  the  worlde  hath  in  his  wones. 
To  morowe  he  fatleth  all  at  ones 
Out  of  riches  in  to  poaerte: 
So  that  therof  is  no  deserte, 
W  h  iche  gentil nesse  maketh  abide. 
And  for  to  loke  en  other  side, 
Howe  that  a  gentilman  is  bore: 
Adam,  whiche  was  all  tofore, 
With  Cue  his  wife,  as  of  hem  twa 
All  was  aliche  gentill  tho. 
So  that  of  generacion 
To  make  declaracion, 
There  maie  no  gentilnes  bee. 
For  to  the  reason  if  we  see 
Of  mans  byrthe  the  measure, 
It  is  so  common  to  nature. 
That  it  yeneth  eiiery  man  aliche. 
As  well  to  the  poore  as  to  the  ricfae. 
For  naked  thei  ben  bore  bothe, 
The  lorde  no  more  hath  for  to  dotbe. 
As  of  hym  that  tike  throwe. 
Than  hath  the  poorest  of  the  rowe» 
And  whan  thei  shall  both  passe, 
I  not  of  hem  whiche  hath  the  lasse 
Of  wurldes  good,  but  as  of  charge^ 
The  lorde  is  more  for  to  charge. 
Whan  god  shall  his  accompte  here. 
For  be  hath  bad  his  lustes  here. 
But  of  the  body,  whiche  shall  deye, 
AU  though  there  be  diuers  weye 
To  dcth,  yet  li  there  but  one  ende, 
To  whiche  that  euery  man  shall  wende. 
As  well  the  begger  as  the  lorde. 
Of  one  nature  of  one  accorde. 

She  whiche  our  olde  mother  is 
nrhe  erthe,  dothe  that  and  this 
Receyoeth,  and  aliche  deuoureth. 
That  she  to  nouther  part  fauoureth. . 
So  wote  I  nothyng  after  kinde. 
Where  I  maie  gentilles  finde. 
For  lacke  of  vertue  lacketh  of  graee^v 
Wherof  Ricbesse  in  many  place. 
Whan  men  best  wene  for  to  stonde. 
All  sodeinly  goth  out  of  hoade. 
But  yertue  sette  in  the  courage, 
There  maie  no  worlde  be  so  saluage, 
Whiche  might  it  take  and  done  awaye» 
Till  when  that  the  body  deye: 
And  than  he  shall  be  ricbed  so. 
That  it 'maie  faile  nenermo. 

So  maie  that  well  be  gentilnesse, 
Whiche  yeueth  so  great  a  sikernes. 
For  after  the  cundtciou 
Of  reasonable  intenoion, 
llie  wbiche  oat  of  the  soule  growetb. 
And  the  vertue  fro  y ice  knoweth, 
Wherof  a  man  the  vice  eschewetb. 
Without  slonth,  and  rertue  sewetb. 
That  is  a  yery  gentill  man: 
And  nothyng  els,  whiche  he  can 
Ne  whiche  he  hath,  ne  whiche  he  maie* 

But  for  all  that  yet  nowe  a  daie, 
In  loues  courte  to  taken  hede, 
The  poore  yertue  shall  not  spede. 
Where  that  the  riche  yice  wowetb. 
For  selde  it  is,  that  lone  allowetk 


The  gentill  man  withoiiten  good. 
Though  bis  coadicion  be  good. 

But  if  a  man  of  bothe  two 
Be  riche  and  yerlnous  alsot 
Than  is  he  well  the  more  worth. 
But  yet  to  put  hym  selfe  forth. 
He  must  done  his  besinesse  , . 

For  notfaer  good,  ne  gentilnesse 
Maie  helpen  hem,  whiche  idel  bee. 

But  who  that  woll  in  his  degre 
Trauaile  so,  as  it  belongeth. 
It  bappeth  ofte,  that  he  fongetb 
Worship,  and  eaae  bothe  two. 
For  ener  yet  it  bath  be  so. 
That  loue  honest  in  sondrie  yrej 
Profiteth ; .  for  it  dothe  aweye 
The  yiee:  and  as  the  bokes  seyne. 
It  maketh  curteis  of  the  yileyne. 
And  to  the  cowarde  hardiesse 
It  yeneth:  so  that  the  yery  prowesM 
Is  caused  ypon  loues  reule. 
To  hym  that  can  manhode  reule: 
And  eke  towarde  the  woroanbedc. 
Who  that  therof  woll  taken  hede.' 
For  though  the  better  affatted  bee 
In  euery  thyng,  as  men  maie  see. 
For  loue  hath  euer  his  lustes  grene 
In  gentill  folke,  as  it  is  sene, 
Whiche  thyng  there  maie  no  kind  arest. 

I  trowe  that  there  is  no  beste. 
If  he  with  loue  shulde  acqueint. 
That  he  ne  wolde  make  it  queint 
As  for  the  while,  that  it  last 

And  thus  I  conclude  at  last. 
That  the!  ben  idell,  as  me  semeth, 
Wbiche  vnto  thyng,  that  loue  demetli. 
For  slouthen,  that  thei  shulden  do. 

And  ouer  this  my  sonne  also. 
After  the  yertue  morall  eke 
To  Bpeke  of  loue  if  1  shall  seke 
Amonge  the  holy  bokes  wise, 
I  finde  writte  in  suche  a  wise. 

Nota  de  amore  charitatis,  vbi  dicit,  qui  non  diligit, 
manet  in  inorte. 

Who  louetb  not,  as  here  is  dead. 

For  loue  aboue  all  other  is  head, 

Wbiche  hath  the  ^'ertnes  for  to  lede. 

Of  all  that  ynto  mannes  dede 

Belongeth.    For  of  idelship 

He  hateth  all  tbe  felauship. 

For  slouthe  is  euer  to  despise, 

Whiche  in  disdeigne  hath  all  apprise^ 

And  that  accordeth  nought  to  man. 

For  he  that  wit  and  reason  can. 

It  sit  hym  wel,  that  he  trauaile 

Upon  suche  thyng,  which  might  auaile. 

For  idelship  is  nought  comended. 

But  euery  lawe  it  hath  defended. 

And  in  ensample  thervpon 

The  noble  wise  Salomon, 

Whiche  had  of  euery  thyng  insight^ 

Seith :  As  tbe  birdes  to  tbe  flight 

Beu  made,  so  the  man  is  bore 

To  labour,  whiche  is  nought  fortM>ra 

To  hem,  that  thinken  for  to  thriue. 

For  we,  whiche  are  nowe  a  liue. 
Of  hem  that  besy  whilom  were 
(As  wal  iu  scbola  as  di  where) 
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Nove  eoerf  daie  essample  take, 
That  if  it  if  ere  nowe  to  make 
TbyofT,  wbkb  that  thei  arste  founden  out» 
It  ihiiJd  DOt  be  brougfat  about 
Her  lines  than  tvere  looge. 
Her  wittet  yreat,  her  migbtes  stroDg, 
Her  bertes  AdTof  besioetie, 
Wberof  the  worMes  redinesscy 
In  body  both,  and  in  courage, 
sunt  eoer  vpon  bis  auantage : 
And  for  to  drave  in  to  memorie 
Her  BUBes  bothe,  and  her  historie 
Upon  the  veitu  of  ber  dede 
Id  soodry  bokes  thou  might  rede. 

Eipedit  de  mantbas  labor,  wt  de  cottdianis 

Artibus  ac  ?ita  viuere  poscit  bomo. 
M  qni  doctrina  causa  fert  mente  labores 

Pneoalet,  et  merita  perpetuata  parat. 

Hie  loqaitar  contra  ociosos  quoscunqoej  et  maxi- 
me  oootra  istos,  qni  excelientis  prudentie  inge- 
nioiD  hiibentes  absque  fructu  operom  torpes- 
ciint  Et  ponit  «xemplum  de  diligentia  pre- 
dec€S8onim.  qui  ad  totius  homani  generis  doc- 
trioam  et  aaxilinm  suis  continois  laboribus  et 
rtndits  gratia  mediante  diuina  artes  et  s'cientias 
prioitos  inuenemnt. 

Oreoery  wisdome  the  parfite 
Tbe  highe  god  of  bis  spirite 
Ytfe  to  men  in  ertb  here, 
UpoB  the  forme  and  (be  matere, 
Of  that  he  ffolde  make  hem  vise 
Aod  thus  cam  in  the  firate  aprise 
^bokes,andofaUgood, 
T^Qgh  hem,  that  whik>m  rnderstode 
Theknre,  whiche  to  hem  was  yeoe: 
^^berof  these  other,  that  nowe  Hue 
^  every  daie  to  lerne  newe: 
Bat  er  the  tyme  that  men  wewe. 
And  that  the  labour  forth  it  brong^, 
Tbne  was  no  come,  though  men  it  sought 
In  Done  of  all  the  feMes  oote> 
And  er  the  wisedome  cam  aboute 
Ofhm,  that  first  the  bokes  writte. 
This  maie  wel  eoety  wise  man  iiitte. 
There  vas  great  labour  eke  also. 
Tbos  was  none  idel  of  the  two. 
That  one  the  plough  hath  vndertake 
With  labour,  whiche  the  bond  bath  take. 
Tbat  other  toke  to  studie  and  muse, 

Ai  be  whiche  woMe  not  refuse 
Tbe  laboor  of  his  wittes  all : 

And  in  this  wise  it  is  befoU 

^labour,  whiche  that  thei  begonne 

We  be  DOW  taught,  of  that  we  conne, 

H«  besines  is  yet  to  i^eene, 

Tbst  it  staat  ever  aliche  greene. 

AB  be  it  so  tbe  bodie  deye, 

Tbe  atrae  of  hem  shall  neuer  aweye, 

I>  tbe  Crsnieke  as  I  finde, 

^baan,  wbos  labour  is  yet  in  mynde, 

Wu  he,  wbiebe  llrtte  the  letters  fonde. 

And  wrote  m  bebrewe  with  bis  bonde 

OfBshmdlphiloriophie. 

He  feirie  firrt  also  tbe  clengie. 

^^aiini^ the  letters  of  gregois 

^irtt  iHde  Tpon  hb  owne  choise. 
Tbeges  of  thyng,  whiche  sbal  befett 

Be  was  the  first  augur  €C«li. 


And  Philemon  by  the  visage 
Fonde  to  de$criue  the  courage. 

Claudins,  Esdras,  and  Sulpices, 
Termegis,  Pandalfe,  and  FrigidiKes^ 
Menandcr,  Ephiloquorus, 
Solinus,  Pandas,  and  losephus,  , 

The  first  were  oif  endilours 
Of  olde  Crooike,  and  eke  auctours. 

And  Herodot  in  his  science 
Of  metre,  of  ryme,  and  of  cadence 
The  first  was,  whiche  men  note. 
And  of  musike  also  the  note 
In  mans  voyce  or  softe  or  sharpe^ 
That  fonde  luball,  and  of  tbe  harpe 
The  mery  sowne,  whiche  is  to  like. 
That  fonde  Paulius  forth  with  phisike^ 

Zeuzis  fonde  first  the  portrature : 
And  Promaetheus  tbe  sculpture,  ' 

After  what  forme  that  hem  thought, 
Tbe  resemblaoe  andn  thei  wrought. 

Tuball  iu  yron  and  in  stele 
Fonde  first  the  forge,  and  wrought  it  wele. 

And  ladaliel,  as  saith  the  boke, 
Firste  made  nette,  and  fishes  toke. 

Of  hnntyng  eke  he  fonde  the  chace, 
Whiche  nowe  is  knowe  iu  many  place. 
A  tent  of  clothe  with  corde  And  stake 
He  sette  vp  first,  and  did  it  make. 

Heroonius  of  cokerie 
First  made  the  delicacie. 

The  crafte  Myneure  of  wolla  fonde. 
And  made  cloth  bir  owne  bonde. 

And  Delbora  made  it  of  lyne. 
The  women  were  of  great  engyne. 

But  thyng  which  yeueth  mete  and  drinke^ 
And  doth  the  labour  er  for  to  swynke. 
To  till  the  loodes,  and  sette  the  vines, 
Wherof  the  come  and  the  wynes  « 
Ben  susCenance  to  roankynde. 
In  olde  bokes  as  I  finde, 
Satumus  of  his  owne  wit 
Hath  founde  first:  and  more  yit 
Of  chapmenhode  he  fonde  the  weye. 
And  eke  to  coygne  the  money 
Of  sondry  metall,  as  it  is. 
He  was  tbe  first  man  of  this. 
But  howe  that  metall  cam  a  place 
Through  mans  wit  and  goddes  grace    < 
The  route  of  philosophers  wise 
Contreueden  by  sondry  wise. 
First  ^r  to  gette  it  out  of  myne. 
And  after  for  to  trie  and  fine. 

And  also  with  great  diligence 
Thei  fonde  thilke  experience, 
Whiche  cleped  is  Alconomie, 
Wherof  the  siluer  multiplie 
Thei  made,  and  eke  the  golde  alsow 
And  for  to  telle  howe  it  is  so 
Of  bodies  seuen  in  speciall 
With  foure  spirites  ioynt  witliall,  ' 
Stant  the  substance  of  this  matere. 
The  bodies,  whiche  I  speke  of  here. 
Of  the  pianettes  ben  begonne 
The  golde  is  titled  to  the  sonne, 
The  moone  of  siluer  hath  his  part. 
And  Iron  that  stonde  vpon  Mart^ 
The  leed  after  Saturne  groweth. 
And  lupiter  the  brasse  bestoweth» 
The  copper  sette  is  to  Venus,- 
And  to  his  part  Marcurius 
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Hath  the  quicke  sirtwr,  as  it  falleth, 
The  whiche  after  the  boke  it  caileth 
Is  6rst  of  thiike  foure  named 
Of  spirttes,  whiche  ben  proclaymed, 
And  the  spirite,  whiche  is  seconde^ 
Jn  Sal  ArmoDiake  is  founde: 
The  thirdespirite  Sulphur  is, 
The  fourth  sewende  after  tbig 
Arcennium  by  name  is  bote, 
With  blowyng  and  with  fires  bote. 
In  these  thynges,  whiche. I  saye, 
Thci  worchen  by  diuera  waye. 
'  For  as  the  philosopher  tolde 
Of  goide  and  ^iluer  thei  ben'holde 
Two  principall  extremitees. 
To  whiche  all  other  by  degrees 
Of  the  metal  ies  ben  accordant. 
And  so  through  kinde  resembtant: 
That  what  man  couth  awaie  take 
The  rust,  of  whiche  thei  woxen  btakey 
And  thesauour  of  the  hardnes, 
Thei  shulden  take  the  sikenes 
Of  golde  or  siluer  parfectly. 
But  for  to  worche  it  tikerly 
Betwene  the  corps  and  the  spirite, 
Er  that  the  metall  be  parfite 
In  spuen  (brmes  it  is  sette 
Of  all:  and  if  one  be  lette, 
The  remenant  may  not  auaile: 
But  other  wise  it  maie  nought  faile. 
For  thei.  by  whom  this  art  was  founde, 
To  euery  poynt  a  certayne  bounde 
Ordeinen,  that  a  man  maie  fyiide. 
This  crafte  is  wrought  by  wey  of  kinde. 
So  that  there  is  no  faliace  in. 
But  what  man  that  this  werke  begyn. 
He  mote  awaite  at  euery  tide, 
So  that  nothynge  be  lefte  a  side* 

Fyrstof  the  distillacion. 
Forth  with  the  congellacion^ 
Solucion,  Diiicencion, 
And  kepe  in  his  entencioa 
The  point  of  sabtimacion, 
And  forth  with  Calcinacion  ^ 

Of  very  approbacion, 
Do  that  there  be  fixacion, 
With  temperate  hetes  of  the  fyre/ 
Tyll  he  the  parfite  Elixer 
Of  tbiike  philosophers  stone 
Maie  gette,  of  whiche  that  many  one 
Of  philosophers,  whitome  write: 
And  if  thou  wolt  tbe  names  wite 
Of  thiike  stone,  wkh  other  two, 
Whiche  as  the  clerkes  maden  tho> 
So  as  the  bokes  it  recorden. 
The  kynde  of  hem  I  shall  recorden. 

Nota  de  tribus  lapidibus,  quos  pbiloiophi  com- 
posuerunt:  quorum  primus  est  lapis  vegetabilis, 
qui  sanitatem  consertiat,  Secundus  dlcitur  lapis 
Auimalis,  que  membra  et  virtutes  sensibiles 
fbrtificat,  Tertius  dicitui:  lapis  mineralis,  que 
omnia  metatia  puiiijcat,  et  in  suum  perfectum 
naturali  potent  ia  deducit. 

These  olde  philosophers  wise. 
By  wey  of  kynde  in  sondrie  wise 
Thre  stones  made  through  clerigiey 
The  fyrste  I  shall  specifie. 
Was  cleped  Vegetabilis: 
Of  whiche  the  propre  vertue  is 
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To  mans  heale  for  to  serue, 

As  for  to  kepe  and  to  preseraa 

The  body  fro  sickenes  all, 

Till  death  of  kynde  vpon  hym  ialf. 

The  seconde  stone  I  the  befaote  . 

Is  lapis  Animalis  bote: 

Tbe  whose  vertue  is  propre,  and  couth 

For  eare,  and  eie,  nose,  and  mouth, 

Wherof  a  man  maie  here  and  see. 

And  smelle,  and  taste  in  his  degree. 

And  for  to  fele,  and  for  to  go 

It  helpeth  a  man  of  both  two: 

Tile  wittes  fine  he  vnderibngeth 

To  kepe,  as  it  to  hym  belongetb. 

The  thirde  stone  in  speciall 
By  name  is  cleped  Minerall, 
Whiche  the  mettals  of  euery  myne 
Attempreth,  till  that  thei  ben  fyne, 
And  poreth  hem  by  suche  a  wey. 
That  all  the  vice  goth  awey 
Of  rust,  of  stynke,  and  of  hardnes: 
And  whan  thei  ben  of  suche  clenneSy 
This  minerall,  so  as  I  fynde« 
Transformeth  all  the  fyrste  kynde, 
And  maketh  hem  able  to  cpnceiue 
Through  his  vertue,  and  receiue 
Both  in  substance  and  in  figure 
Of  golde  and  siluer  the  nature. 
For  thei  two  ben  thextremitaes, 
To  whiche  after  the  propertees 
Hath  euery  metall  his  desire, 
With  heipe  and  comforte  of  the  fyve. 
Furth  with  this  stone,  as  it  is  saide, 
Whiche  to  the  sonne  and  moone  is  laide: 
For  to  the  redde,  and  to  the  white 
This  stone  hath  power  to  profite. 
It  maketh  multipiicacion 
Of  golde,  and  the  fixacion 
It  causeth,  and  of  his  habite 
He  doth  the  werke  to  be  parfite 
Of  thiike  Elixer,  whiche  'men  call 
Alconomy,  as  is  befalle 
Tu  hem,  thac  whilom  were  wise. 
But  now  it  stant'all  otherwise. 
Thei  speken  fiiste  of  thiike  stone. 
But  howe  to  make  it,  no  we  wote  none. 
After  the  soothe  experience. 
And  netheles  great  diligence 
Thei  setten  i  p  thiike  dede. 
And  spillen  more  than  thei  sped*. 
For  al way  thei  fynde  a  lette, 
Whiche  bringeth  in  pouertee  and  dette 
To  hem,  that  riche  were  tofore. 
The  losse  is  had,  the  lucre  is  lore: 
To  get  a  pounde  thei  spenden  fiue, 
1  not  how  suche  a  crafte  shall  thriue, 
In  the  maner  as  it  is  %sed, 
It  were  better  be  refused, 
Than  for  to  worchen  vpon  wene 
In  thynge,  whiche  stant  not  as  thei  weoe 
But  not  for  thy  who  that  it  knewe. 
The"  science  of  bjrm  selfo  is  trewe. 
Upon  the  forme,  as  it  was  founden, 
Wherof  the  names  yet  be  grounded 
Of  hem,  that  first  it  founden  out: 
And  thus  the  fame  goth  all  about 
To  suche  as  soughten  besines 
Of  vertue,  and  of  worthines. 
Of  whom  if  I  the  names  call, 
Hcrtnes  was  one  the  fiirst  of  al]^ 
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To  whom  this  arte  is  moste  applied: 

Gtber  therof  was  magnified. 

And  Oitolao».aiid  Morieo, 

Amonge  the  irhiche  is  Auicen^ 

Wliiche  fonde  and  wrote  a  great  partie 

The  pnctike  of  Aloonomie: 

Whose  bokes  pleiniy,  as  thei  stonde 

Upon  this  crafte,  fewe  voderstonde. 

But  yet  to  pot  bem  in  assaie, 

There  ben  full  many  nowe  a  daie, 

That  knowen  littcll  what  thei  meiie. 

It  i«  not  one  to  wite,  and  wene. 

In  fonne  of  wordes  the!  it  trete. 

Bet  yet  thei  £uleD  of  bcyete. 

For  of  to  mache,  or  of  to  lite;» 

There  is  algate  foonde  a  wite.v 

So  that  thei  folowe  not  the  lin« 

Of  the  perfecte  medicine, 

Whiche  grounded  is  vpon  nature: 

B«t  thei  that  writen  the  scriptaie 

Of  Greke,  Arabe,  and  Caldee, 

Thei  were  of  sucbe  aactoritee. 

That  thei  first  fbuoden  out  the  wcy 

Of  all  that  thoa  hast  herde  me  sey. 

Vberof  the  cronike  of  her  lore 

Sail  stonde  in  price  for  euermore. 

Bat  towarde  our  marches  here 

Of  the  Latins,  if  thou  wolt  hei-e 

Of  hem  that  whilom  vertuous 

Voe,  and  therto  laborioas. 

<^*raient  made  of  hir  epgine 

Tie  first  letters  of  latine. 

Of  whichc  the  tonge  romayn  came^ 

^rof  that  Anstarcus  name, 

Forth  with  Dooat,  and  Didymus 

Tse  fj-nte  role  of  schole,  as  thus, 

Howe  that  latine  shall  be  compowned, 

Aod  in  what  wi.se  it  shall  be  sowned, 

Tlxteaery  worde  in  his  degree 

Sal  stonde  rpon  congruitee. 

Aod  thilke  time  at  Rome  also 
^MTulIitts  Cicero, 
T^  writeth  Tpon  Retborike, 
Hov  that  men  shutde  her  wordes  pike 
After  the  forme  of  eloquence, 
Vhicbe  ity  men  seine,  a  great  prudence. 
Aft!  after  that  out  of  hebiewe 
Jerome,  vhiche  the  langage  knewe, 
The  Bible,  in  whicbe  the  la  we  is  closed^ 
u  to  latine  he  hath  transposed. 

And  many  an  other  writer  eke 
^oTCaldee,  Arabe,  and  Greke,     . 
^  ith  great  labour  the  bokes  wise 
Tranilateden,  and  otherwise 
T^  laUns  of  hem  selfe  also 
Hff  study  at  thilke  tyme  so 
With  great  tranaile  of  schole  toke 
J»  »«lry  forme  for  to  loke. 
That  «e  maie  Uke  her  euidence 
Upon  the  lore  of  the  science 
Of  crrites  bothe,  and  of  clergie* 
^■ooje  the  whiche  in  poeaie 
To  tl>e  loners  Ooide  wrote 
Aad  taught,  if  loue  be  to  bote. 
»  vbat  maner  it  shulde  akele. 

For  thy  my  sonne  if  that  thou  fele, 
Tiat  kne  wrynge  the  to  sore, 
«bolde  Oaide,  and  take  bis  lore. 

My  father  if  thei  might  spcde, 
^7  louf,  I  wokte  his  bokes  rede^ 


And  if  they  tecben  to  restreyne 
My  loue,  it  were  an  idell  peyne 
To  leme  a  thynge,  whiche  mai  not  bee^ 
For  liche  vnto  the  grene  tree. 
If  that  men  take  his  roote  aweie: 
Right  so  myn  berte  shulde  deie, 
If  that  my  loue  be  withdrawe, 
Wberof  touchende  vnto  this  sawe 
There  is  but  onely  to  pursewe 
My  loue,  and  idelship  eschewe. 

My  good  sonne  sooth  to  seye. 
If  there  be  siker  any  weye 
To  loue,  thou  hast  saide  the  best. 
For  who  that  wpll  bane  all  bis  rest. 
And  do  no  trauaile  at  nede,  ^  t 

It  is  no  reason  that  be  spede. 
In  loues  cause  for  to  wynne. 
For  he,  whiche  dare  nothyng  begynne, 
I  not  what  thyng  he  shulde  acheoe. 

But  ouer  this  thou  shalte  belene. 
So  as  it  sit  the  well  tfi  knowe. 
That  there  ben  other  vices  slowe, 
Whiche  vnto  loue  do  great  lette. 
If  thou  thyn  berte  vpon  hem  sette. 

Perdithopio  causam  Hnquens  sua  iura  sopori, 
Et  quasi  dimtdiom  pars  sua  mortis  babet. 

Est  in  amore  vigil  Venus,  et  que  habet  vigilantt^ 
Obsequium  thalamis  fert  vigiiata  suis. 

Uic  loquitur  de  Somnolentia,  que  Accidie  Came« 
raria  dicta  est,  euius  natura  semimortua  alicui^ 
us  negotii  vigilias  obseroari  soportfero  torpor* 
recusat,  vnde  quatenus  araorem  concernit  Con« 
fessor  Amanti  diligentius  opponit. 

Towarde  the  slowe  progenie 
There  is  yet  one  of  companie. 
And  he  is  cleped  Somnolence, 
Whiche  dothe  to  Slouth  his  reuerence. 
As  he  whiche  is  his  chamberlein. 
That  many  an  honderde  tyme  hath  leia 
To  slepe,  when  he  shulde  wake. 
He  hath  with  loue  truce  take. 
That  wake  who  so  wake  will. 
If  he  maie  couche  adov/ne  bis  bill, 
He  bath  all  wowed  what  hym  list. 
That  ofte  he  goth  to  bedde  vnkist. 
And  saith,  that  for  no  druerie 
He  woll  not  leue  his  sluggard ie. 

For  though  no  man  wold  it  alowe« 
To  slepe  leuer  than  to  wowe 
Is  his  maner,  and  thus  on  nightca 
When  he  seeth  the  lusty  knightes 
Reuelen,  where  these  women  are, 
Awey  he  sculketh  as  an  hare. 
And  goihe  to  bed,  and  leyth  hym  soft^ 
And  of  his  slonthe  he  dremeth  ofte. 
How  that  he  sticketli  in  the  mire. 
And  howe  he  sittetb  by  the  fire. 
And  claweth  on  his  bare  skankes. 
And  howe  he  clymeth  vp  the  bankes^^ 
And  ftilleth  in  the  slades  depe. 
But  then  who  so  take  kepe. 
When  he  is  falle  in  socbe  a  dreme« 
Right  as  a  ship  agaVnst  the  streme 
He  routeth  with  a  slepie  noyse. 
And  broustletb  as  a  monkes  froyse^ 
When  it  is  throwe  in  to  the  panne^ 
And  otherwhile  selde  svl>fl^<l% 
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That  be  male  dreme  a  Inttie  8treaen» 

Hym  thinketh  as  tboughe  be  were  in  heuen: 

And  as  tbe  world  were  boUy  his. 

^nd  than  he  speaketh  of  that  and  this, 

And  maketh  his  expoaicion 

After  his  disposicion. 

Of  that  be  wold,  and  in  suche  wise 

He  dothe  to  loue  all  bis  semise. 

J  not  what  thonke  be  shall  deserae. 

But  Sonne  if  tbou  wolte  loue  senie^ 

I  rede  that  thou  do  not  so. 
A  good  fiither  certes  no, 

I  bad  leauer  by  my  trouth, 

Er  I  Were  sette  on  suche  a  sloutb. 

And  beare  suche  a  slepye  snoute, 

Bothe  eien  of  my  head. were  oat 

For  me  were  better  fiilly  die. 

Than  I  of  suche  sduggardie 

Had  any  name,  god  me  sbilde. 

For  whan  my  mother  was  with  cfailde. 

And  I  lay  in  her  wombe  close, 

I  wolde  rather  Atropos, 

Which^  is  goddesse  of  all  death, 

Anone  as  I  had  any  breath. 

Me  had  fro  my  mother  cast. 
But  nowe  I  am  nothyng  agast, 

I  thanke  god :  for  Lachesis, 

X^e  Cioto,  whiche  hir  felawe  is. 

Me  shopen  no  suche  destinee. 

Whan  thei  at  my  natiuitee 

•My  wrrdes  setten  as  thei  wolde. 

But  thei  me  shopen  that  I  sholde 

Eschf^we  of  slepe  the  truandise. 

So  that  1  hope  in  suche  a  wise 

To  loue  for  to  ben  excnscd» 

That  I  no  sompnolence  haue  vsed. 
Fur  certps  father  Genius, 

Yet  vnto  nowe  it  hath  be  thus 
At  all  tyme  if  it  befelle. 
So  that  1  might  come  and  dwelle 
In  place  there  my  lady  were» 
I  was  not  si  owe  ne  slepy  there. 
For  than  I  dare  well  vndertake. 
That  whan  hir  list  on  nightes  wake 
In  chambre  as  to  caroIe  and  daunce. 
Me  thinke  I  mate  me  more  auaunce 
If  I  may  gone  vpon  hir  honde. 
Then  if  I  wynne  a  kynges  londe. 
For  whan  I  maie  hir  honde  beclip. 
With  suche  gladnes  I  daunce  and  skip, 
Mc  thinketh  I  touche  not  tbe  floore. 
The  Ro,  whiche  renneth  on  the  moore 
Is  than  nought  so  light  as  I. 
So  mowe  ye  witten  all  for  thy, 
That  for  the  tyme  slepe  I  hate. 
And  whaa  it  ^Heth  other  gat^. 
So  that  hir  liketh  not  to  daunce. 
But  on  the  dyes  to  caste  a  cbaunce, 
Or  aske  of  loue  some  demaunde. 
Or  els  that  hir  list  commaunde 
To  rede  and  here  of  Troilus, 
Ri?ht  as  she  wolde,  so  or  thus, 
I  am  all  redie  to  consent. 
And  if  so  is,  that  I  maie  hent 
Somtyme  amonge  a  good  leyscr. 
So  as  I  dare  of  my  desire, 
1  telle  a  part:  but  whan  I  praie, 
Anone  she  biddeth  me  go  my  weye. 
And  saith:  it  is  ferre  in  the  night, 
And  I  swere,  it  is  euen  li^bt 


But  as  it  falleth  at  laite, 
There  may  no  worldes  ioye  (act. 
So  mote  I  nedes  firo  hir  wende, 
And  of  my  watche  .make  an  ende. 
And  if  she  than  bade  toke, 
Howe  pitousliche  on  hir  I  looke. 
Whan  that  I  shall  my  leue  take, 
Hir  ought  of  mercy  for  to  slake 
Hir  daunger,  whiche  saith  eoer  nate. 

But  he  seith  often,  Haa^  good  date. 
That  lothe  is  for  to  take  his  leue. 
Therfore  while  I  maie  beleae, 
I  tary  forth  the  night  ah>nge. 
For  it  is  nought  on  me  alongc. 
To  slepe,  that  I  sooue  ^o^ 
Till  that  I  mote  algate  so. 
And  than  I  bidde,  god  hir  see. 
And  so  downe  knetende  on  my  kn^» 
I  take  leue,  and  if  1  shall, 
1  kisse  hir,  and  go  forth  withall. 
And  other  while,  if  that  I  dore, 
Er  I  come  folly  at  dore, 
I  toume  ayene,  and  feigne  a  thynge. 
As  though  I  had  lost  a  rynge. 
Or  somwhat  els,  for  I  wolde 
Kisse  hir  eftsoone,  if  I  shulde. 
But  selden  is,  that  I  so  gpede. 
And  whan  I  seo,  that  I  mote  nadc 
Departe,  X  departe,  and  than 
With  all  my  herte  1  curse  and  banne. 
That  euer  slepe  was  made  for  eye^ 
For  as  me  thinketh  I  might  drie 
Without  slepe  to  waken  euer. 
So  that  I  shulde  not  disseuer 
Fro  hir,  in  whom  is  all  my  light. 

And  than  I  curse  also  the  night. 
With  all  tbe  will  of  my  courage. 

And  saie.  Away  tbou  blacke  imager 

Whicbe  of  thy  derke  cloudie  fitce 

Makest  all  the  worldes  light  deface. 

And  causest  vnto  slepe  awaye, 

By  whiche  I  mote  nowe  gone  awaye 

Out  of  my  ladies  companie. 
O  slepy  night  I  the  defie. 

And  wolde  that  thou  lay  in  presse 

With  Proserpine  tbe  goddesse. 

And  with  Pluto  the  faeHe  kynge. 

For  till  I  se  the  daie  springe, 

I  sette  slepe  nought  at  a  risshe. 

And  with  that  worde  I  sigh  and  wissbe* 

And  saie:  A  why  ne  were  it  dale. 

For  yet  my  lady  than  I  maie 

Bcholde,  though  I  do  no  more.  ' 

And  efte  I  thinke  forthermore. 

To  some  man  howe  the  night  doth  ease. 

Whan  he  hath  thyag,  that  may  hym  please 

The  longe  night  by  his  side. 

Where  as  I  foile,  and  go  beside. 

But  slepe,  I  not  wherof  it  serueth. 

Of  whicbe  no  man  bis  thanke  deserueth 

To  get  hym  loue  in  any  place. 

But  is  an  hyndrer  of  his  grace, 

And  maketh  hym  dead  as  for  a  tlirowe^ 

Right  as  a  stockc  were  ouerthrowe. 

And  so  my  fader  in  this  wise 

Tbe  slepy  nightes  I  despises 

And  encr  a  middes  of  my  tale 

I  thinke  vpon  the  nightyngale, 

Wliiche  slepeth  not  by  wey  of  kynde 

For  loue,  in  bokes  as  I  fynde. 
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Dm  at  laste  I  go  to  bedde^ 
And  yet  myn  herte  lieth  to  wedde 
With  hir,  where  as  I  cam  fro, 
Thoogh  I  departe,  be  «oU  not  so. 
There  it  oo  locke  maie  shet  hsrm  oute, 
Hyoi  oedeth  noaght  to  gone  airaute. 
That  peroe  maie  tbo  barde  wall, 
Tboft  is  be  witb  bir  ooerall 
TUt  be  hir  leef,  or  be  lotb, 
lo  tu  hir  bed  myn  herte  gotb : 
And  softrly  taketh  bir  in  his  arme. 
And  felecb  bowe  that  she  is  warme, 
ittl  wisshetb  that  bis  body  were 
To  Tele,  that  be  feleth  there. 

And  thos  my  seUeo  I  torment, 
Tftl  tbst  the  dead  slepe  jne  bent. 
Bat  than  by  a  tboosai id  score, 
Wei  more  than  I  was  tofore 
I  *m  tonneoted  in  my  slepJe : 
But  that  1  dreme  is  not  on  shepe. 
F«^rl  De  tbynke  nought  on  wuU, 
But  1  am  d'retched  to  the  full 
Orioue,  that  T  haae  to  kepe: 
Toat  Dowe  I  laugh  and  nowe  I  wepe. 
And  Dowe  1  lese  and  nowe  1  wynoe. 
And  Dove  1  ende,  and  nowe  beginne: 
Aid  other  while  i  dreme,  and  uiete. 
That  I  alone  with  bir  mete, 
Aad  thatdaunger  is  lefte  behynde: 
Aod  than  in  slepe  suche  ioye  1  fyude, 
Taat  I  ne  bede  neuer  awake. 

Bot  after,  whan  I  bede  take; 
And  shall  arise  vpon  the  morowe, 
'Hiao  ii  all  torued  in  to  sorowe: 
N'ogirht  for  the  cause  I  shall  arise, 
fiut  for  I  mette  in  suche  %  wise. 
And  at  laste  I  am  bethought, 
Taat  all  is  vaine,  and  beJpeth  nought 
''•Qt  yet  me  thynketh  by  my  wille, 
I  vdU  baoe  ley  and  slepe  stille, 
Tt)  meten  ener  of  sache  a  sweuen. 
For  than  I  bad  a  slepie  heuen. 

GOMnSSOR. 

My  wane  and  for  thon  tellest  so, 
A  DBD  maie  finde  of  tyme  a  go, 
Thst  maoy  a  sweuen  bath  be  certeyn, 
All  be  it  so,  that  som  men  seyn. 
That  sweoeos  ben  of  no  credence : 
But  for  to  shewe  in  enideoce, 
Tut  they  full  ofte  soth  tbynges 
Re  token,  I  tbynke  in  my  wrytiogcs 
To  Idle  a  tale  tberapon, 
^^lucbe  fidle  by  old  dayes  gone. 

Hie  pooit  eiemplum,  qnaliter  somnia  prenostice 
Yvitatis  quandoque  certitudinem  figurant.  £t 
aanat,  qood  cum  Ceix  rex  Trocenie  pro  reforma- 
tive fratris  sui  Dedalionis  in  ascipitrem  trans- 
"ntati  peregre  proficiscens  in  mari  lonidus  a 
P«tria  dimersus  fuerat,  luno  mittens  Iridem 
nuoeiain  suam  in  partes  Cbimerie  ad  domum 
M^ni  iussit,  quod  ipse  Alcione  dicti  regis  vxori 
hsios  rei  euentum  per  somnia  certificaret.  9uo 
^'cto  Akiona  rem  perscrutans  corpus  mariti 
'Qif  vbi  SQper  fluctns  mortous  iactabatur,  in* 
tteajt:  qoe  prodolore  angustiata  cupiens  corpus 
'opiectere,  in  altum  mare  super  ipsnm  prosiliit, 
^ndedii  misciti  amborum  corpora  in  aues,  que 


adhuc  Alciooes  dicte    sunt,  subito  conuerte^ 
,     runt. 

This  fynde  I  writte  inn  poesie, 
Ceyx  the  kynge  of  Trocenie 
Had  Alceon  to  his  wyfe, 
Whiche  as  hir  owne  bertes  lyfe 
Uym  louetb,  and  he  had  also 
A  broder,  whicbe  was  cleped  tho 
DedalioD,  and  he  par  cas, 
Vro  kynde  of  man  fbrshape  was 
In  to  a  goshauke  of  likenes, 
Whereof  this  kynge  great  heauinesse 
Hath  take:  and  thought  in  his  courage 
To  gone  vpon  a  pilgremage 
In  a  strange  region, 
Where  he  bath  his  deuocton 
To  done  his  sacrifice,  and  preye. 
If  that  he  might  in  any  weye 
Towardes  the  goddes  fynde  grace. 
His  broders  hele  to  purchace. 
So  that  he  might  be  reformed, 
Of  that  he  had  ben  transformed. 
To  this  purpose,  and  to  this  ende. 
This  kynge  is  redy  for  to  wende: 
As  he  whiche  wold  go  by  ship, 
Aod  for  to  done  hym  felauship. 
His  wife  vnto  the  sea  hym  brought 
With  all  hir  herte,  arid  hym  besought. 
That  he  the  tyme  hir  wolde  seyne, 
Whan  that  he  thought  come  ageyne. 

Within,  he  saith,  two  mdnetbes  dfi\e. 
And  thus  in  all  the  haste  he  maie 
He  toke  his  leue,  and  forth  he  saileth. 
Wepend  and  she  hir  selfe  bewaileth. 
And  torneth  home  there  she  cam  fro. 

But  whan  the  roonethes  were  ago. 
The  whiche  he  set  of  his  comynge. 
And  that  she  herd  no  tydynge. 
There  was  no  care  for  to  seche, 
Wherof  the  goddes  to  beseche 
Tho  she  began  in  many  wise,    * 
And  to  luno  hii'  sacrifice 
Abooe  all  other  moste  she  dede. 
And  for  hir  lorde  she  hath  so  bede. 
To  witte  and  knowe  howe  that  he  ferde» 
That  luno  the  goddes  hir  herde 
Anone,  and  vpon  this  matere 
She  badde  Iris  hir  massagyer, 
To  Slepes  hous  that  she  shall  wende. 
And  byd  hym,  that  be  make  an  ende 
By  sweuen,  and  shewen  all  the  cas 
Unto  this  ladie,  howe  it  was. 

This  Iris  fro  the  highe  stage 
(Whiche  vndertake  hath  the  message) 
Hir  reinie  cope  dyd  vpon, 
The  whiche  was  wonderly  begone 
With  colours  of  dyuers  hewe. 
An  honderd  mo  than  men  it  knewe. 
The  heuen  lycbe  vnto  a  howe 
She  bende,  and  she  cam  downe  lowe. 
The  god  of  slepe  where  that  she  fonde. 
And  that  was  in  a  straunge  londe, 
Whiche  marchetb  vpon  Cbimerie. 
For  there,  as  seith  the  poesie. 
The  god  of  slepe  hath  made  his  boos, 
Whiche  of  entaylle  is  meruailous. 

Under  a  hille  there  is  a  caue, 
Whiche  of  the  sonne  maie  not  haue. 
So  that  no  man  maie  knowe  aright 
The  poynt  betwene  the  daie  and  night 
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There  is  no  fyre,  there  is  oo  sparke, 
There  is  no  dore,  vhiche  maie  charke, 
Wherof  an  eie  shulde  yoshet. 
So  that  inward  there  is  no  let. 

And  for  to  speke  of  that  withonte, 
There  stant  no  great  tree  nigh  aboute^ 
Wheron  there  might  crowe  or  pie 
Alight?  for  to  clepe  or  crie.' 
There  is  no  cocke  to  crowe  daie, 
Ne  best  none,  whiche  noise  maie 
The  hyll,  but  all  aboute  ronode 
There  is  growend  vpon  the  grounde 
Popie,  whiche  beareth  the  sede  of  slepe. 
With  other  herbes  suche  an  hepe. 
A  still  water  for  the  nones 
Rennend  ypoo  the  small  stones, 
tVfciche  bight  of  Lethes  the  riucr, 
Under  that  hi  lie  in  suche  maner 
There  is,  whiche  yeuetb  great  appetite 
To  slepe,  and  thos  fall  of  delite 
Slepe  hath  his  hous.    And  of  his  couche 
Within  his  chamber  if  I  shall  toucbe. 
Of  Hebenus  that  slepie  tree 
The  hordes 'all  aboute  bee. 
And  for  he  shuld  slepe  softe. 
Upon  a  fether  bed  alofte 
He  lieth,  with  many  a  pylow  of  downe^ 
The.chambre  is  strowedrp  and  downe 
With  sweuens  many  a  thousande  folde. 

Thus  came  Iris  in  to  this  holde. 
And  to  the  bed>  whiche  is  all  blacke 
She  goth,  and  ther  with  slepe  she  spake. 
And  in  this  wise  as  she  was  bede. 
The  massage  of  luno  she  dede. 
Full  ofte  hir  worde  she  reherpeth^ 
£r  she  his  slepie  cares  perseth. 
With  mochell  wo  but  at  laste 
His  slomerend  eles  he  vpcaste. 
And  said  hir,  that  it  shall  be  dow 
Wherof  amonge  a  thousand  tho 
Within  his  hous,  that  slepie  were 
In  speciall  he  chesr  out  there 
Three,  whiche  shulden  do  this  dede. 

The  first  of  hem,  so  a»  I  rede, 
Was  Morpheus,  the  whose  nature 
Is  for  to  take  the  fygure 
Of  that  person,  that  hym  liketh, 
Wherof  that  he  full  ofte  entriketh 
The  lyfe,  whiche  slepe  shall  by  night. 
And  Ithecus  that  other  hight, 
Whiche  hath  the  voice  of  euery  soune. 
The  chere  and  the  condieioun 
Of  ^.uery  life  what  so  it  is. 

The  thirde  sewende  after  this. 
Is  Panthasas,  whiche  maie  transforme 
Of  euery  thynge  the  right  forme. 
And  chaunge  it  in  an  other  kynde. 
Upon  hem  three,  so  as  I  fynde. 
Of  sweuens  stant  all  thapparence, 
Whiche  ether  while  is  eaidencei 
And  other'wbile  but  a  iape. 
But  nethel^s  it  is  so  shape. 
That  Morpheus  by  night  allone 
Appereth  vntill  Alceone, 
Xn  iykenesse  of  hir  husbonde. 
All  naked  dead  vpon  the  stronde* 
And  how  he  dreint  in  speciall 
These  other  two  it  shewen  ail, 
The  tempest  of  the  blacke  cloivde. 
The  ux>ode  9ea,  the  wyndes  lowde» 


All  this  she  met,  and  seeth  hym  ileni 
Whefdf  that  she  begnn  to  crien 
Slepend  a  b^dde  there  she  laie, 
And  with  that  noise  of  hir  affi^ie, 
Hir  women  sterten  vp  aboute, 
Whiche  of  hir  ladie  were  in  doabtr. 
And  askeo  hir,  howe  that  she  forde. 
And  she,  rfght  as  she  sigh  and  herde, 
Hir  sweuen  hath  tolde  hem  euery  dde. 
And  thei  ii  halsen  all  wele. 
And  seyn,  it  is  a  token  of  good. 
But  till  she  wist  howe  that  it  stood. 
She  hath  no  comfort  in  hir  herte. 

Upon  the  morowe  and  vp  the  sterte. 
And  to  the  sea  (where  as  she  mette 
The  bodie  laie)  without  lette ' 
She  drough :  and  whan  that  the  cam  nigh) 
Starke  dead  his  armes  sprade  she  sighe 
Hir  lorde,  fletende  vpon  the  wawe : 
Wherof  fair  wittes  be  withdrawe,^ 
And  she  whiche  toke  of  death  no  kepe, 
Anone  forth  lepte  in  to  the  depe, 
And  woulde  haue  >caught  hym  ill  hir  aniie« 
This  infortune  of  dotable  harme 
The  goddes  from  the  heuen  aboue 
Beheld,  and  for  the  trouthe  of  lone, 
Whiche  in  this  worthie  ladie  flood  e 
Thei  haue  vpon  the  salt  floode, 
Hir  dreint  loi-de  and  hir  also 
For  deth  to  life  tomed  so, 
That  thei  ben  shapen  in  to  briddea 
Swimmend  vpon  the  waue  amiddes. 
And  whan  she  sawe  hir  lorde  lyuend 
In  Iykenesse  of  a  birde  swymende. 
And  she  was  of  the  same  sorte. 
So  as  she  might  do  disporte 
Upon  the  ioie,  whiche  she  had 
Hir  winges  both  abrode  she  sprad. 
And  hym  both  so  as  she  maie  suffise, 
Beclipte  and  kiste  in  suche  a  wise^ 
As  she  was  whilome  wont  to  do, 
Hir  winges  for  hir  armes  tho 
She  toke,  and  for  fair  lippes  softe 
Hir  harde  hi  lie,  and  so  full  ofte 
Shefondeth  in  hirbirdcs  forme, 
If  that  she  might  htr  selfe  conforroe 
To  do  the  plesance  of  a  wife. 
As  she  did  in  that  other  life. 
For  though  she  had  hir  power  lore» 
Hir  wille  stode,  as  it  was  tofore. 
And  serueth  hym  so  as  she  maie, 
Wherof  in  to  this  ylke  dale 
To  geder  vpon  the  sea  thei  wonne. 
Where  many  a  doughter  and  sonne 
Thei  bringcn  forth  (^  byrdes  kynde. 
And  for  men  shulden  take  in  myude 
This  Alceon  the  trewe  quene, 
Hir  briddes  yet  as  it  is  sene. 
Of  Alceon  the  name  beare. 

Lo  thus  my  Sonne  it  maie  the  stere 
Of  sweuens  for  to  take  kepe. 
For  oft  tyme  a  man  a  slepe 
Maie  se,  what  after  shall  betide. 
For  thy  it  helpetb  at  some  tide 
A  man  to  slepe  as  it  belongeth ; 
But  slouthe  no  life  vnderfongeth, 
Whiche  i&  to  loue  appertenant 

My  foder  vpon  the  couenaat 
1  dare  well  make  this  auowe^ 
Of  all  my  life  in  to  uowe, 
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All  ferfoffth  u  I  can  vndentoiidey 

Yet  toke  I  ucuer  slepe  on  boude, 

What  it  was  tyme  for  to  wake. 

For  though  myn  eie  it  irolde  take, 

Mrn  herte  is  eaer  there  agayne. 

Bot  netbeles  to  speake  it  playne, 

AJI  this  that  1  haue  sayde  you  here, 

Of  my  wakyngi§,  ai  ye  maie  here, 

It  toocheth  to  my  lady  twete. 

For  other  wise  I  you  bihete. 

In  straonge  place  whan  I  go, 

U<'  lyrt  no  tbynge  to'  wake  so. 

For  whan  the  women  lysten  plaie. 

And  I  hir  se  not  in  the  waie. 

Of  whome  I  ihalde  myrthe  take. 

Me  list  not  longe  for  to  wake, 

Bat  if  It  be  for  pure  shame, 

Of  that  I  wolde  eschewe  a  name. 

That  thei  ne  shuld  haue  cause  none 

To  ?ei^,  A  lo  where  suche  one. 

That  hath  forlore  his  countenaunce. 

And  thus  amonge  1  synge  and  daunce 

And  feigne  Inst,  there  none  is. 

Forofte  syth  I  Me  this 

Of  tbooght,  wbiche  in  mine  herte  falleth. 

Whan  it  i*  night  myn  heads  appaUcth : 

And  that  is  for  I  see  hir  nought, 

Whicfae  is  the  waker  of  my  thought. 

And  thus  as  tymeliche  as  I  male 
Foil  ofte,  whan  it  is  brode  daie, 
I  take  of  all  these  other  leue. 
And  ^o  my  wey :  and  thei  beleue, 
Tbat  seen  per  cas  her  lones  there, 
And  I  go  forth  as  nought  ne  were 
I'cto  my  bedy  so  that  alone 
I  maie  there  ligge  sigh  and  grone. 
And  witsheo  all  the  longe  night, 
Tj'il  that  1  9ce  the  dales  light : 
I  Qot  if  that  be  aompnolence. 
Bat  rpoo  yoor  conscience 
Mjro  holy  iader  demeth  ye. 

My  tonne  I  am  well-payd  with  the 
^  tiepe,  that  thou  the  sluifgardie 
Br  nights  in  loues  compaaie 
Eschewe  hast,  and  do  thy  peync 
iio,  that  thy  looe  dare  not  pleyne. 

For  looe  vpon  his  lust  wakende 
1:  ener,  and  wold  that  none  ende, 
^Iterof  tbe  longp  night  is  sette, 
Whnof  that  thou  beware  the  bette, 
To  telle  a  tale  I  am  bethought, 
H'iwe  kMie  and  slepe  acorden  nought. 

H>c  dictt,  quod  Tigilia  in  amantibus,  et  non  som- 
aoieatia  landanda  est.  Et  ponit  exemplum  dc 
Cephalo  filio  Pbebi,  qui  nocturno  silentio  Auro- 
laai  Mffipunt  j^oam  diligentius  amplecteus,  Solem 
et  Laaam  interpeUabat,  ridel icet  quod  sol  in 
cirealo  ab  oriente  distantiori  currum  cum  luce 
na  retardaret,  ct  quod  Luna  sphere  sua  longis- 
•iiaa  ofbem  circueos,  noctem  continiuiret,  ita 
vt  ipsiHQ  Gephalum  amplexibus  Aurore  volutum 
prioaqoam  dies  illucesceret  suis  delttiis  adquies- 
eere  ifintias  perroittere  dignarentur. 

Pot  looe  who  that  lust  to  wake 

By  night,  he  male  ensample  take 

Of  Cepbalns,  whan  that  he  laie 

With  Aarora  the  swete  maie 

II  ames  all  the  longe  night. 

Bot  whaa  it  droogh  towarde  the  lygbt, 


That  he  within  his  herte  sie 
The  daie,  whiche  was  the  morowe  nie^ 
Anone  vnto  the  sonne  he  praide. 
For  luBte  of  loue:  and  thus  he  saide: 

O  Phebus,  whiche  the  dales  light 
Gouemest  tyll  that  it  be  night. 
And  gladdest  euery  creature 
After  the  la  we  of  thy  nature. 
But  netheles  there  to  a  tbynge, 
Whichr  onliche  to  thy  koowlechynge 
Belongeth  as  In  priuitee 
To  loue,  and  to  bis  dutee, 
Whiche  asketh  not  to  ben  a  pert, 
But  in  scilence,  and  in  oouert 
Desyrrtb  for  to  be  beshaded: 
And  thus  whan  that  the  light  is  faded^ 
And  ve&per  sheweth  hym  alofte 
And  that  the  night  is  longe  and  softe 
Under  the  loudes  derke  and  stille.     . 
Than  hath  this  tbynge  most  of  his  wille. 
For  thy  vnto  thy  migbtes  hie. 
As  thou,  whiche  art  the  daieseie 
Of  lone  and  might  no  cciunseyl  hydt^ 
Upon  this  derke  nightes  tide 
With  all  myu  herte  I  the  besecbe, 
That  I  plesance  might  seche 
With  hir,  whiche  lyeth  in  mjm  armes, 
Withdrawe  the  baner  of  tbyn  armes. 
And  lete  thy  lightes  ben  ynbome. 
And  in  the  signe  of  Capricome 
The  housappropred  to  Satume, 
I  preie  the,  that  thou  wolt  soioume 
Where  ben  the  nightes  derke  and  longe. 
For  I  my  loue  haue  vnderfonge, 
Whiche  lieth  here  by  my  side  naked, 
As  she  whiche  wolde  ben  awaked. 
And  me  list  no  thynge  fur  to  slepe : 
So  were  it  good  to  take  kepe 
Nowe  at  this  nede  of  my  praier. 
And  that  the  like  for  to  stere 
Thy  fyrie  carte,  and  so  ordeine. 
That  thou  thy  swift  hors  restreine 
Lowe  vnder  erthe  in  Occident, 
That  thei  toward  thorient 
By  cercle  go  the  longe  weie. 

And  eke  to  the  Diane  1  preie, 
Which  cleped  art  of  thy  noblesse 
The  nightes  moone,  and  the  Goddessc, 
That  thou  to  me  be  gracious. 
And  in  Cancro  tbyn  own  bona, . 
Ayene  Phebus  in  opposite 
Stoud  at  this  time,  and  of  delite 
Beholde  Venus  with  a  gladde  eie. 
For  than  rpon  Astronomic 
Of  due  constellaciun, 
Thou  makest  prolificaoion. 
And  dost  that  children  ben  begete, 
Whicho  grace  if  that  I  might  gete. 
With  all  myn  herte  1  woll  serue 
By  nyght,  and  thy  vigille  obsenie. 

Lo  thus  this  lustie  Cephalus 
Praied  Tuto  Phebe,  and  to  Phebus, 
The  night  in  lengthe  for  to  drawe. 
So  tbat  he  might  do  the  lawe 
In  tbiike  poynt  of  loues  heste, 
Wbiche  cleped  is  the  nightes  feste. 
With  Ottten  slepe  of  sluggardie, 
Whiche  Venus  out  of  coropanio 
Hath  put  awey,  as  thilke  same, 
Whiche  lustlet  for  from  game 
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la  chambre  doth  full  ofte  wo 
A  bedde  whan  it  fiilleth  so. 
That  loue  shalde  ben  awaited, 

Bat  sloatbe,  whiche  is  euill  affiuted 
"^ith  slepe  hath  made  bit  retenue. 
That  what  thy  age  is  to  lone  due. 
Of  all  his  dette  he  paieth  none. 
He  wote  not  bowe  the  nygt  is  gone. 
Me  howe  the  daie  is  oome  aboiite. 
But  oiiely  for  to  slepe  and  foate, 
Till  high  middaie,  that  he  arise. 
But  Cephalus  did  otherwise, 
As  thou  my  sonne  hast  herd  aboue. 

My  fader  who  that  bath  his  loue 
A  bedde  naked  by  bis  side. 
And  wold  than  his  eien  hide 
"With  slepe,  I  not  what  man  is  he.  * 

But  certes  as  toucbend  of  me. 
That  felle  me  neuer  yet  er  this. 
But  other  while  whan  so  is, 
That  1  maie  catche  slepe  on  honde 
Lyggend  alone,  than  I  fonde 
To  dreme  a  mery  sWeuen  er  daie. 
And  it  so  felle,  that  I  maie 
My  thought  with  suche  a  swenen  please. 
Me  thynke  I  am  somdele  at  ease. 
For  I  none  other  comfort  have. 
So  nedeth  nought  that  I  shall  crane 
The  Sonnes  carte  for  to  tarie 
Ne  yet  the  Moone  that  she  carie 
Hir  oours  a  longe  ypon  the  heuen. 
For  I  am  nought  the  more  in  enen 
Towardes  loue  in  no  degree. 
But  in  my  slepe  yet  than  I  see 
Somwbat  in  sweuen  of  that  me  liketh, 
Whiche  afterwarde  myn  berte  entriketh, 
AVhan  that  I  fynde  it  other  wise : 
So  wote  1  not  of  what  seruice 
That  slepe  to  mans  ease  dooth. 

My  Sonne  certes  thou  sa3r8t  sooth: 
But  onely  that  it  helpeth  kynde, 
Somtjrme  in  Phisike  as  T  fynde, 
"Whan  it  is  take  by  measure 
But  he  whiche  can  no  slepe  measure 
ITpou  the  reule  as  it  belongeth, 
Full  ofte  of  sodeine  chauoce  he  fongetb, 
Suche  infortune,  that  hym  greueth. 

But  who  these  olde  bokes  leuetb. 
Of  somnolence  howe  it  is  writte. 
There  maie  a  man  the  soth  witte. 
If  that  he  wolde  ensample  take, 
'l*hat  otherwbile  is  good  to  wake, 
Wherof  a  tale  in  Poesie 
I  thynke  for  to  specific. 

Hie  loquitur  in  amoris  Causa  contra  istos,  qui 
somnolentie  dediti,  ea  que  seruare  tenentur, 
amittunt,  £t  Aarrat  quod  cum  lo  paella  pul- 
cherrima  a  lunone  in  vaccam  transformata,  et 
in  Argi  custodiam  sic  depositam  Aiisse  sQper- 
ueniens  Mercurius  Argum  dormientem  occidit, 
vt  ipsam  vaccam  a  pastura  rapiens,  quo  volnit, 
secum  perduxitv 

t)uiDB  telleth  in  his  saies 

How0  Jupiter  by  olde  daies 

LAie  by  a  maide,  whiche  lo 

Was  cleped,  wherof  that  luno 

His  wife  was  wrothe,  and  the  goddesse 

%Jf  lo  turned  tlie  likenesse 


In  to  a  Cowe  to  goe  there  oitte 
The  large  feldes  all  aboute. 
And  get  hir  mete  ypon  the  grene* 
And  therupon  this  highe  queue 
Betoke  hir  Argus  for  to  kepe. 
For  he  was  seldon  wonte  to  slepe : 
And  yet  he  had  an  hondred  eyen. 
And  all  aliche  well  Ibei  syen. 
Now  herken  bow  be  Was  begtied 

Mercuric  Whiche  was  all  affiled 
This  Cowe  to  itele  he  came  desgoiaed* 
And  had  a  pipe  well  deuised 
Upon  the  notes  of  masike, 
Wherof  he  might  his  eres  like. 
And  ouer  that  he  had  aAiited 
His  lusty  tales,  and  awaited 
His  time ;  and  thus  in  to  the  fekle 
He  came,  where  Argus  he  bebelde 
With  lo,  whicbe  beside'bym  went: 
With  that  his  pype  anon  he  beat. 
And  gan  to  pipe  in  his  manere 
Tbynge,  whiche  was  slepie  for  to  here. 
And  in  his  pipynge  euer  amonge 
He  tolde  hym  suche  a  lusty  songe. 
That  he  the  fool  hath  brought  a  slepe. 
There  was  none  eie  that  might  kepe 
His  heade,  whiche  Mercurie  of  smote, 
And  forth  with  all  aiione  fote  bote 
He  state  the  cowe,  whicbe  Argus  kepte> 
And  all  this  fell  for  that  he  slepte. 

Ensample  it  was  to  many  mo. 
That  mochelt  slepe  doth  ofte  wo. 
Whan  it  is  time  for  to  wake. 
For  if  a  man  this  rice  take^ 
In  somnolence  and  hym  delite, 
Men  shulde  vpon  his  dore  write 
His  Epitaphe,  and  on  his  grate. 
For  he  to  spille,  and  nought  to  saue 
Is  shaped,  as  though  he  were  deade. 

For  thy  my  sonne  holde  vp  thin  beade, 
And  let  no  slepe  thyn  eie  engloe. 
But  whan  it  is  to  reason  due. 

My  fsder  as  touehend  of  this. 
Right  so  as  I  you  tolde,  it  is, 
That  ofte  a  bedde,  whan  I  sholde^ 
I  maie  not  slepe  though  I  wolde. 
For  loue  is  euer  fost  byme, 
Whiche  taketh  none  hede  of  doe  tyme« 
For  whan  1  shall  myn  eien  dose, 
Anone  my  bert  hewoll  oppose. 
And  hold  bis  schole  in  suche  a  wise 
Ty  II  it  be  daie  that  I  arise : 
That  selde  it  is  whan  that  I  slepe. 
And  thus  fro  somnolence  I  kepe    • 
Myn  eie,  and  for  thy  if  there  bee 
Ought  elles  more  in  this  degree 
Now  aske  forth.     My  sonne  yis. 
For  slouth,  whicbe  as  moder  is. 
The  fourth  drawer  and  the  Norice 
To  man  of  many  a  drcdfuU  vice. 
Hath  yet  another  last  of  all, 
Whiche  many  a  man  hath  made  to  falle. 
Where  that  he  might  neuer  arise : 
Wherof  for  thoa  the  shalt  auise, 
Er  thou  so  with  thy  selfe  misfiire. 
What  vice  it  is  I  woll  declare. 

Nil  fortuna  iuuat,  vbi  deq>eratio  ledit. 

Quo  desiccat  humor  nbn  viridescit  humus. 
Magnanimus  sed  amor  spem  ponit,  et  inde  saluteok 

Cqpsequitur,  quo  ei  prospera  fata  fauent* 
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Hk  loquitur  8ttp«r  ▼Itipift  ipecie  aceidU:,  qneTris- 
ticia^  sine  desperacio  dicitar,  cuiua  obstinata 
coodicio  totius  coDSolationis  spen  deponeus  aii- 
cuius  remedii,  quo  libonuri  poterit,  fortooam  si- 
bi  euenire  UBpowibile  credit. 

Wkan  alooth  doth  all  that  be  maie 
To  driue  forth  the  longe  daie 
Till  be  become  to  the  nede, 
Tbaa  at  last  vpon  the  dede 
He  loketb  bowe  his  tyme  is  lore, 
Aod  is  io  wo  begone  tberfore* 
That  be  withio  his  thought  conceioeth 
Tristesse,  and  so  him  selfe  deceiueth^ 
That  be  wanhope  bringeth  inne. 
Where  is  no  comfbrte  to  beginne. 
Bat  eiiery  ioye  hym  is  delaied. 
So  that  within  his  herte  affiraied 
A  tboasande  tyme  with  one  breath 
Wepende  be  vissbeth  after  death, 
Whaa  he  fortune  fynt  adoerse. 
For  than  he  vol!  bis  hope  reherse. 
As  though  bis  worlde  were  all  forlore, 
And  saith,  alas  that  I  was  bore, 
Hov  Shan  I  line?  how  shall  1  do > 
For  aowe  fortune  is  thus  my  fo, 
t  irate  well  god  me  woU  not  belpe : 
What  sbolde  I  than  of  ioye  yelpe  ? 
Wbeie  there  no  bote  U  of  my  care. 
So  ooeicaste  is  my  wel&re 
That  I  am  shapen  all  to  strife  : 
Alas  that  I  nere  of  this  ViSe, 
Er  I  be  fulliche  ouertake. 
I        And  thus  he  will  his  sorowe  make, 
'        As  god  him  might  not  auaile : 
^t  yet  ne  woll  be  not  traoaile. 
To  hdpe  hym  selfe^at  sucbe  a  nede, 
^t  slootbeth  voder  sttche  a  drede, 
Whicbe  is  afiermed  in  bis  herte: 
Right  as  he  might  nougb  asterte 
The  woildes  wo,  wbtche  he  is  inne. 

Also  whan  he  is  falle  in  synne. 
Hym  thynketh  he  is  so  fer  culpable,  . 
That  god  woll  not  be  merciable 

So  great  a  sinne  to  foryeue. 

And  tbns  he  leoeth  to  be  shrine. 

And  if  a  man  in  tbilke  throwe 

Wold  bym  counsetle,  he  W9lde  not  knowe 

The  soth,  though  a  man  it  fynde. 

For  tristesse  is  of  sucbe  a  kynde. 

That  for  to  maintene  his  folic 

He  hath  with  bym  obstinacie, 

Wbiche  is  within  of  sucbe  a  sSoutb* 

That  he  foisaketh  all  the  trouth. 

And  aooll  to  no  reason  bowe. 

Asd  yet  be  can  not  alowe 

His  ovoe  skiile,  but  of  hede 

Thus  dwioeth  he,  till  he  be  dede. 

Is  hyadiynge  of  bis  owne  estate. 

For  where  a  man  is  obstinate, 

Waahope  folleth  at  laste, 

Whiehe  maie  not  longe  after  laste. 

Till  sloiith  make  of  bym  an  ende. 

Bat  god  wote  whether  he  shall  wende. 
My  soooe  and  right  in  suche  mauere 

Tbeie  be  looers  of  beuie  chere. 

That  soroveu  more  than  is  nede. 

Whan  ihey  be  taried  of  her  spede. 

And  can  sot  them  selfe  rede, 

B)A  lesca  hope  for  to  spede. 


And  Btynten  lone  to  porsewe. 
And  thus  thei  £aden  byde  and  hewe, 
And  lustles  in  her  hertes  ware. 
Herof  it  is,  that  I  wolde  are, 
If  thou  my  sonne  art  one  of  tho. 

A  good  father  it  is  so. 
Out  Uke  o  point  I  am  beknowe. 
For  els  I  am  ouerthrowe 
In  all  that  euer  ye  bane  seide. 
My  sorowe  is  euermore  vuteide. 
And  secbeth  ouer  all  my  veynes. 
But  for  to  counsaile  of  my  peines 
I  can  no  bote  do  therto. 
And  thus  withouten  hope  I  go : 
So  that  my  wtttes  ben  empeired, 
And  1  am,  as  who  saith  dispeired 
To  winne  loue  of  tbilke  swete. 
Without  whom,  1  you  behete, 
Myn  herte,  that  is  so  bestadde. 
Right  inly  neuer  maie  be  gladde. 
For  by  my  trouth  I  shall  not  lie. 
Of  pure  sorowe,  wbiche  I  drie, 
For  that  she  saith  she  will  me  nought. 
With  dretchyog  of  myn  owne  thought, 
la  suche  a  wanhope  I  am  fidle. 
That  I  ne  can  vnethes  calle. 
As  for  to  speke  of  any  grace. 
My  ladies  mercy  to  purchace. 
But  yet  I  saie  nought  for  this. 
That  all  in  my  defiiute  it  is. 
That  I  am  neuer  yet  in  stede. 
Whan  time  was,  that  I  me  bede 

Ne  sayde,  and  as  I  durst  tolde. 

But  neuer  fbnde  I,  that  she  woMe 

For  ought  she  knewe  of  myn  eBtent» 

To  speke  a  goodly  woide  assent. 
And  netheles  this  dare  I  saie, 

That  if  a  sinfull  wolde  praie 

To  god  of  his  Ibryeuenes, 

With  halfe  so  great  a  besinesse. 

As  I  bane  do  to  my  1adle» 

To  lacke  of  askynge  of  mercie. 

He  shulde  neuer  come  in  helle. 

And  thus  I  maie  you  soothly  telle, 

Saufe  onely  that  I  crie  and  bidde, 

I  am  in  tristesse  all  amidde. 

And  fulfilled  of  desperance : 

And  therof  yeue  me  my  penance 

Myn  holy  father,  as  you  liketh. 
My  sonne  of  that  thyn  herte  siketb. 

With  sorowe  might  thou  not  amende, 

Tyll  loue  his  grace  woll  tbe  sende. 

For  thou  thyu  owqe  cause  empeirest, 

What  tyme  as  thou  thy  selfe  despeirest 

I  not  what  other  thyng  auaileth 

Of  hope,  whan  the  herte  faileth 

For  suche  a  sore  is  incurable : 

And  eke  the  goddes  ben  vengeable. 

And  that  a  man  maie  right  well  frede. 

These  olde  bokes  who  so  rede 

Of  thinge,  wbiche  hath  befalle  er  this. 

Nowe  here,  of  what  ensample  it  is. 

Hie  narrat  qualiter  Iphis,  regis  Thencri  filius,  ob 
amorem  cuiusdam  puelle  nomine  Araxarathen^ 
quam  neque  doois  aut  precibus  vincere  potuit, 
desperans  ante  patris  ipsius  puelle  ianuas  noc- 
tanter  se  suspend  it,  vnde  dii  commotio  dictam 
puellam  in  lapidem  duribsimam  transmatarunt, 
quam  rex  Theucer  raa  cum  fijio  suo  iipud  Sula- 
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minain  in  Templo  venerii  pro  peqpetoa 
ria  sepeliri  et  locari  fecit. 


Whilom  by  olde  dales  for, 

Of  Mese  was  the  kynge  Theacer, 

Whithe  bad  a  knight  to  Sonne  Iphis, 

Of  loue  and  be  so  maistred  is. 

That  he  hatb  set  all  bis  courage. 

As  to  regarde  of  his  lignage, 

Upon  a  maide  of  lowe  estate. 

But  tboagh  be  were  a  potestate 

Of  worldes  good»  he  was  subiecte 

To  loue  and  put  in  sucbe  a  plite. 

That  he  excedetb  the  measure 

Of  reason,  that  bym  selfe  assure 

He  can  nought.     For  the  more  be  praid, 

The  lasse  loue  on  hjrm  she  layde. 

He  was  with  loue  vnwise  constreigned, 

And  she  with  reason  was  restreigned. 

The  lustes  of  bis  berte  he  seweth, 

And  she  for  drede,  shame  escbewetb : 

And  as  she  shnlde,  toke  good  bede. 

To  saue  and  kepe  bir  womaubede. 

And  thus  the  thynge  stode  in  debate 

Betwene  bis  lust,  and  hir  estate. 

He  yaue,  be  sende,  he  spake  by  mouth. 

But  yet  for  ought  that  euer  be  couth 

Unto  bis  spede  he  fonde  no  weie : 

So  that  he  cast  bis  hope  aweie. 

Within  his  berte  be  gan  dcspeyre 

Fro  daie  to  daie,  and  so  empeire. 

That  he  hatb  lost  all  his  delite 

Of  lust,  of  slepe,  of  appetite. 

That  he  through  strength  of  loue  passeth 

His  witte,  and  reason  ouerpasseth : 

As  he  whiche  of  his  life  ne  rought. 

His  death  vpon  hym  selfe  he  sought : 

So  that  by  night  his  weie  he  nam. 

There  wist  none  where  he  beCam. 

The  night  was  derke,  there  shone  no  moone, 

Tofore  the  gates  be  cam  soune, 

Where  that  this  yonge  maide  was, 

And  with  this  wofull  worde,  alas 

His  deadly  plaintes  he  began 

So  still,  that  there  was  no  man 

It  herde :  and  than  be  saide  thus : 

O  thou  Cupide,  O  thou  Venus, 

Fortuned  by  whose  ordinance 

Of  loue,  is  euery  mans  chance^ 

Ye  knowen  aU  myii  hole  berte, 

^at  I  ue  maie  your  hondes  asterte. 

On  you  is  euer  that  I  crie, 

And  you  deigneth  not  to  plie, 

Ke  towarde  me  your  eare  encline. 

Thus  for  I  see  no  medicine 

To  make  an  ende  of  my  quarele, 

BIy  death  shall  be  in  stede  of  hele 

Ha  thou  my  wofull  ladle  dere* 
Whiche  dwellest  with  thy  father  here. 
And  slepest  in  thy  bedde  at  ease. 
Thou  wotest  nothyng  of  my  disease, 
Howe  thou  and  I  be  nowe  vnmete, 
A  lorde,  what  sweuen  sbalt  thou  mete : 
What  dremes  hast  thou  nowe  on  honde  > 
Thou  slepest  there,  and  I  berde  stonde. 
Though  I  no  death  to  the  deserue, 
Here  shall  I  for  thy  loue  sterae, 
Here  shall  1  a  kynges  sonne  die 
Tor  loue,  and  for  no  felunie. 


Whether  thou  therof  haue  ioy  or  lorow^ 

Here  sbalt  thou  se  me  dead  to  morowe. 

O  harde  ber^  aboueii  Islie, 

This  death,  whiche  shall  to  me  fallen 

For  that  thou  wolde  not  do  me  grace. 

It  shall  be  tolde  in  many  place, 

That  I  am  dead  for  loue  and  trouth. 

In  thy  de&inte,  and  in  thy  slouth. 

Thy  daunger  shall  to  many  mo 

Ensample  be  for  euermo. 

Whan  thei  the  wofull  death  recorde. 

And  with  that  worde  he  toke  a  corde. 
With  whiche  vpon  the  gate  tree 
He  henge  him  selfe^that  was  pitee. 

The  morow  cam,  the' night  is  gone. 
Men  come  out  and  see  anone 
Where  that  this  yonge  lorde  was  dede, 
There  was  an  hous  without  rede. 
For  no  man  knewe  the  cause  whie. 
There  was  wepyng,  there  was  crie. 

This  maiden,  whan  she  it  herde. 
And  sigh  this  thynge  bowe  it  misforde : 
Anone  she  wist  what  it  ment. 
And  all  the  cause  howe  it  weHt. 
To  all  the  worlde  sbe  tolde  it  out. 
And  preietb  to  hem,  that  were  aboote 
To  take  of  hir  the  Teogeance. 
For  she  was  cause  of  tbilke  chance. 
Why  that  this  kynges  son  is  spilte : 
She  taketh  vpon  bir  selfe  the  gilte. 
And  is  all  redie  to  the  peine, 
Whiche  any  man  hir  wolde  ordeine. 
But  if  any  other  wolde. 
She  saith,  that  hir  selfe  she  sbolde 
Do  wrecbe  with  hir  owne  bonde. 
Through  out  the  worlde  in  euery  londe, 
That  euery  lyfe  therof  shall  speke, 
Howe  she  hir  selfo  it  sbulde  wreke. 
She  wepeth,  she  crieth,  sbe  swounetb  ofte. 
She  caste  hir  eien  vp  alofle, 
And  saide  amongc  full  piteously: 
O  god,  thou  wost  that  it  am  1, 
For  whom  Iphis  is  thus  besetne, 
Ordeine  so,  that  men  maie  seine 
A  thousande  winter  after  this, 
Howe  sucbe  a  maiden  did  amis. 
And  as  I  did,  do  to  me. 
For  I  ne  did  no  pitee 
To  hyiu*  whiche  for  my  lone  is  lore. 
Do  no  pitee  to  me  therfore. 
And  with  this  worde  she  fell  to  grounde 
A  swoune,  and  there  she  laie  a  stounde. 

The  goddes,  whicbe  hir  plaintes  heide. 
And  sith  how  wofolly  she  ferde, 
Hir  life  thei  toke  awey  anone. 
And  shopen  hir  into  a  stone, 
After  the  forme  of  htr  image. 
Of  body  both,  and  of  visage. 
And  for  the  meniaile  of  this  thynge 
Unto  the  place  came  the  kynge. 
And  eke  the  queene,  and  many  mo: 
And  whan  thei  wisten  it  was  so. 
As  I  haue  tolde  it  here  abone. 
How  that  Iphis  was  deade  for  loue, 
Of  that  be  had  be  refosed  : 
Thei  belden  all  men  excu^. 
And  wondren  vpon  the  veiigeaoce. 
And  for  to  kepe  remembrance, 
Thisfeyre  image  maiden  liche, 
With  companie  noble  and  ricbe. 
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With  lorcbef,  and  great  solemoitee. 
To  Salamnie  the  Citee  * 

Tbey  leade  and  carie  forth  withall 
This  deade  corpi,  and-seiue  it  shall, 
Beiyde  thiike  image  haue 
His  sepolture,  and  be  begraue. 

This  corps  add  this  image  thas 
Fn  to  the  citee  to  Venus, 
Where  that  goddesse  hir  temple  bad, 
To  gether  bothe  two  thei  ladde. 
This  like  image  as  for  a  miracle, 
Waf  set  Tpon  an  high  pinnacle, 
That  all  men  it  might  knowe : 
And  TDder  that  thei  maden  lowe 
A  tombe  riche  for  the  nones 
Of  marble  and  eke  of  Jaspre  stones, 
Wherio  that  Iphis  was  beloken, 
That  enermore  it  shall  be  spoken, 
Aod  for  men  shall  the  sothe  witte 
Thei  bane  her  epitaphe  writte. 
As  thyoge,  whicbe  sbnlde  abide  stable. 
The  letters  graoen  in  a  table 
Of  marble  were,  and  saide  this : 
Here  lietb,  whicbe  slaugh  bym  selfe,  Iphis 
For  lone  of  Araxarat^en. 
And  io  ensample  of  the  women> 
That  saffren  men  dien  so, 
Hir  fonne  a  man  maie  seen  also. 
Hove  it  is  toomed  flesshe  and  bone 
In  to  the  figure  of  a  stone. 
He  was  to  nesshe,  and  she  ti»  harde. 
Beware  for  thy  here  afterwarde 
Yemen  and  women  both  two, 
Eotampleth  yon  of  that  was  tbo. 

Lo  thus  my  Sonne  as  I  the  saie 
It  jreoetfa  by  diuers  wale 
Id  dispeire  a  man  to  f^lle, 
Wbiche  is  the  last  branche  of  all 
or  slepe,  as  thou  hast  herde  deuise, 
Wberof  that  thou  thy  selfe  auise. 
Good  is,  er  that  thou  be  deceiued, 
AVher  that  the  grace  of  hope  is  weiued. 

My  fiitber  bowe  so  that  it  stonde, 
Nowe  bane  I  pleynly  vnderstonde 
Of  tkiotbes  courte  the  propertee, 
WheroftoQCbendein  my  degree. 
For  ever  1  thjmke  to  beware. 
But  ooer  this  ao  as  I  dare. 
With  all  myn  hejte  I  you  beseche,« 
That  ye  me  wolde  enforroe  and  teche^ 
^Vllat  there  is  more  of  your  apprise 
la  looe,  als  well  as  otherwise. 
So  that  I  maie  me  cleane  shriue. 

My  Sonne  while  thou  arte  aline. 
And  bast  also  thy  foil  mynde, 
imonge  the  vices,  whicbe  I  fynde. 
There  is  yet  one  suche  of  the  seuen, 
Whicfae  all  this  worlde  hath  set  vneuen. 
And  caoseth  many  a  wronge, 
Where  he  the  cause  hath  vnderfonge, 
Wberof  hereafter  thou  shake  here 
The  foime  bothe,  and  the  matere. 

EXPUCIT  LIBER  QOARTUt. 


Ob«tat  aaaritia  naturae  legibns,  et  que 
Largas  amor  poscit,  strictius  ilia  vetat 

Omne  quod  est  nimhtm,  vitiosum  dicitur  aumm, 
Vellera  sicnt  o«ies  saroat  anarus  opes. 


Non  decet,  vt  soli  seruabitur  «s,  sed  amori 
Debet  homo  solam  solos  habere  suam. 


Hie  in  quinto  libro  intendit  Confessor  tractate  de 
auaritia,  que  omnium  malorum  radix  esseMici- 
tur,  necnon  de  etusdem  vicii  speciebus,  et  pri* 
mum  ipsius  auaritie  natarafaa  describit 

INCIPIT  UBER  nUINTUS. 

Fyrstb  whan  the  highe  god  begaone 

This  worlde,  and  that  the  kynde  of  man 

Was  fal  into  no  gret  encres. 

For  worldes  good  was  tho  no  pres. 

Bat  all  was  set  to  the  commune. 

Thei  spckei^  than  of  no  fortune. 

Or  for  to  lese  or  for  to  winne 

Till  Auarice  brought  it  in. 

And  that  was  whan  the  worlde  was  wore 

Of  man,  of  hors,  of  shepe,  of  ore. 

And  that  men  knewen  the  money : 

Tho  went  pees  out  of  the  wey. 

And  werre  came  on  euery  side, 

Whicbe  all  loue  leide  aside, 

And  of  common  his  propre  made>. 

So  that  in  stede  of  sbonell  aod  spade 

The  sharpe  sworde  was  take  on  honde* 

And  in  this  wise  it  came  to  loiAle» 

Wherof  men  made  diches  depe. 

And  high  walles,  for  to  kepe 

The  golde,  whicbe  Auarice  eacloaetb* 

But  all  to  littel  bym  suppoaeth, 

Though  be  might  all  the  worlde  purcbace. 

For  what  thing,  that  be  maie  enbrace 

Of  golde,  of  catell,  or  of  londe^ 

He  let  it  neuer  out  of  bts  honde. 

But  gette  bym  more,  and  halt  it  fast. 

As  though  the  worlde  sbulde  euer  laste. 

So  is  he  liche  yoto  the  helle. 

For  as  these  olde  bokes  telle. 

What  Cometh  tbcrin  lasse  or  more. 

It  shall  departe  neoermore. 

Thus  whan  he  hath  his  cofor  lokeo. 

It  shall  not  after  ben  vnstoken, 

Bot  whau  he  list  to  bane  a  sight 

Of  golde,  Howe  that  it  shineth  bright. 

That  he  theron  maie  loke  and  muse 

For  otherwise  he  dare  not  vse 

To  take  his  parte  or  lesse  or  more. 

So  Is  he  poore,  and  ouermore 

Hym  lacketh,  that  he.  hath  enough. 

An  ore  draweth  in  the  plough 

Of  that  hym  selfo  hath  no  profite : 

A  shepe  right  in  the  same  plite 

His  woll  bearetb,  bot  on  a  daie 

An  other  taketh  the  flees  nwaie. 

Thus  bath  he,  that  he  nought  ne  hath. 

For  he  therof  his  parte  ne  tath. 

To  seie  bowe  suche  a  man  hath  good. 

Who  so  that  reasone  vnderstoode 

It  is  vnproper liche  sayde  v 

That  good  hath  bym,  and  halt  him  taide. 

That  be  ne  gladdeth  nought  withall,  ^ 

But  is  vnto  his  good  a  thrall. 

And  a  subiecte  thus  seruetb  he: 

Where  that  he  sbulde  maister  be. 

Suche  is  the  kynde  of  thauarous. 

My  Sonne  as  thou  art  amorous. 
Tell  if  thou  fare  of  loue  so. 

My  father  as  it  semetli  ne. 
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That  auarous  yet  ntaer  I  wan. 

So  as  ye  setten  me  tb«  cas» 

For  as  ye  toldcn  here  about. 

Id  fiiU  possesskm  bf  loue 

Yet  w^s  I  oeuer  here  tofore : 

So  that  me  tbynketh  well  tberfoie 

I  jnaie  excuse  well  lAy  dede. 

But  of  my  wyll  witbouten  drcde. 

If  I  that  treasour  might  gete^ 

It  shulde  neuer  be  foryete. 

That  I  ne  wolde  it  faste  holde, 

Tyll  god  of  loue  hym  selue  wolde. 

That  death  ys  shulde  departe  a  two. 

For  leueth  well,  I  loue  hir  so, 

That  euen  with  myn  owne  life. 

If  I  that  swete  lustie  wife 

Might  ones  welden  at  my  wille. 

For  euer  1  wolde  bolde  hir  stille : 

Aod  in  this  wise  taketh  kepe. 

If  1  hir  had,  I  wolde  hir  kepe : 

Aod  yet  no  fridaie  wolde  1  fast. 

Though  I  hir  kepe  and  helde  fest 

Fie  on  the  bagges  in  the  chist. 

I  had  enough,  if  I  hir  kyst. 

For  certes  if  she  were  myne, 

1  had  hir  leuer  than  a  myne 

Of  golde :  for  aU  this  worldes  ryche 

Ne  might  me  make  so  riohe. 

As  she  that  is  so  inly  good: 

I  set  nought  of  other  good. 

For  might  I  gette  suche  a  tbynge, 

I  had  a  treasour  for  a  kynge. 

And  though  I  wolde  it  iast  bolde, 

1  were  than  well  beholde. 

But  1  might  pipe  nowe  with  lasse, 

And  sttifre  that  it  ouer  passe, 

Not  with  my  will,  for  thus  I  wolde 

Ben  auarous,  if  that  I  sholde. 

But  fiither  I  herde  you  sey, 

How  the  auarous  hath  yet  some  wey 

Wherof  he  maie  be  glad.    For  bee 

Maie,  whan  hym  list,  his  tresure  see. 

And  grope,  and  fele  it  all  aboute : 

But  1  full  ofle  am  shet  theioute. 

There  as  my  worthie  tresour  is. 

So  is  iby  life  liche  vnto  this, ' 

That  ye  me  toldeu  here  to  fore, 

Howe  that  an  oxe  his  yoke  bath  bore 

For  thyiige  that  shulde  hym  not  auaile : 

And  in  this  wise  I  me  trauaile. 

For  who  that  euer  hath  the  welfare, 

I  wote  well  that  I  haue  the  care. 

For  I  am  had,  and  nought  ne  haue, 

And  am,  as  who  saith,  loues  knaue. 

Nowe  deme  in  your  owne  thought. 

If  this  be  auarice  or  nought. 

My  Sonne  I  haue  of  the  no  wonder. 
Though  thou  to  serue  be  put  vnder 
With  loue,  whiche  to  kynde  accordeth: 
But  so  as  euery  boke  recordeth. 
It  is  to  kyude  no  pleasance. 
That  men  aboue  bis  sustenance. 
Unto  the  golde  shall  serue,  and  bowe. 
Fur  that  maie  no  reason  auowe. 
But  auarice  nethele^$, 
If  he  maie  getten  his  encrees 
Of  golde,  that  wolde  he  serue  and  kepe. 
For  he  taketh  of  nought  eis  kepf. 
But  for  to  fylle  his  bagges  large : 
And  all  is  to  hym  but  a  chaige. 


For  he  ne  parteth  nought  withall. 
But  kepeth  it  as  seruaunt  shall. 
And  thus  though  that  he  multiplie 
His  golde,  without  treasorie 
He  is,  for  man  is  nought  amended 
With  golde,  but  if  it  be  dispended 
To  mans  vse,  wherof  I  rede 
A  tale,  and  take  therof  good  bede. 
Of  that  befelle  by  olde  tide. 
As  telleth  vs  the  clerke  Ouide. 

Hie  loquitur  contra  istos  auaros,  et  narrat  qualiter 
Mida  rex  Frigie  Silenum  Bacchi  sacerdotem, 
qucm  rustici  vinculis  ferreis  alligarunt  dtsaoluit, 
et  in  hospicium  suum  benignissime  recollegit : 
pro  quo  Bacchus  quodcunque  munus  rex  exi- 
gere  vellet,  donari  concessit.  Unde  rex  auari- 
tia  ductus,  Tt  quicquid  tangcret,  in  aurum  con- 
udrteretur,  indiscrete  petiit. 

Bacchus,  whiche  is  the  god  of  wine 

Accordant  vnto  his  diuine 

A  prest,  the  whiche  Silenus  bight. 

He  bad,  and  fell  so,  that  by  night 

Thitf  prest  was  drunke,  and  goth  a  strayde, 

Wherof  the  men  were  euill  apayde 

In  Frigelonde,  where  as  he  wenL 

But  at  last  a  chorle  hym  bent 

With  strength  of  other  feltfwship : 

So  that  ypon  his  drunkeship 

They  bounden  hym  with  cheynes  faste. 

And  forth  they  lad  hym  also  faste 

Unto  the  kynge,  whiche  bight  Mide. 

But  he  tbajt  wolde  his  vice  bide. 

This  curtois  kynge  toke  of  hym  hede 

And  bad,  that  men  shulde  hym  lede 

In  to  a  chambre  for  to  kepe. 

Till  he  of'leyser  had  slepe. 

And  thus  this  priest  was  soone  vnbound. 

And  vpon  a  couche  fro  the  grounde 

To  slepe  he  was  leyde  soft  enough. 

And  whan  be  woke,  the  kinge  him  drovgh 

To  his  presetkce,  and  did  hym  chere.    "       • 

So  that  this  preest  in  suche  manere. 

While  that  him  liketh,  ther  he  dwdletb. 

And  al  this  he  to  Bacchus  telleth. 

Whan  that  he  cam  to  hym  ageyne. 

And  Whan  that  Bacchus  hard  seyne. 
How  Mide  bath  done  his  ctirtesie, 
Hym  thinketh,  it  were  a  vilanie, 
But  he  rewaide  hym  for  his  dede. 
So  as  he  might  of  his  godhede. 
(Into  this  kynge  this  god  appereth. 
And  clepeth,  and  that  other  hereth. 
This  god  to  Mide  thonketh  fayre. 
Of  that  he  was  so  debonayre 
Towarde  his  prest,  and  "bad  hym  seye. 
What  thynge  it  were,  he  wolde  pceye. 
He  shulde  it  haue  of  worldes  good. 
This  kynge  was  glad,  and  stille  stoode. 
And  was  of  his  askynge  in  doute. 
And  all  the  worlde  he  castelh  aboute. 
What  thynge  was  best  for  his  asUte, 
And  with  hym  selfe  stode  in  debate 
Upon  thre  pointes,  whiche  I  fynde, 
Ben  leuest  vitto  mans  kynde. 
The  first  of  hem  it  is  delite, 
The  two  ben  worship  and  profite. 
And  than  he  thought,  if  that  I  craue 
Delite,  though  I  delite  maie  haue, 
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Ddite  shall  patsen  in  my  age, 

That  is  DO  siker  auantage. 

For  eacry  ioye  bodily 

Shall  ende  in  wo,  dejite  for  tby 

Woll  1  not  chese.     And  if  I  wowhip 

j^ske,  and  of  tbe  woride  lordship, 

This  is  an  occupacion 

Of  proude  imafpuactoQ^ 

Whicb^  maketh  an  hcrtc  vainc  within, 

There  is  no  certaine  for  to  wiune. 

For  lorde  and  knaue  is  all  ontf  wey. 

Whan  tbei  be  bore  and  wan  thei  dey. 

And  if  I  profite  aske  wolde, 
I  not  in  what  maoer  I  sholde 
Of  workiesgood  haue  sikernet. 
For  eoery  thefe  vpon  richesse 
Awaiteth,  for  to  robbe  and  stele ; 
Suche  cood  is  caose  of  barmes  fele. 
And  also  though  a  man  at  ones 
Of  til  the  woride  within  his  wones 
The  tieasour  might  haue  euery  dele: 
Yet  had  he  bnt  one  mans  dele 
Towaide  hym  selfe,  so  as  I  thynka. 
Of  dotbynge,  and  of  meate  and  drinke« 
For  more  (out  take  vanitee) 
There  hath  no  lorde  in  his  degree. 

And  thus  vpon  these  poyutes  dioerse 
Dinersly  be  gan  reheree, 
What  poynt  hym  thought  for  the  beste. 
Bat  playnly  for  to  gette  hym  rest. 
He  can  no  siker  waie  caste. 
And  netheles  yet  at  laste 
He  fell  Tpon  the  cooetise 
Of  goMe,  and  than  in  sundrie  wise 
He  thoQght,  as  I  hane  said  tofore. 
How  treasour  maie  be  soone  lore. 
And  had  an  inly  great  desyre 
Touchende  of  suche  reconere, 
Howe  that  he  might  his  cause  auayle. 
To  get  hym  golde  withouten  faile. 
Within  his  faerte  and  tbns  he  preiseth 
The  gdde,  and  faith,  how  thai  be  peiseth 
Abooen  all  other  metall  moste. 
Tbe  golde,  he  saitb,  mate  lede  an  faosta 
To  make  werre  ayene  tbe  kynge. 
The  golde  put  ynder  all  thyoge, 
Aod  set  in  what  hym  lift  aboue: 
The  golde  can  make  of  hate  lone. 
And  werre  of  pees :  and  right  of  wronge, 
And  leoge  to  shorte,  and  shorte  to  longe. 
WitKbut  golde  maie  be  no  fest: 
Golde  is  the  lorde  of  man  and  best. 
And  maie  hem  both  bie  and  selle 
So  that  a^an  maie  sotliely  telle. 
That  all  the  woride  to  golde  obeieth. 

For  thy  this  kynge  to  Baccus  preitb. 
To  graonte  bim  golde,  but  he  excedetb 
Measure,  more  than  hym  nedeth. 
Men  tellen,  that  tbe  roaladie, 
Wbtche  cleped  is  hydropaie, 
RcMmbled  is  rnto  this  vice. 
By  waie  of  kynde  of  Auarice 
1  he  more  hydropsie  drinketh. 
The  more  hym  tbirsteth;  for  him  thynketh. 
That  he  maie  neuer  drinke  his  flllc^ 
So  that  there  male  no  thynge  fulfille 
Tbe  hstes  of  his  appetite, 
Aad  right  in  anche  a  maner  plite 
ftaat  ener  Aoarice,  and  coer  stoode, 
Tbe  BMwe  he  bath  of  worldes  good, 


Tbe  more  he  wolde  it  kepe  streite,   - 
And  euer  more  and  more  coueite. 
And  right  in  suche  condieion. 
Without  good  discrecion^ 
This  kynge  with  Auarice  is  smitte. 
That  all  the  woride  it  might  witte. 
For  he  to  Bacohus  than  preid, 
That  wheropon  his  honde  he  leyd. 
It  shulde  through  his  touche  anone 
Become  golde:  and  therupon 
This  god  hym  graunteth,  as  he  badde. 

Tho  was  this  kynge  of  Frige  gladde. 
And  for  to  put  it  in  assaie, 
With  all  the  hast  that  he  maie, 
He  toocheth  that,  he  toucheth  this : 
Aod  in  his  hond  all  golde  it  is. 
The  stone,  the  tree,  the  leaf,  the  gras, 
Tbe  ik>ure,  the  fraite  all  golde  it  was. 
Thus  toucheth  he,  while  he  mate  laste 
To  go:  but  honger  at  laste 
Hym  toke  so,  that  he  mote  nede, 
By  wey  of  kynde  his  honger  fede. 
The  cloth  was  Leid,  the  horde  was  set. 
And  all  was  forth  tofore  hym  set. 
His  disshe,  his  cup,  his  dnnk,  his  meate. 
Bnt  whan  he  wolde  or  drinke  or  eate, 
Anone  as  it  his  mouth  cam  nighe. 
It  was  all  golde :  and  than  be  sigfae 
Of  Auarice  the  folic: 
And  he  with  that  beganne  to  crie. 
And  preide  Bacchus  to  foryeue 
His  gy  It,  aod  suffer  hym  for  to  lytie. 
And  be  suche  as  he  was  tofore: 
So  that  he  were  nought  fbrlore, 

This  god,  whicbe  herde  of  this  greuance> 
Toke  routhe  vpon  his  repentance, 
And  bad  hym  go  forth  redily 
Unto  a  flood  was  fast  by, 
Whiche  Paceble  than  bight: 
In  whiche  als  fiut  as  euer  he  might 
He  shuld  hym  wasshe  ouerall : 
And  said  hym  than  that  he  shaH 
Recouer  bis  first  astate  ageine. 

This  kynge  right  as  he  herd  seyn, 
In  to  tbe  flood  goth  fro  the  londe, 
And  wesshe  hym  both  fbote  and  honde. 
And  so  forth  all  the  remenante, 
As  hym  was  set  in  conenant. 
And  than  he  sigh  meruailes  strange, 
The  flood  his  colour  gan  to  change. 
The  grauell  with  the  small  stones, 
To  gold  thei  tome  both  attones; 
And  he  was  quite  of  that  he  badde: 
And  thus  fortune  his  chance  ladde. 
And  whan  he  sigh  his  touch  awey. 
He  goth  hym  home*  the  right  wey. 
And  liueth  forth  as  he  did  er, 
Aod  put  all  auarice  a  fer. 
And  the  riches  of  golde  desplsetb, 
And  seith,  that  meate  and  cloth  sufflsetb. 

Thus  hath  this  kynge  experience, 
Howe  fooles  done  the  reuerence 
To  golde,  whiche  of  his  owne  kytide 
Is  lasse  worth  than  is  the  rynde. 
To  sustenance  of  mans  foode: 
And  than  he  made  lawes  good, 
And  all  his  thynge  set  vpon  skille: 
He  bede  bis  people  for  to  tille 
Her  londe,  and  line  vnder  the  lawe. 
And  that  thei  shuld  also  foithdrawe. 
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Bestail,  and  seche  none  eiicreei 

Of  golde,  whiche  is  tbe  breche  of  pees 

For  this  a  man  maie  fynde  writte. 

To  fore  the  time,  er  golde  was  sinitte 

In  coygne,  that  men  the  floren  knewe. 

There  was  wel  ntghe  no  man  vntrewe. 

Tho  was  there  shelde  ne  speare, 

Ne  deadly  wepen  for  to  beare, 

Tho  was  the  towne  withouten  walle^ 

Whiche  nowe  is  closed  ouer  alle. 

Tho  was  there  no  brocage  in  londe, 

Whiche  nowe  taketh  euery  cause  on  honde 

So  maie  men  knowe,  how  the  floreyn 

Was  moder  first  of  malengin. 

And  bringer  in  of  all  werre, 

Wherof  this  world  stant  out  of  herre, 

Through  the  counseill  of  Auarice, 

Whiche  of  hU  owne  propre  vice 

Is  as  the  heUe  wonderfiill. 

For  it  maie  neuermore  be  full : 

That  what  as  euercometh  therinne, 

A  wey  ue  maie  it  neuer  winne. 

But  Sonne  my  a  do  thou  not  ao. 
Let  all  suche  Auarice  ga, 
And  take  thy  parte  of  that  thou  hast: 
I  bid  not  that  thou  do  wast. 
But  hokle  largesse  in  his  measure. 
And  if  thou  see  a  creature, 
Whiche  through  pouert  is  &lle  in  nede, 
Yene  hym  some  good :  for  this  I  rede 
To  hym  that  woll  not  yeuen  here^ 
What  pejrne  he  shall  haue  els  where: 
There  is  a  peyn  amonge  all 
Benethe  in  helle,  whiche  mev  calle 
The  wofull  peyne  of  Tantalie, 
Of  whiche  ]  shall  the  redily 
Peuise  howe  men  therin  stonde. 

In  bell  thou  shalt  vnderstonde^ 
There  is  a  flood  of  thilke  office, 
Whiche  serueth  all  for  auarice: 
What  man  that  stond  shall  therin, 
He  stant  vp  euen  to  the  chinne. 

Aboue  his  hede  also  there  hongeth 
A  fruite  whiche  to  that  peine  longeth : 
And  that  fhiiie  toucheth  euer  in  one 
His  ouerlippe,  and  tberupon 
Suche  tbirste  and  honger  hym  assaileth, 
That  neuer  his  appetite  ne  faileth. 
But  whan  he  wolde  his  honger  fede, 
The  frote  withdraweth  hym  at  uede : 
And  though  he  heue  his  hede  on  high, 
The  fruite  is  euer  aliche  nigh. 
So  is  the  honger  well  the  more. 
And  also  tbougl\  hym  thurst  sore,, 
And  to  the  water  bowe  a  doune, 
The  flood  in  suche  condicion 
Aukleth,  that  his  drinke  areche 
He  maie  not  1o  nowe  whiche  a  wreche, 
Xhat  meate  and  drinke  is  hym  so  couth, 
And  yet  thercongieth  bone  in  his  month. 
Liche  to  the  peines  of  this  flood 
Stant  Auarice  in  worldes  good. 
He  hath  eoougb,  and  yet  hym  nedeth, 
For  his  scarcenes  it  hym  forbedeth : 
And  euer  his  honger  after  more 
Trauaileth  hym  aliche  sore : 
So  is  he  peined  ouerall, 
For  thy  thy  goodes  forth  withall 
My  Sonne  loke  thou  dispende, 
Wherof  thou  mgki  thj  selfe  amende 


Both  here,  and  eke  in  other  placei, 
And  also  if  thou  wolte  purchace 
To  be  beloued,  thou  must  vse 
Laigesse :  for  if  thou  refuse 
To  yeue  for  thy  loues  sake. 
It  is  no  reason  that  thou  take 
Of  looe,  that  thou  woldest  craue. 
For  thy  if  thou  wolt  grace  haue. 
Be  gracious  and  do  largesse: 
Of  Auarice  and  the  sekenesse 
Eschewe  aboue  all  other  thyoge. 
And  take  iusample  of  Mide  the  kynge. 
And  of  the  flood  of  helle  also. 
Where  is  enough  of  all  wo. 
And  though  there  were  no  matere. 
But  onely  that  we  finden  here; 
.Men  ought  Auarice  eschewe. 
For  what  man  thilke  vice  sewe. 
He  gete  hym  selfe  but  litell  rest. 
For  howe  so  that  the  body  rest, 
The  herte  vpon  the  golde  trauaileth. 
Whom  many  a  nightes  drode  assaileth. 
For  though  he  ligge  a  bed  naked. 
His  herte  is  euermore  awaked, 
And  dremeth,  as  he  lieth  to  slepe. 
How  besy  that  he  is  to  kepe 
His  tresour,  that  no  thefe  It  stele: 
Thus  bath  he  but  a  wofull  wele. 
And  right  so  in  the  same' wise. 
If  thou  thy  selfe  wolt  wele  anise. 
There  be  loners  of  suche  enowe, 
That  wol  vnto  no  reason  bowe 
If  so  be  thei  come  aboue. 
Whan  thei  ben  maisters  of  her  loue. 
And  that  thei  shulden  be  moste  gladde 
With  loue,  thei  ben  moste  bestadde : 
So  fayn  thei  wolde  it  holden  all. 
That  her  herte,  her  eie  is  ouerall^ 
And  wenen  euery  man  be  thefe. 
To  stele  awey  that  hem  is  lefe. 
Thus  through  her  owne  fantasie 
Thei  &llen  in  to  Jelousie. 

Than  hath  tbe  ship  to  broke  his  cable. 
With  euery  wynde  and  is  menable. 

My  fader  for  that  ye  nowe  telle, 
I  haue  herde  oft  tyme  telle. 
Of  Jelousie,  but  what  it  is. 
Yet  vnderstod  I  neuer  er  this. 
Wherfore  I  wolde  you  beseche. 
That  ye  me  wolde  informe  and  teebe. 
What  maner  thyng  it  might  bee. 

My  Sonne  that  is  harde  to  mee. 
But  netheles  as  I  haue  herde, 
Now  herken,  and  thou  shalt  be  answerde. 

Nota  de  Zelotipia,  cuius  fantastica  suspitio  amo» 
rem  quamuis  fideiissimum  multotiens  sine  causa 
corruptum  imaginatur. 

Among  the  men  lacke  of  manhod 

In  mariage,  vpon  wifeliode 

Maketh  that  a  man  him  selfe  deceiueth : 

Wherof  it  is,  that  he  conceiueth; 

That  ilke  vneasy  maladie, 

The  whiche  is  cleped  Jelousie : 

Of  whiche  if  I  the  propertee 

Shall  telle,  after  the  nice  tee. 

So  as  it  worcheth  on  a  man.:. 

A  feuer  it  is  cotidtaa» 
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Whicbc  fiifiy  date  wel  come  aboute/ 

W  Mf;e  so  a  umii  be  io  or  oiite. 

At  hoow  if  that  a  man  woll  W9iine, 

This  ieopr  is  tbao  of  comon  wontie 

M  at  freooMs  in  a  mans  eie. 

For  thtn  be  maketb  hym  tote  and  prie, 

Where  10  as  euer  bit  loue  go, 

Sbe  shaU  not  witb  hir  litell  to 

Mi^'qipe,  bot  he  Mt>th  it  all: 

Hi$  at  a  walkend  ooerall. 

V'bfTPthftt  sbe  synge,  or  that  shedauDOe* 

Hf  leeth  tbe  lest  cQantenance, 

If  sbt  lolte  on  a  man  a  side. 

Or  with  hym  roime  at  any  tide, 

Or  that  she  laqgh,  or  that  she  loare^ 

Hij  eie  is  there  at  cuery  houre. 

And  wfaaa  it  draweth  to  the  night, 

If  the  than  be  without  light, 

AMoe  is  all  the  game  sbente. 

For  tbao  be  set  his  parliament 

To  ipeake  it  whan  be  cometh  to  bed, 

Aad  saith:  if  I  were  nowe  to  wed, 

1  volde  neoer  baue  wife. 

And  so  be  tometh  io  to  strife 

Tbr  histe  of  looes  dutce, 

And  all  vpon  diuenkee. 

If  $He  befresshe,  and  well  araied. 
Re  aith  bir  baner  is  diaplaied 
Tf'  depe  in  gnestes  by  tbe  weie. 
Aad  if  ihe  be  not  well  beseie, 
Aod  that  hir  list  not  to  be  gladde. 
He  bearpth  on  faoode  that  she  is  roadde, 
Aad  looeth  not  hir  bosbonde. 
He  laith,  he  maie  well  ^nderstonde, 
Tltttif  she  woide  bis  companie, 
^  iboid  than  afore  his  eie 
^^«  all  tbe  pleasure  that  sbe  miglit 
So  that  by  daiene  by  night 
^  not  vliat  tbyngts  for  tbe  beste, 
^tlioetbotttofall  rest. 
For  what  as  ener  hym  liste  to  seyn, 
^  dare  not  speke  o  vorde  ageyn, 
^  vcpetb,  and  holt  hir  lippes  close. 
^^  male  velle  writte.  Stance  repose 
The  vife,  whicbe  is  to  suche  one  maried. 
Of  all  women  be  be  waried^ 
Farwitb  bis  feoer  of  ieloiwie, 
Hi<  eche  daies  fiaotasie 
^wrowe  is  ener  aliche  grene, 
So  that  there  is  no  lone  sene, 
^le  that  bim  list  at  home  abide. 
Aod  whao  so  is  he  woll  out  ride, 
Ttan  hath  he  redie  his  aspie 
A^dyag  in  bir  companie, 
A  iaailer,  an  enill  mouthed  one, 
"^t  sbe  ne  maie  no  whither  gone, 
^'*«peke  one  worde,  nc  ones  loke. 
Bat  be  ne  woll  it  wende,  and  croke, 
And  tome  after  his  owne  entent, 
T^h  she  no  thyng  but  honour  ment  s 
U*haB  that  the  lordc  cometh  home  ageync, 
The  iaagler  mast  somwhat  seyn. 

So  what  without,  and  what  withinne, 
Tbis  fraer  is  ener  to  l>egynne. 
Fcr  where  he  cometh  he  can  not  ende, 
Ti&  death  of  hym  bath  made  an  ende. 
^y  tbongh  so  be,  that  be  ne  here, 
*  *»  •«  witte  in  no  manere, 
^  til  boooare  aod  woman  hede, 
TtwiDf  the  ieknn  taketh  none  hede : 


But  as  a  man  to  loue  vnkynde) 
He  cast  his  staffe  and  as  the  bltnde> 
And  fint  defaulte,  where  is  none. 
As  who  so  dremetb  on  a  stone 
Howe  he  is  leyde,  and  groneth  ofte. 
Whan  he  lieth  on  bis  pilowe  softe. 
So  is  there  nought  but  strife  and  chest. 
Whan  loue  shulde  make  his  fest. 
It  is  great  thynge  if  he  hir  kisse. 
Thus  bath  she  lost  the  nightes  blisse. 
For  at  suche  tyme  he  gixitcheth  euer. 
And  bereth  on  honde,  there  is  a  leuer„ 
That  sbe  wolde  another  were 
In  stede  of  hym  abedde  there. 
And  with  tho  wordes,  and  with  mo 
Of  Jelousie,  he  tometh  bir  fro^ 
And  lieth  vpon  that  other  side. 
And  she  with  that  draweth  hir  aside, 
Aod  there  she  wepeth  all  the  night. 

A  to  what  peine  she  is  dight. 
That  in  bir  youth  hath  so  be  set 
The  bonde,  whiche  maie  not  ben  vokent  ? 
I  wote  the  tyme  is  ofte  cursed, 
That  euer  was  the  golde  vnpursed. 
The  whiche  was  layd  vpon  the  bdke, 
Whan  that  all  other  she  forsoke 
For  loue  of  hym,  but  all  to  late 
She  pleineth:  for  as  than  algate 
She  mote  forbear* ■,  and  to  hym  bowe. 
Though  he  ne  woll  it  noubt  allowe. 
For  man  is  lordt;  of  thiike  feyre : 
So  maie  the  woman  but  eropeyre, 
If  she  speke  ought  agein  his  wille 
And  thus  she  bereth  her  peyne  stille. 

But  if  this  Feuer  a  woman  take, 
Sbe  shall  be  wHI  more  harde  shake. 
For  though  she  both  see  and  here. 
And  fynde,  that  there  is  no  matere. 
She  dare  but  to  hir  selfe  pleyne: 
And  thus  she  suffretb  double  peyne, 

I^othus  my  sonne,  as  I  hauewritte. 
Thou  might  of  Jelowsie  witte 
His  feuer,  and  his  condicion. 
Whiche  is  full  of  suspection. 
But  wherof  that  this  feoer  groweth, 
Who  80  these  olde  bokes  troweth. 
There  maie  he  fynde  howe  it  is. 
For  thei  vs  teche,  and  telle  this, 
Howe  that  this  feuer  of  Jelousie 
Soradele  it  groweth  of  sotie 
Of  loue,  and  somdele  of  vntrust. 
For  as  a  sicke  man  lest  his  lust. 
And  whan  he  maie  no  sauoure  geate» 
He  hateth  than  bis  owne  meate. 

Right  so  this  feuerous  maladic, 
Whiche  caused  is  of  fantasie, 
Maketh  the  Jelous  in  feble  plite'. 
To  lese  of  loue  his  appetite 
Through  feigned  informacion 
Of  his  imaginacion. 
But  finally  to  taken  hede, 
MtiU  maie  well  make  a  likelyhede 
Betwene  hym  whiche  is  auarous 
Of  golde,  aod  hym  that  is  Jelous 
Of  loue:  in  o  degree 
Thei  stonde  both,  as  aemeth  mee. 
That  one  wold  bane  his  bagges  still. 
And  nought  departen  with  his  will. 
And  dare  not  for  the  theoes  slepe. 
So  fiayne  he  woldo  his  treasour  kepo; 
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That  other  maie  not  well  b9  gUd. 
For  euermore  he  is  adrad 
Of  these  louers,  that  gone  aboute, 
In  auDter,  if  thei  put  bym  oute. 
So  haue  thd  both  liteU  ioye, 
As  veil  of  loue,  as  of  moneie. 

Now  hast  thou  son  of  my  techy nge. 
Of  Jelottsie  a  knowlechynge 
That  thou  might  vnderstondc  this, 
Fro  whence  be  coroeth,  and  what  be  is: 
And  eke  to  whom  that  be  is  like* 
Beware  for  thy  thou  be  not  sike 
Of  thitke  feuer,  as  I  haoe  spoke. 
For  it  woll  in  hym  selfe  be  wroke. 
'  For  loue  hateth  no  thyng  more, 
As  men  maie  finde  by  the  lore 
Of  hem,  that  whilom  were  wise, 
Howe  that  thei  speke  in  many  wise. 

My  fader  sothe  is  that  ye  seyn, 
Bat  for  to  Joke  there  ayen. 
Before  this  time  howe  it  is  falle, 
Wherof  there  might  easample  falle 
To  suche  men  as  ben  Jelous, 
In  what  marfer  it  is  greuous. 
Right  fayn  I  wolde  ensample  hera. 

My  good  Sonne  at  thy  praiere, 
Of  suche  ensamples  as  1  finde. 
So  as  thei  comen  nowe  to  mynde. 
Upon  this  point  of  tyme  agone, 
I  thiake  for  to  teilen  one. 


Hie  ponit  Confessor  exemplum  contra  istos  man- 
tes, quos  Zelotipia  maculauit.  Etnarratqua- 
iter  Vulcanus,  cuius  vxor  Venus  extitit,  suspi- 
tionem  inter  ipsam  et  Martem  concipiens, 
coram  gestus  diligentius  explorabat,  Vnde  con- 
tigit,  quod  cum  ipse  quadam  viceambos  inter  se 
pariter  amplexantes  in  Iccto  nudos  inuenit,  et 
exclamans,  oronem  cetum  deorum  et  dearam  ad 
tantum  spectaculum  coouocauit,  super  quo  ta^ 
men  derisum  potius  qiiam  remedinm  a  tota  co- 
horte  consecutus  esL 

OUIDB  wrote  of  many  thynges, 
Amonge  the  whicbe,  in  his  wri^nges 
He  told  a  tale  in  poesie, 
Whicbe  toucheth  vnto  Jelousie, 
Upon  a  certaine  cas  of  lone. 
Amonge  the  goddes  al  aboue. 
It  felle  at  thilketyme  thus: 
The  god  of  fire,  wfaiche  Vulcanus 
It  bote,  and  hath  a  craite  forth  with 
Assigned  for  to  be  the  smith 
Of  Jupiter,  and  his  figure. 
Both  of  yisage  and  of  stature, 
Is  lothly,  and  masgracious. 
But  yet  he  hath  within  his  hous, 
As  for  the  likynge  of  his  life. 
The  ftiire  Venus  to  his  wife. 
But  Mars,  whicbe  of  batailles  is 
The  god,  an  eie  had  vnto  this, 
As  he  whicbe  was  chiualrous. 
It  felle  him  to  ben  amorons. 
And  thought  it  was  great  pitee. 
To  see  so  lustie  one  as  she, 
Be  coupled  with  so  lourd  a  wight 
So  that  his  peine  daie  and  night 
He  did,  if  he  hir  wynne  might. 
And  she  that  had  a  good  insight 
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Toward  so  noble  a  knigUUy  lorde. 

In  loue  fel  of  his  acorde. 

There  lacketh  nought  bat  tyroe  and.plaoei^ 

That  be  nis  sicker  of  hir  grace. 

But  whan  two  hertes  fallen  in  one. 
So  wise  a  waite  was  neuer  none. 
That  at  sometyme  thei  ne  mete. 
Ami  thus  this  faire  lustie  swete 
With  Mars  hath  ofte  companie. 
But  thilke  ynkynde  Jeloosie, 
Whiche  euermore  the  herte  opposetb^ 
Maketh  Vulcanus,  that  he  suppoaetb. 
That  it  is  not  wel  ouerall: 
And  to  hym  selfo  he  said,  he  shall 
Aspie  better,  if  that  be  maie. 
And  so  it  felle  vpon  adaic. 
That  be  this  thyng  so  slightly  ledde. 
He  fonde  hem  both  two  a  bedde 
All  warme,  echone  with  other  naked. 
And  he  with  crafte  all  redy  roaked 
Of  stronge  cheines  hath  hem  boande» 
As  he  together  hero  bad  foonde. 
And  lefte  hem  bothe  ligge  so, 
And  gan  to  clepe  and  crie  tho 
Unto  the  gooddes  all  aboute: 
And  thei  assembled  in  a  route 
Come  all  at  ones  for  to  see. 
Bat  none  amendes  had  bee. 
But  was  rebuked  here  and  there 
Of  hem,  that  looes  frendes  wei«» 
And  saiden,  that  he  was  to  blame. 
For  if  there  felle  hym  any  sbame. 
It  was  through  his  misgooemance. 
And  thus  he  lost  coatenance. 
This  go4*  and  let  his  cause  falle, 
And  thei  to  scome  bym  laugben  all. 
And  losen  Mars  out  of  his  hondes, 
Wherof  these  ertbly  husbondee 
For  euer  might  ensample  take, 
If  suche  a  chaunce  hem  ouertake. 
For  Vulcanos  his  wife  bewrayd. 
The  blame  vpon  hym  selfe  he  laide, 
Wherof  his  shame  was  tbe  more, 
Whiche  ought  for  to  ben  a  lore 
For  euery  man,  that  liuetb  here, 
Toreulen  hym  in  this^matere. 
Though  suche  an  happe  of  loue  asterte. 
Yet  shuld  he  not  apoynte  his  herte 
With  Jelousie,  of  that  is  wrought: 
But  feigne,  as  though  be  wist  it  nought 
For  if  he  let  it  oaer  passe. 
The  sclaunder  shall  be  well  tbe  latsp» 
And  be  tbe  more  in  ese  stonde. 
For  this  thou  might  well  vnderstonde. 
That  where  a  man  shall  nedes  leie. 
The  lasse  harme  is  for  to  chese. 

But  Jelousie  of  bis  vntriete, 
Maketh  full  many  an  harme  ariste, 
Whiche  elles  sbulde  not  arise. 
And  if  a  man  wolde  hym  auise 
Of  that  befelle  to  Vulcanus. 
Hym  ought  of  reason  thinke  thus : 
That  sitb  a  god  was  tbcrof  shamed. 
Well  shuld  an  erthily  man  be  blamed. 
To  take  vpon  hym  suche  a  vice. 
For  thy  my  sonne  in  thsrne  office 
Beware,  that  tbqu  be  nought  ielous, 
Whiche  ofl  tyme  hath  shent  the  hous. 

My  fader  this  ensample  is  barde, 
Howe  suche  tbynge  to  the  hencnward^ 
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AoMiige  the  goddes  might  fiOle. 

For  there  is  bdt  6  god  of  all^ 

Whiche  is  the  lorde.  of  heaen  Imd  belle.' 

BatifHlikeyo«itotelIe» 

Howe  socbe  goddes  come  aplace. 

Ye  might  mochell  thaDke  puroheoe. 

For  I  shmll  be  well  taught  withalL 

My  Sonne  it  is  thus  ouerall 
with  hem^  that  standen  misbileued. 
That  socfae  goddes  ben  beleued. 
In  soadry  place,  in  sondry  wise 
Aawnges  hem,  wbiche  be  unwise, 
There  is  betaken  of  credence, 
Wherof  that  1  the  difference 
In  the  maner,  as  it  is  writte, 
ShaU  do  the  plainly  for  to  witte. 

Meatibus  illnsis  signantnr  templa  deonun, 
Vnde  deos  casco*  natio  csca  oolit. 

KoQa  creaturi  ratio  fedt  esse  creatum, 
Eqaiparans  quoad  hue  iura  pagapa  fonent. 


1^9 


Snia  secaidnm  poetanim  fisbulas  i 

fibdli  locis  qnamplnribus  nomina  et  gestos  deo- 
ram  &lsofimi  intitnlantur,  qnomm -inOdeiitasi 
n  Christianis  clarins  innotescat^  intendit  de  ip- 
soram  origine  secundum  varias  psiganomm  sec- 
tas  seribere  coosequenter.  Et  primo  defieeta 
Caldeonim  tractare  proponit 

El  Christe  was  bore  among  w»  here 
Of  the  bylenes»  tHat  tbo  were;, 
In  foore  fourmes  thus  it  was. 
Thei  of  Cfaaldee,  af  in  this  cai 
Had  a  belene  by  hein  seine, 
Whicfae  stode  vpon  the  signes  twelne, 
Fofth  eke  with  the  pianettes  seuen, 
Wbiche  as  thei  sighen  Tpoa  the  heuen 
Of  sondrie  consteUacion, 
h  her  imaginacion 
With  sondrie  kerfe  and  portratnre 
Thei  made  of  goddes  the  figure. 

hi  thelementes'and  eke  i^ 
Thei  hsdden  a  belene  tbo. 
And  all  that  was  Tnresonable.. 
For  the  elementes  beu  seruisabia 
Toman:  And ofte of aocidence, 

Ai  men  maie  see  the  eiqperience, 
Thei  ben  oormpt  by  sondrie  weye : 

So  maie  no  mans  reason  seye, 

Thst  thei  ben  god  in  any  wise, 

Aod^e  if  men  hem  wel  anise,  . 

The  Sonne  and  moone  ecUpsen  both^ 

That  be  hem  ief,  or  be  ham  loth,    [ 

Thei  BoflR^  and  what  thyng  is  passible 

To  ben  a  god  is  impoflsihle^ 

These  elementes  bim  cieatnresi 

So  hen  these  henenly  figures. 

Wheraf  maie  wel  be  iostified. 

That  thei  maie  not  he  deified. 

And  who  that  taketh  awaie  the  hcnooTf 

Whiche  dne  is  to  the  creatour, 

Aad  yeneth  it  to  the  creature: 

He  doChe  to  great  a  forfiuture. 

BotofCaldeenetbeles,, 

Upon  this  feith  though  it  be  lesse. 

Thei  holde  afEermed  the  cieanoe. 

So  that  of  heDe  the  pcmance. 

As  fcike,  wbiche  stant  out  of  befeue^ 

Thei  Shan  leceioe  as  wt  heleoe, 
FOfi.II. 


Of  the  Caldens  so  ip  this  wise 
Stant  the  beleue  out  of  assise : 
But  in  Egypte  worste  of  alle 
The  fiiith  is  fols,  howe  so  it  falle. 
For  thei  diuers  beastes  there 
Honour,  as  though  thei  goddes  were. 
And  nethelesse  yet  forthe  withall 
Thre  goddes  moste  in  special! 
Thei  haue  forth  with  a  goddessei 
In  whome  is  all  her  sikemesse. 
Tbo  goddes  be  yet  cleped  thus 
Orus,  Typhon,  and  Isinis. 
They  were  brethren  all  three. 
And  the  goddesse  in  hir  degree^ 
Her  sister  was,  and  Isis  hight: 
Whom  Isiruf  forlaie  by  night, 
Aud  helde  hir  after  as  his  wife. 
So  it  befelle,  that  ypon  strife 
Typhon  hath  Isire  his  brother  slayne, 
Whiche  had  a  childe,  to  sonne  Ot»yne: 
And  he  his  fathers  dethe  to  herte 
So  toke,  that  it  maie  nought  asterte. 
That  he  Typhon  dfter  ne  slough. 
Whan  he  was  ripe  of  age  enough. 

But  yet  the  Egypcieos  trowe, 

For  all  this  errour,  wbiche  thei  knowe. 

That  these  bretheme  ben  of  might. 

To  sette  and  kepe  Egypt  vpright. 

And  ooerthrowe,'if  that  hem  like. 
But  Itis,  as  seitb  the  cix>nike. 

Fro  Orece  in  to  Egypte  cam. 

And  she  than  vpon  honde  nam 

To  teche  hem  for  to  sowe  and  ere, 

Whiche  no  man  knewe  tpfojre  there. 

And  whan  the  Egypciens  sje 

The  feldes  full  afore  her  eie. 

And  that  the  londe  be^an  to  greyne, 

Whiche  whilom  had  be  bareyne : 

For  the  erthe  bare  after  the  kynde 

His  due  charge,  this  I  fynde. 

That  she  of  birth  the  goddesse 

Is  cleped,  so  that  in  distresse 

The  women  thenrpon  childynge 

To  hir  depe,  and  her  offirynge 

Thei  bearen,  wlian  that  thei  ben  light* 

Lo  howe  Egypt  all  out  of  sight 

Fro  reason  stant  in  misbeleue 

For  lacke  of  lore'  as  I  beleue. 

De  secta  Grecomm. 
AM ONOB  the  grekes  out  of  the  weie. 
As  thei  that  reson  put  aweie« 
There  was,  as  the  cronike  saitb. 
Of  misbeleue  an  other  faith. 
That  thei  her  goddes,'  and  goddesses 
As  who  smth  token  all  to  gesses. 
Of  suche  as  weren  full  pf  Tice, 
To  whom  thei  made  sacrifice. 

Nota  qualiter  Saturnus  deomm  suidobs  sppel* 
latur. 

The  high  god,  so  as  thei  sayde„ 
To  whom  Uiei  worship  layde, 
Saturnus  hight  and  kynge  of  Crete 
He  had  be :  But  of  his  seie 
He  was  put  downe,  as  be  whiche  stoo^ 
In  irensie,  and  was  so  woode. 
That  fro  his  wyfe,  whiche  Rea  bight. 
His  owne  chjldren  he  to  plight. 
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And  ete  bem  of  bis  commitne  wonne. 
Bat  lupiter^  wbicbe  was  bis  tonha. 
And  of  fall  age,  bis  fiitber  bonde. 
And  kyt  of  witb  bis  owne  bonde 
His  genitalles,  wbicbe  also  ficste 
In  to  the  depe  sea  be  caste : 
Wherof  tbe  grekes  afferme  and  sey 
Tbus,  wban  tbei  were  caste  awey, 
Came  Venus  fortb  by  weie  of  kyude. 
And  of  Saturne  also  I  iy  nde, 
Howe  afterwarde  in  to  an  ile 
lliis  lupiter  bym  dyd  exile» 
Where  that  be  stode  in  gret  mischiefe. 
Lo  wbicbe  a  god  thei  maden  chiefe. 
And  sjthen  that  socfae  one  was  bee, 
Wbicbe  stode  moste  high  in  bis  degree 
Amonge  tbe  goddes,  thoa  might  know 
lliese  other,  that  ben  more  lowe, 
Sen  UteU  worth,  as  it  h  founde. 

Inplter  dens  deliciaram. 

ton  lupiter  was  tbe  seconde» 

Wbicbe  luno,  bad  vnto  bis  wife. 

And  yet  a  lecbour  all  his  life 

He  was,  and  in  auontrie 

He  wrought  many  a  trecberie* 

And  for  be  was  so  fall  of  vices, 

Tbei  cleped  bym  god  of  delices. 

Of  whom  if  thou  wolte  more  witte^ 

Oaide  tbe  poete  bath  writte. 

Bot  yet  her  sterres  bothe  two^ 

Satorne  And  lupiter  also, 

l*hei  baue,  although  thei  ben  to  blame, 

Attitled  to  her  owne  name. 

Mars  was  an  other  in  that  lawe, 
The  wbicbe  in  Dace  was  forthe  drswe: 
Of  whom  tbe  clerke  Vegetius 
Wrote  in  bis  boke,  and  tolde  thuff, 
Howe  be  into  Italic  came, 
And  sucbe  fortune  there  he  nam. 
That  he  a  maiden  bath  oppressed, 
Wbicbe  in  bir  ordre  was  professed. 
As  she  wbicbe  was  the  prioresse 
In  Vestes  temple  the  goddesse: 
80  was  she  well  tbe  more  to  blame* 
Dame  Ilia  tbfs  ladis  name 
Men  clepe,  and  eke  she  was  also 
Tbe  kyngqs  dougbter  that  was  tho, 
Wbicbe  Minitor  by  name  bight: 
So  that  ayene  tbe  lawes  right. 
Mars  tbilke  tyme  vpon  bir  that 
Remus  and  Romt&los  begat 
Wbicbe  after,  wban  thei  come  in  age. 
Of  knightbode,  and  of  vassellage 
Italy  all  bolle  tbei  ouercome. 
And  foonden  the  great  Rome, 
In  armes  and  of  sucbe  emprise 
Thei  weren,  that  in  tbilke  wise, 
Her  fiitber  I4ars  for  the  meraaile 
The  god  is  cleped  of  bataile. 

Tbei  weifen  bis  children  both  two, 
Tbrougb  bem  be  toke  his  name  soe 
There  was  none  other  cause  why, 
And  yet  a  sterre  rpon  the  skie 
He  hath  vnto  his  name  applied. 
In  wbicbe  that  be  is  sigoSfied. 

An  other  god  tbei  badden  eke. 
To  whom  Ibr  eounsayle  tbei  beseke, 
Tbe  wbicbe  was  brother  to  Venus, 
ApoUofltttabyttidepe  tbu* 
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He  was  an  bunt  vpon  the  billes. 
There  was  witb  bym  no  vertue  elles, 
Wherof  that  any  bokes  carpe, 
Bot  onely  tfiat  be  couth  baipe : 
Wbiche  wban  be  walked  oner  londe, 
Full  oAe  time  he  toke  on  bonde. 
To  get  bym  with  his  sustenance. 
For  lacke  of  other  purueance. 
And  otberwhile  of  his  falsebede 
He  feigneth  bym  to  conne  a  rede 
Of  thyng,  wbicbe  afterwarde  sbuld  &11, 
Wberof  amonge  bis  sleigbtes  all, 
He  hath  tbe  lewde  folke  deceiued. 
So  that  the  better  he  was  receiued. 
Lo  nowe  through  what  creacion 
He  bath  deificacion. 
And  cleped  is  tbe  goid  of  wit 
To  sucbe  as  be  tbe  fooles  yit 

An  other  god,  to  whom  tbei  sought, 
Mereurie  bight,  and  bym  ne  rongbt. 
What  tb3mg  he  stale,  ne  whom  ne  slougfa. 
Of  sorcerie  he  couth  enough,  ' 
That  wban  he  wold  bym  selfe  translorme, 
Vvdi  ofte  tyme  be  toke  tbe  forme 
Of  woman,  and  his  own  lefte : 
So  did  be  well  the  more  thefte, 
A  great  speker  in  all  tbjmgea 
He  was  also,  and  of  ledges 
An  autonr,  that  men  wisten  none 
An  other  sucbe  as  be  was  one. 

And  yet  thei  maden  of  this  thel» 
A  god,  wbicbe  was  vnto  hem  lefe. 
And  cleped  bym  in  tho  beleues, 
Tbe  god  of  marebantes,  and  of  tbeoes. 
But  yet  a  sterre  vpon  the  heuen 
He  batb  of  pianettes  seuen. 

But  Vulcantis,  of  whom  I  spake. 
He  bad  a  courbe  rpon  tbe  backe. 
And  therto  be  was  bippe  balte, 
Of  whom  thou  vnderstonde  sbalte: 
He  was  a  shrewe  in  all  bis  youth. 
And  be  none  other  vertue  couth 
Of  crafte  to  hdpe  bym  selfe  witb, 
Bot  onely  that  he  was  smith 
With  lupiter,  wbicbe  In  his  fotgv 
Diners  thynge  made  bym  forge. 
So  wote  I  not  for  what  desyre 
Tbei  cleped  bym  the  god  of  lyre. 

Kynge  of  CicUe  Hipolitus 
A  Sonne  bad,  and  Eolus 
,  He  bight,  and  of  bis  fathers  graunt, 
He  helde  by  wey  of  couenant, 
Ibe  gouemaunce  of  euery  ile, 
Wbicbe  was  longende  vnto  Sicile. 
Of  hem  that  fro  the  londe  foreyn, 
Laie  vpon  tbe  wynde  all  pleine. 
And  fro  tbilke  iles  in  to  tbe  londe 
Fun  ofte  cam  tbe  wynde  to  bonde. 
And  after  tbe  name  of  bym  for  thy 
The  wyodes  cleped  Eoli 
Thei  were,  and  be  tbe  god  of  wynde, 
Lo  nowe  bowe  this  beleue  Is  blynde. 

Tbe  kjmge  of  Crete  lupiter. 
The  same,  whiohe  I  spake  of  er. 
Unto  bis  brother,  wbicbe  Neptune 
Was  bote,  it  list  bym  to  commune 
Parte  of  bis  good,  so  tbat  by  ship 
He  made  bym  stronge  of  tbe  lordship 
Of  all  tbe  sea  in  tho  parties. 
Where  that  be  wrought  his  tyrannicA 
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And  the  strange  ylec  abonte 

He  vtD,  that  eaery  mui  haOi  donte 

Upon  bis  mircbe  for  to  style. 

For  her 


ror  be  aoooe  bemipolde  «H^ 

And  robbe,  wbet  thyiig  thai  the!  hidden. 

Hit  Mofe  cQiidMt  but  if  thei  kadden: 


^■^herrfthe  cnmrnrn  voice  aroos 
heaeiy  loBde»  thot  socbe  a  loos 
Hecaagbt»an  nera  it  worth  astiea. 
That  he  was  cleped  of  the  sea 
IV  god  by  name^  and  yet  he  it 
With  hesD,  that  to  beime  amis. 

This  Neptune  eke,  was  tbiJke  alto^ 
WhJche  iras  the  first  founder  tho 
Of  loble  Tioie,  and  he  for  thy 
Wm  well  the  more  aette  by. 

The  loresman  of  the  shepeberdesj 
And  eke  of  hem  that  netherdes, 
Wat  of  Arcade,  and  byght  Ptn: 
Of  vhom  bath  spoke  maiqr  a  mtti 
Fw  in  the  wodde  of  Nonarigne, 
udosed  with  the  trees  of  pigne^ 
And  on  the  monot  of  Ptrisie, 
He  btd  of  beasfees  the  baUi«» 
And  eke  benetb  the  valete. 
Where  thyike  riaer»  mg  men  mate  seie 
(Which  Ladon  bight)  made  his  ooors 
He  wu  the  chiefo  of  goaenoars 
Of  hem,  that  kepten  tame  benstet, 
Wberof  thei  maken  yet  the  leastes 
bthe  citie  of  Stisphalkles. 
Aid  finth  with  all  yet  nethdesi 
He  taaght  men  the  forth  drawyngi 
Of  beittile,  and  eke  the  makyoge 
Of  oxen,  and  of  hors  the  same. 
Hove  men  hem  sfaolde  ride  and  tame. 
Of  follies  eke,  so  as  we  fynde, 
Ml  nmy  a  subtile  cnfle  of  kynde 
He  foode,  whidie  no  man  knewe  tofora* 

Men  did  hym  worshyp  eke  theifort 
Thitthe  fyrst  in  thiike  londe 
Wu,  whiche  the  melodie  fonde 
Of  leedes,  whan  thei  weren  ripe. 
With  doable  pipes,  for  to  pipe : 
Thenf  he  yafo  the  4rrst  lore, 
Tdl  aftervmide  men  couth  more* 
To  eaery  cralle  of  mans  beipe 
He  hid  a  ledy  witte  to  heipe 
Thnngfa  naterall  experience. 
Aid  tbas  the  nice  reoerence 
Of  iboles,  vban  that  he  was  deade^ 
The  fooie  was  toortied  to  the  header 
Asd  deptD  hym  god  of  nature. 
Fwiotfaei  meden  bis  ffgnre. 

As  other  god,  so  as  thei  fole, 
WhJche  Jnpiter  vpon  Semele 
Hstte  ia  his  anoutrie, 
WboB  for  to  bide  his  leeberie, 
IW  none  thcrof  shall  take  kepe, 
h  •  aonntayne  for  to  kepe, 
WUche  Dion  bight,  and  was  in  Inda« 
Beient,iabokesaslfynde^ 
Asd  he  by  name  Bacchos  bight, 
Whiebe  aflterwarde,  whan  that  be  mighty 
A  sislor  vas,and  all  his  rent 
li  «7De  and  bordell  he  dispcnt 
Bet  9ct  si  were  he  woonderbad, 
Aao^p  the  grd[es  a  name  be  had, 
TWieleped  hfm  the  godof  wiiit. 
M  fkas  e  ||ot(ML  WMd^iioe, 


There  was  yet  Escnlapiltf 
.  A  god  in  thiike  tyine  as  thus. 
His  crafte  siode  vpon  snrgerie, 
But  for  the  luste  of  lecherie 
That  be  to  Daires  dougbter  droogb^ 
It  foil,  that  lapiter  hym  slough. 
And  yet  thei  made  hym  nought  for  thy 
A  god,  and  wist  no  cause  why. 
In  Rome,  he  was  longe  tyme  so 
A  god  amonge  the  Romaines  tho. 
For  as  he  saide  of  his  presence. 
There  was  distroied  a  pestilence,^ 
Whan  thei  to  the  ile  Delphos  went. 
And  that  Apollo  with  him  sent 
This  EsGulapius  his  sonne, 
Amonge  the  Romaynes  for  to  ii^oiine; 
And  there  he  dwelte  for  a  while. 
Till  afterwarde  in  to  that  yle^ 
Fro  when  he  cam,  ayene  be  toumetby 
Where  all  his  life  that  he  soioumeth 
Amonge  the  grekes,  till  that  he  deyde* 
And  the!  rpoii  hym  than  leyde 
Hb  name,  and  god  of  medicine 
He  hatte,  after  that  iike  lyne 

An  other  god  of  Hercules 
Thei  made,  whiche  was  nethdes 
A  man,  but  that  he  was  so  stronge. 
In  all  this  worlde  that  brode  and  longe 
So  mighty  was  no  man,  as  bee : 
Memailes  twelae  in  his  degree 
As  it  was  couth  in  sondry  londes^ 
He  did  with  his  owne  hondes, 
Ageine  geantes  and  monsters  both, 
The  whiche  horrible  were  and  loth : 
But  be  with  strength  hem  ouercam, 
Wherof  so  greet  a  price  be  nam. 
That  thei  hym  clepe  amonges  all 
The  god  of  strengthe,  and  to  hym  celle. 
Hnd  yet  there  is  no  reason  inne 
For  he  a  man  was  foil  of  synne, 
Whiche  proved  was  vpon  his  ende^ 
For  in  a  rage  hjrm  aelfe  he  brendew 
And  soche  a  cruell  mans  dede 
Accordeth  nothynge  with  godhede. 

Thei  had  of  goddes  yet  an  other, 
Whiche  Pluto  higbt,  and  was  the  brother 
Of  lopiter,  and  he  for  youth 
With  euery  worde,  whicbe  cam  to  mouth 
Of  any  thynge,  whan  be  was  wroth. 
He  wolde  swere  his  common  othe. 
By  Lethen,  and  Phlegeton, 
By  Oocytes,  and  Acheron, 
The  whiche  after  the  bokes  tell 
Ben  the  chiefe  floodes  of  belle . 
By  Segne,  and  Styge  he  swore  also^ 
That  ben  the  depe  pittes  two 
Of  helHbe  most  principal!. 
Pluto  these  dthes  ouer  all 
Swore  of  his  common  customaDce, 
Till  it  befell  vpon  a  chance. 
That  be  for  Inpiters  sake 
Unto  the  goddes  lette  do  make 
A  sacrifice,  and  for  that  dede'. 
One  of  the  pitees  for  his  mede 
In  hell,  of  whicbe  I  spake  of  er. 
Was  grannted  hym,  and  thus,  he  ther 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  thynge 
The  name  toke  of  belle  kynge. 

Lo  these  goddes  and  well  mo 
Amonge  the  grekes  thei  bad  tho, 
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And  ef  goddesses  many  one» 
Whose  names  thou  sbalt  here  anoAt: 
And  in  what  wise  they  deceiuen 
The  foles,  whiche  her  feith  receiaeo* 

Mater  deamm. 

So  as  Saturae  is  sooerajroe 

Of  false  goddes,  as  thei  saynt: 

So  is  Cybde  of  goddesses 

The  mother,  whom  without  gesaes 

The  foike  pieyn,  honour,  and  serne* 

As  they,  the  whiche  her  lawe  obserue* 

fiut  for  to  knowen  Tpon  this^ 

Fro  when  she  cam  and  what  she  is, 

Berecinthia  the  countrei  hight. 

Where  she  cam  first  to  mans  sight. 

And  after  was  Satnmns  wife, 

By  whom  thre  children  in  hir  life 

She  bare,  and  thei  were  deped  the 

luno,  Neptunus,  and  Pluto, 

The  whiche  yi  nice  lantasie 

The  people  wolde  dcifie. 

And  for  bir  childreii  were  so 

Cyb^le  than  was  also  . 
'  Made  a  goddesse,  and  thei  hir  call 

Tlie  mother  of  the  goddes  all. 

80  was  that  naine  bore  forth, 

Anp  yet  the  ipause  is  littell  worth. 
A  voice  Tntb  Satcvue  tolde 

How  that  his  owne  sonne  bym  ^olde 

Out  of  his  reigne  jpqt  awey : 

And  be  because  of  thiike  wey. 

That  bym  was  shape  soche  an  hate, 

Cybele  his  wHe.began  to  bate^ 

Ajid  eke  hir  prqgenie  bothe. 

And  thus  while  that  thei  were  wroth. 
By  Philyra  ypon  a  daie 
In  his  auoutrie  he  laie. 

On  whom  he  lupiter  begat: 

And  thilke  childe  was  after  that, 

Whiche  wrough^vall  that  was  propheeied>. 

As  it  tofore  is  specifled. 

So  whan  that  lupiter  of  Crete 

Was  kynge,  a  wife  vnto  bym  mete. 

The  donghter  of  Cyb£le  be  toke» 

And  that  was  Inno^  saith  the  bok«. 

Of  his  deificacion. 

After  the  felse  opiniov^ 

That  haue  I  t61de»  so  as  thei  mene. 

And  for  this  lono  was  the  qoene 

Of  lupiter,  and  syster  ^, 

The  fooles  vnto  hir  seke. 

And  seyn,  that  she  is  tlie  goddesse 

Of  reignes  bothe,  and  oC  richetse  \ 

And  eke  she  as  thai  vnderstonde, 

The  water  Nymphes  hath  in  honde 

To  leaden  at  hir  owne  hatte  > 

And  whan  hir  list  the  skie  tempest. 

The  reynbowe  is  hir  messagere. 

Lo  whiche  a  misbeleue  is  ber^  • 

That  she  goddesse  is  of  the  skie, 

I  wote  none  other  cauae  why. 

An  other  goddesse  is  Mineruop 
To  whom  the  grekes  obey  aud  8eni»» 
And  she  was  nigh  the  great  lay 
Of  Triton  fonnde,  where  she  lay 
A  childe  for  cast,  but  what  she  was. 
There  knewe  no  man  the  soth  cass 
But  hi  AiBrike  she  was  leyde, 
Ia  the  mtner  at  I  hwie  leyde^ 
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And  caried  from  that  ilk«  ptac* 
In  to  an  yle  ferre  in  Tbraoe, 
The  whiche  Pallene  than  hight. 
Where  a  nonce  bir  kepte  and  dight. 
And  after  for  she  waa  «o  wise, 
That  she  fonde  lyrst  in  btr  auise^ 
The  cloth  makynge  of  woll  and  line» 
Men  suden  that  she  was  deiiine. 
And  the  goddesse  of  sapience 
Thei  clepen  hir  in  that  credence. 

Of  the  goddesse^  whiche  Pallaa 
Is  cleped,  sondry  speche  was. 
One  saith  hir  fether  was  Pallant, 
Whiche  in  his  time  was  a  geant, 
A  cniell  man,  a  bataylous. 
An  other  saith,  how  in  his  hons 
She  was  the  cause  why  he  deyde. 
And  of  this  Pallas  some  eke  sayde. 
That  she  Martes  wife  was,  and  so 
Amonge  the  men  that  were  tho 
Of  mysbelene  in  the  ryote^ 
The  godesse  of  bataile  she  bote 
Was,  and  yet  she  beieth  the  namflL; 
Nowe  loke  how  thei  be  for  to  Uama* 

Satumus  after  his  exile 
Fro  Crete,  cam  in  great  perile 
Into  the  londes  of  Itaile: 
And  there  be  did  great  meroaito : 
Wherof  his  name  dwelleth  yit. 
For  he  fonde  of  his  owne  wit 
The  fyrst  crafte  of  plough  tillynga. 
Of  earyoge,  and  of  cone  sowynge. 
And  howe  men  tholde  set  Tines, 
And  of  the  gnpes  make  winea. 
All  this  he  taught,  and  it  fell  so. 
His  wyfe,  the  iHiicbe  cam  with  him  tho. 
Was  deped  Ceres  by  name. 
And  for  she  taught  also  the  same. 
And  was  bis  wife  that  like  throwe. 
As  it  was  to  the  people  knowe, 
Thei  made  of  Ceres  a  goddesse. 
In  whome  her  tylthes  yet  they  btene. 
And  sayen  that  Triptolemus, 
Hir  Sonne  goth  amonges  vs^ 

I  And  maketh  the  come  good  chepe  or  dcre> 
Rygfat  as  bir  list  from  yere  to  yera. 
So  that  this  wife,  beeause  of  this, 
^  Goddesse  of  come  cleped  is. 

Kynge  lupiter,  whiche  his  likyngt 
Whilom  ftdfilled  in  all  th]mge,    • 
So  priueliche  about  he  lad 
His  lust,  that  he  his  will  had 
Of  Latona,  and  on  hir  that 
Diane  his  donghter  he  begat, 
Unknowen  of  his  wife  luno. 
But  afterwarde  she  knewe  it  m», 
That  Latona  for  drede  fled 
Into  an  yle,  where  she  bed 
Hir  wombe,  wbiohe  of  ohilde  ana, 
Thiike  ile  was  cleped  Delos,  • 
In  whiche  Diana  was  forth  bvooghlk 
And  kepte  so,  that  hir  lacked  nooi^ 
And  after  whan  she'  was  of  age. 
She  toke  none  hede  of  mariage. 
But  out  of  mans  companie 
She  toke  hir  all  to  venerie. 
In  foreste  and  in  wildemesse 
For  there  was  ail  hir  besinesse 
By  daie,  and  dee  by  nightes  tide, 
,  With  arowct  brode  mder  th«  tiday 
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And  bov  in  ]ioiide»  of  vhidie  she  sloagb. 
And  take,  aU  thnt  hir  lytt  enough 
Of  beutet,  whiebe  ben  chaceable» 
Wberof  the  cronike  of  this  £ible 
Sttth,  that  the  gentils  most  of  all 
Wofihip  fair,  and  to  hir  caUe: 
And  the  goddesse  of  high  hUles^ 
Of  greene  trees,  of  fressbe  weUes, 
Tb^  clepen  hir  in  that  bdeae» 
Whiche  that  no  reason  maie  acheac .    • 

Proseipina,  whiche  doughter  was 
Of  Ceres,  befeU  this  cas, 
While  she  was  dwellyng  in  Ceciie, 
His  mother  in  that  ilke  while 
Upon  hir  bieasynge,  and  hir  best 
BmI,  that  she  sbnlde  ben  honesty 
And  lere  for  to  weane  and  spinne 
And  dwelle  at  home,  and  kepe  hir  inne. 
But  she  cast  all  that  lore  aweie. 
And  as  die  went  hir  out  to  pleie. 
To  pther  floares  in  a  plaioe. 
And  that  was  vnder  themountalne 
Of  Ethna,  feUe  the  same  tide 
That  Pluto  cam  the  way  ride. 
And  sodeinly,  er  she  was  ware^ 
He  toke  hir  vp  into  his  chare. 
And  as  thei  riden  id  the  felde, 
Hir  great  beautee  he  beheldc^ 
Whiche  was  so  plesant  in  his  eie. 
That  for  to  bolde  in  companie, 
Hs  wedded  fair,  and  helde  hir  so 
To  beo  bis  wife  for  euermo. 

And  aa  thou  faast  tofore  herde  telli, 
Howe  he  was  eleped  god  of  belle, 
80  is  she  deped  the  goddesse, 
Beeanse  of  bym  ne  more  ne  lesse. 

Lo  thus  my  sonae,  as  I  the  tolde. 
The  grekes  whilom  l^  daie  oMts 
Her  goddes  had  io  aoiidne  wise: 
And  throqgh  the  lore  of  her  apprise. 
The  Romaines  belde  eke  the  same. 
And  in  worship  of  her  name. 
To  eoery  god  inspeciall 
Thet  made  a  temple  forth  withaU: 
And  eke  of  her  yeres  daie 
Attided  had,  and  of  arraie 
The  temples  weren  than  ordeined. 
And  eke  the  people  was  eonstreigned. 
To  come  and  done  her  sacri^. 
The  preestes  eke  in  her  office 
Solempne  made  thilke  feastes* 
And  thus  the  grekes  like  to  beastet 
That  men  in  stede  of  godJionoar, 
Whiche  might  nooght  hem  selfe  Mcoiiry 
While  that  tbei  were  aliae  here» 
And  oner  this  as  thoa  shalte  hwe. 
The  grekes  (fulfilled  of  fantasie) 
8syne  dw,  that  of  the  hilles  bye 
The  goddes  ben  inspeciall. 
But  of  her  name  in  generall 
Thei  hoten  all  Satyn. 

There  ben  of  nymphes  profMSrly 
b  the  belene  of  hem  also: 
Oreades  thei  saiden  tho 
Attitledben  to  the  nio^ntaiDes. 

And  for  the  woddes  in  demeinef. 
To  kepe,  tho  ben  Driades, 
Of  fressbe  wdles  Naiades* 
And  of  the  nymphes  of  the  tee . 
I  lyade  a  tale  in  pfoparttt» 


Howe  Donis  whilom  kyfi^4>fCreoey 
Whiche  had  of  infortune  a  pece: 
His  wife,  forth  with  his  doughter  all^ 
So  as  the  happes  shulde  feUe, 
With  many  a  geotil  woman  there, 
Dreint  in  the  salte  sea  they  were : 
Wherof  the  grekes  that  tvme  saydeo. 
And  Buche  a  name  vpon  hem  layden. 
Nereides  that  thei  ben  bote 
The  nymphes,  whiche  that  thei  not* 
To  reigne  ypon  the  stremes  salte. 

Lo  Dowe  if  this  beleue  halt 
But  of  the  nymphes  as  thei  te]le» 
In  euery  place  where  thei  dwelle,, 
Thei  ben  all  reidy  obeisant, 
As  damoyselles  attendant 
To  tho  goddes,  whose  seruice 
Thei  mote  obeie  in  all  wiset 
Wherof  the  grekes  to  hem  beseke, 
With  them  that  ben  goddesses  eke. 
And  haue  in  hem  a  great  credenoa, 
And  yet  without  experience    ' 
Saufe  ondy  of  illusion, 
Whiche  was  to  hem  damnacion. 
For  men  also  that  were  dede 
Thei  hadden  goddes  as  I  rede^* 
And  tho  by  name  Manes  higbteoy 
To  whom  full  great  honour  thei  dighttn, 
So  as  the  grekes  lawe  sayth: 
Whiche  was  ayeno  the  right  feith. 

Thus  haue  I  tolde  a  great  paitie» 
But  all  the  holle  progenie 
Of  goddes  in  that  ilke  tyme    . 
To  longe  it  were  for  to  ryme. 
^ut  yet  of  that  whiche  thou  hast  berdCi 
Of  mysheleue,  how  it  hath  forde, 
There  is  a  great  dinersitee. 

My  fether  right  sa  thinkefcfa  me; 
But  yet  one  thynge  I  you  beseche, 
Wbicbe  stant  in  all  mens  speche,> 
The  god,  and  the  goddesse  of  loue. 
Of  whom  ye  nothynge  here  abooa 
Haue  tolde,  ne  spoken  of  her  ferr. 
That  ye  me  wolde  nowe  declare, 
Howe  thei  fyrst  come  to  that  name* 

My  Sonne  I  haue  lefte  it  for  ahame. 
Because  I  am  hir  owne  preest. 
But  for  theistonde  nigh  thy  brest  ^ 
Upon  the  shrifte  oiP  thy  matere, 
Thou  Shalt  of  them  the  sooth  here. 

And  Tnderstonde  now  weU  the  caf. 
Venus  Satunms  doughter  was, 
Whiche  all  daunger  put  aweie. 
Of  loue,  and  fonde  to  lust  a  «eie, 
So  that  of  hir  in  sondrie  plao» 
Diners  men  fell  in  to  grace. 
And  suche  a  lusty  life  she  ladde. 
That  she  diuers  chiklren  had* 
Nowe  one  by  tbi^  nowe  one  by  that, 
Of  hir  it  was  that  Mars  begat 
A  childe,  whiche  eleped  was  Armenia 
Of  hir  also  cam  Androgene: 
To  whom  Mercurie  fether  was.. 
Anchises  begatte  Eneas 
Ofhir  also,  and  Hericon    • 
3iten  begatte,  and  therrpoD,    . 
Whan  that  she  aigh  ther  waa  nona  otber^^ 

IBy .  lupiter,  hir  owne  brother 
She  lay,  and  he  begat  Cupide^ 
And  thilke  sonae  Tpo^  a  tidoj 
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Whan  he  was  cofue  Vnto  his  age, 
He  bad  a  wonder  fayre  visage. 
And  fond  his  mother  amorous. 
And  be  was  also  lecherous : 
So  whan  thei  were  bothe  alone: 
As  he  wbiche  eien  had  nque 
To  see  reason,  his  pother  kist. 
And  she  also  that  notbyng  wist. 
But  that,  wbiche  vnto  his  lust  bdonketh. 
To  bene  hir  loner  hym  vnderlbngeth. 
Thus  was  be  biynde,  and  she  Tnwis. 
.But  neuertheles  this  cause  it  is, 
Wbiche  Cupide  is  the  god  of  loue. 
For  he  bis  mothec  durst  lone, 
And  she,  wbiche  thought  hir  lustes  ibndi^ 
piuers  loues  toke  on  honde 
Well  more  than  I  the  tell  here. 
And  for  she  wolde  her  selfe  share. 
She  made  common  that  di^orte. 
And  set  a  la  we  of  suche  a  porta. 
That  euery  woman  might  take, 
What  man  hir  list,  antr  nought  forsake 
To  ben  as  eommon  as  she  wolde. 
She  was  the  (yrst  also,  wbiche  tolde. 
That  women  sbuld  her  body  selle. 

Semiramis,  so  as  men  telle. 
Of  Venus  kepte  thilke  apprise. 
And  so  did  in  the  same  wise 
Of  Rome  £»ire  Neabolie, 
Whiche  soldo  her  body  to  Regolie. 
She  was  to  euery  man  fdawe. 
And  helde  the  lu«te  of  thilke  lawe, 
Whiche  Venus  of  hir  selfo  beganne, 
Wherof  that  she  the  name  wanne. 
Why  men  hif  depen  the  goddesse 
Of  loue,  and  eke  of  gentilnesse. 
Of  worides  luste,  and  of  plesance 
See  nowe  the  foule  myscreance. 
Of  grckea  in  thilke  tyme  tho. 
Whan  Venus  toke  hir  name  so. 
There  was  no  cause  vnder  the  moone, 
Of  wbiche  thei  hadden  tho  to  doone. 
Of  well  or  wo  where  so  it  was. 
That  thei  no  token  in  that  caat 
A  god  to  belpe  or  a  goddesse, 
Wherof  to  take  my  witnesse. 


Nota  de  epistola  Dindimi  regis  Bragmannorum 
Aleiandro  m«gno  directa,  vbi  dicit,  quod  Oreci 
tunc  ad  colrpoiis  conseruacionem  pro  singulis 
membris  singulos.  deos  specialiter  appropriart 
credunt. 

Tbc  kynge  of  Bragmans  Dtndimns 
xVrote  Tnto  AlisaQ4sr  thus, 
A.  Mamynge  of  the  grekes  foith : 
And  uf  the  misbdeue  he  saith, 
Howe  tfaei  for  euery  membre  hadden 
A  sondry  god,  to  whom  thei  spiadden 
Her  armes»  and  of  belpe  besoughten. 

Mineme  for  the  bead  thei  soughteoi 
For  she  was  wise,  and  of  a  man 
The  witte  and  reason  whiche  be  cau 
Is  in  the  chiles  of  the  brayn, 
Wherof  thei  made  her  souerayn 

Meicurie,  whiche  was  in  his  dawes 
A  great  speaker  of  fals  lawes : 
Ob  hym  the  kepynge  of  the  tonge 
Tbd  laid,  whan  thei  speka  or  80i«fpB. 


For  Bacchus  was  a  glotton  eke, 
Hym  for  the  throve  thei  beseke, 
That  he  it  wolde  wassheu  ofte 
With  soote  drinkes  and  with  softe. 

The  god  of  sbul^ers  and  of  armes 
Was  Hercules,  for  he  in  anqes 
The  mightiest  was  to  fight. 
To  hym  the  lymmes  thei  behigbL 

The  god,  whom  thei  depen  Martt 
The  brest  to  kepe  bath  for  his  part. 
For  with  the  herte  in  his  image. 
That  he  addiesse  to  his  courage. 

And  of  the  galle  the  goddesse. 
For  she  was  full  of  hastinesse 
Of  wrath,  and  light  to  greue  also, 
Thei  made,  and  sayd,  it  was  luno. 

Cupide,  which  the  brond  of  fire. 
Bare  in  his  honde,  he  was  the  sire 
Of  the  stomacka,  whiche  boileth  ener, 
Wherof  the  lustes  ben  the  leuer. 

To  the  goddesse  Cefes, 
Whiche  of  the  come  yafe  hir  encrees. 
Upon  the  feith  that  tho  was  take. 
The  wombes  cure  was  betske. 

And  Venus  throughe  the  lecherie. 
For  whiche  thei  hir  deifie 
She  kept  alt  doune  the  remenant 
To  thilke  office  apperteinant. 


Nota  de  prima  Idolocnm  culture,  que  ex  tribtts 
predpue  statuis  exorta  est,  quamm  prima  folt 
tlla, quamin  silii  sui  memoriam  quidam  Prin- 
ceps  nomine  Ciiopbanes  a  sculptore  Promotheo 
fabricaii  oonstitujt. 

Thus  was  dispers  in  sondrie  wise 
The  misbeleue,  as  I  deuise. 
With  many  an  ymage  of  entaile 
Of  suche  as  might  hem  not  anaile. 
For  thy  without  Hues  chere 
Unmighty  be  to  see,  or  here 
Or  speke,  or  do,  or  dies  fele. 
And  yet  the  fooles  to  hem  knde, 
Whiche  is  her  owne  hande  werke. 
A  lorde  bowe  this  beleue  is  derke. 
And  for  fro  reftsonable  witte: 
And  netheles  they  don  it  yit 

'  That  was  this  dale  a  ragged  tree. 
To  morowe  rpon  his  maiestee 
Stanfe  in  the  temple  well  beseyne. 
Howe  might  a  mans  reasoik  seyn. 
That  suche  a  stocke  mate  hdpe  or  greoe  ? 
But  thei,  that  ben  of  suche  bcdeue, 
And  vnto  suche  goddes  calle: 
It  shall  to  hem  right  so  befolle. 
And  iiiilep  at  m<i«t  neede. 
But  if  the  lyst  to  take  heede. 
And  of  the  first  ym^ge  witte, 
Petronins  therof  hath  writte, 
And  eke  Nigargargus  also. 
And  thd  adferme,'  and  write  so. 
That  Prometheus  was  tofole. 
And  fonde  the  fyrst  crafte  therfore. 
And  Cirophanes,  as  thd  telle, 
Throogh  couosell,  which  was  take  in  hell. 
In  remembrance  oiP  his  lignege. 
Let  setten  vp  the  fyrst  ymage. 

Of  Cirophanes,  sdth  \he  booke, 
That  ha  fiv  torow,  whiabe  he  toke 
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•f  tiat  he  sigh  hit  sonne  deda. 
Of  cooftNt  knewe  none  other  rade. 
Bat  lete  do  aiake  ia  remembnmce 
A  feire  inage  of  his  semblaiicey 
Aad  set  it  in  the  market  place : 
Wbiehe  openly  to  fore  his  fiice 
Stood  eaery  day,  to  done  hym  ease: 
And  thei  that  than  wolden  please 
The  fiuler,  shold  it  obeye, 
Wban  that  thei  comeu  thilfce  weye. 

Secanda  statoa  foit  ilia,  qoam  ad  sui  patris  Beli 
cuUuram,  rex  Ninas  fieri  et  adorari  decreuit. 
Et  sic  de  nomine  Beli  postea  Bel  et  Beizebub 
hklom  accreoit. 

Aid  of  Nilos  kynge  of  Assire 
I  rede,  bow  that  in  his  Empire 
He  was  next  after  the  seeonde 
Of  hem,  that  first  images  foaude. 
?or  be  right  in  semblable  caas 
Of  Bdos,  whiche  his  &der  was, 
Tfom  Kembroth  in  the  right  line, 
iete  make  of  gold  and  stones  fine 
A  predoos  image  riche 
After  his  ftder  enenliche : 
Aod  therrpon  a  lawe  he  sette, 
IWt  enery  man  of  pore  dette. 
With  sacrifice,  and  wiUi  truage, 
HoDoor  dmld  thilke  image. 
So  that  within  tyine  it  lelle, 
.Of  Behv  cam  the  name  of  BellCi 
Of  Bel  cam  Belsabnb  and  so 
Tbe  misbdeae  went  tho. 

Tcrtia  statoa  Init  iUa,  one  ad  honorem  Apis  Regis 
Oneooram  scnlpta  niit,  cui  postea  nomen  Se- 
rapis  imponentes  ipsum  <)n4si  depm  pagani  cch 
locmnt, 

Tbb  third  image  nest  to  this^ 
Whan  the  k]rnge  of  Grece  Api* 
Was  deed,  thei  made  a  figure 
bi  reRmhIance  of  his  stature. 

Of  this  kynge  Apis  seith  the  booke, 
That  Serapis  his  noma  tooke, 
h  vbom  through  Umge  continuance 
Of  miibdeue  a  great  creance 
Thei  hadden,  «nd.the  reuerence 
Of  flscrifioe  and  of  encence 
To  bym  thei  made,  and  as  thei  telle 
Aasooge  the  wonders,  that  befelle, 
Whaa  Alesander  fro  Candace 
CsB  ridend  in  a  wilde  place 
Vttder  an  hiUe  a  caue  he  fonde, 
Aad  Caadahis>  whiche  io  that  londe 
Wu  bore,  and  ^as  Candaces  soone, 
Vm  told*  how  that  of  common  wonnc 
The  foddies  were  in  thilke  caue. 
Aad  he  that  wolde  assaye  and  ha^e 
A  koovlageysig,  if  it  be  soth, 
Light  of  his  hois,  and  in  he  gothe. 
And  fond  therio,  that  he  sought 
For  tfamogh  tbe  fiendes  sleight  him  thought, 
AflMNifos  other  goddes  mo, 
TlaJL  Senpis  spake  to  him  tho. 
Whom  he  sigh  there  in  great  araie. 
And  thus  the  fende  iStom  daie  to  daie 
The  wonhip  of  idolatrie 
Orai^  forth  Tpon  the  thntasie 


^  hem,  that  were  than  blynde^ 
And  couthen  nought  the  trouth  fiode. 
Thus  hast  thou  herd  in  what  degree 
Of  Grece,,Egypte,  and  Chaldee 
The  misbdeue  whilom  stood. 
And  howe  so  thei  be  not  good 
Ne  trewe,  yet  thei  sprongen  oute, 
Wherof  the  wyde  worlde  aboute 
His  part  of  misbeleue  toke: 
Til  so  befelle,  as  seith  the  bolpe. 
That  god  a  people  for  him  selue 
Hath  chose,  of  the  linages  twelue, 
Wherof  the  sotbe  redily^ 
As  it  is  writen  in  Oenesie 
I  thinke  teUe  in  sucbe  a  wise, 
That  it  shall  be  to  tbyn  a  prise. 

De  Hebreoruoi.sea  ludsBorum  secta  quomm  Sin** 
goga,  ecdesia  Christi  superuevieote,  defecit. 

After  the  flood,  firo  wfaiche  Noe 
Was  saufe,  tbe  worlde  in  his  degree 
Was  made  as  who  seith  newe  ageyn 
Of  flonre,  of  fruit,  of  gras,  of  greyo. 
Of  beast,  of  byrd,  and  of  mankind, 
Whiche  euer  hath  be  to  god  yokiod. 
Fot  not  withstondinge  all  the  fare. 
Of  that  this  worlde  was  made  so  bare. 
And  afterward  it  was  restored, 
Amonge  the  men  was  nothyng  iQored 
Toward  god  of  good  liuynge; 
But  all  was  torned  tp  Ukynge 
After  the  flessbe,  so  that  fbryete 
Was  he,  whiche  yajfe  hem  life  and  mete. 
Of  heuen  and  erth  creatour. 
And  thus  oam  forth  the  great  erronr* 
That  thei  the  high'  god  ne  knewe. 
But  maden  othi^ir  goddes  newe,  ' 
As  thou  hast  hefde  me  saide  tofore. 
There  was  no  man  that  tyme  bore. 
That  he  ne  liad  after  his  choyce 
A  god,  to  wom  ye  yafo  his  voyce, 
Wherof  the  misbeleue  cam 
In  to  the  tyitae  of  Abraham : 
But  be  fondf^  out  the  right  wele, 
Howe  onely  meq  shulde  obeie 
The  high  god.  Whiche  weldeth  all. 
And  euer  hath  done,  and  euer  shall, 
|n  heuen,  in  erth,  and  eke  in  belle. 
There  is  no  tonge  his  might  male  tellCf 
This  Patriarche  to  his  linage 
Forbad,  that  thei  to  npne  ymag^ 
Endine  shulde  in  pp  wise: 
But  her  offrehde  and  sacrifice. 
With  all  the  hole  hertes  loue. 
Unto  the  mighty  god  aboue 
Thei  shulden  yeue,  and  to  no  mo, 

And  thifs  in  thilke  tyme  tho 
BegiMA  that  sect  ypon  this  erthe, 
Whiche  of  beleues  was  the  ferthe, 
Of  rightousnes  it  was  coi|ceiued: 
So  must  it  nodes  be  reoeiued 
Of  hym  that  fill  ryght  is  (n, 
The  high  god,  whiche  wolde  wymw 
A  people  Tnto  his  owne  feyth. 
On  Abraham  the  grounde  he  leyth, 
And  made  bym  for  to  moltiplic 
In  to  so  great  a  progenia. 
That  they  Egypte  all  oner  sprsd. 

^ut  rbaraa  with  wiopge  htB|  M 
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In  seniitade  ayiene  the  pMf , 

Till  god  let  sende  Moites,  . 

To  make  the  deliuerance. 

And  ibr  his  people  great  reagtence 

He  toke,  whiche  is  to  here  a  Wonder, 

The  kyng  was  slayn,  the  londe  pat  ruder, 

God  bad  the  read  see  denide, 

Whiche  stode  ▼prig^t  on  euery  side^ 

And  yafe  vnto  his  people  a  wete. 

That  thai  on  fote  it  passed  dreye. 

And  gone  so  forth  in  to  deserte, 

Where  for  to  kepe  hem  in  conert. 

The  dales  whan  the  sonne  brent, 

A  laiige  cloude  hem  ouerwent 

And  for  to  wissen  hem  by  nyght, 

A  firie  piller  hem  alight 

And  whan  that  they  for  honger  plalnci 

The  mighty  god  b^^an  to  rayne. 

Manna  fro  heuen  downe  to  grounde, 

Wherof  that  eche  of  hem  bath  founde 

His  foode,  suche  right  as  hym  list. 

And  for  thai  shuld  vpon  hym  trist. 

Right  as  who  set  a  tonne  a  broche. 

He  peroed  the  harde  roche, 

And  spronge  oat  water  all  at  willa, 

That  man  and  best  hath  dronke  hU  fille^ 

And  aftervarde  he  yafo  the  lawe 

To  Moyses,  that  hem  withdrawe 

Thei  shuld  hot  fro  that  he  bad. 

And  in  this  wise  thei  be  ladj 

Till  thei  toke  in  possession 

The  londea  of  promission» 

Where  that  Caleph  and  losue 

The  marches  vpon  suche  degraf 

Departen  alter  the  linage. 

That  eche  of  hem  as  heritage 

His  pourpartie  hath  ▼nderfonge. 

And  thus  stode  this  beleoe  longe, 

Whiche  of  prophetes  was  goaemed. 

And  thei  had  eke  the  people  lemed 

Of  great  honour,  that  shuld  hem  falle: 

Bat  at  most  nede  of  all 

They  foilden,  whan  Christ  was  bore. 

But  howe  that  thei  her  feith  haue  lore. 

It  nedeth  nought  to  tellen  all. 

The  mater  is  so  generall 

Whan  Locifer  was  hest  in  heuen. 
And  ought  moste  haue  stonde  in  eneiit 
Towardes  god  he  toke  debate 
And  for  that  he  was  obstinate. 
And  wold  nought  to  trouth  endine. 
He  fell  euer  into  ruine.    ' 

And  Adam  eke  in  paradise. 
Whan  he  stode  moste  in  al^  hit  prise, 
After  the  state  of  Innocence, 
Ayen  the  god  brake  his  defonoe, 
And  fell  out  of  his  place  a^eie. 
And  right  by  suche  maner  weye 
The  lewes  in  her  best  plite. 
Whan  that  thei  shnlde  most  perfitct 
Haue  stonde  ypon  the  prophecie, 
Tho  fdlen  thei  to  moste  folic. 
And  hym«  which  was  fro  heuen  come. 
And  of  a  |naide  his  flesshe  hath  nome. 
And  was  amonge  hem  bore  and  fed. 
As  men  that  wolden  nought  be  sped. 
Of  goddes  sonne,  with  o  Toice 
Thei  henge  and  slough  vpon  the  croicc ; 
Wherof  the  perftte  of  bet  lawe 
tte  then  forth  hem  was  withdrawe. 


So  that  thei  stonde  of  no  merite. 
But  in  tniage  as  folke  subiecte. 
Without  propretee  of  place 
Thei  liuen  out  of  gods  grace, 
Dispers  in  all  loodes  out. 
And  thus  the  feith  is  come  aboute. 
That  wilome  in  the  lewes  stood, 
Whiche  is  nought  perfitelich  good. 

To  speke  as  it  is  nowe  be£dle. 
There  is  a  feyth  abouen  ^11, 
In  whiche  the  trouth  is  comprehended, 
Wherof  that  we  ben  all  ameiided. 

De  6de  Christiana,  m  qua  peffecte  l^s  oomple- 
mentum,  summi  ministerii  sacramentum,  nos- 
trequc  salracionis  fundamentum  in  follibillter 
consistere  creditnr* 

Thb  high  almighty  maiestee. 
Of  rightousnes,  and  of  pitee. 
The  synne,  whiche  that  Adam  wrought. 
Whan  he  sigh  tyme  ayene  he  boughtt 
And  send  his  sonne  fro  the  heueu, 
Whiche  mans  sowle  hath  set  \m  euen. 
And  hath  his  grace  reconciled. 
Fro  whiche  the  man  was  first  exiled. 
And  in  hjrm  selfe  so  sore  fall. 
Upon  the  pojmt  whiche  is  befall, 
That  he  ne  might  him  selfe  arise. , 

Gregorie  saith  in  his  aprise. 
It  helpeth  nought  a  man  b<e  bore, 
If  gods  sonne  ware  ▼nbore. 
For  than  through  the  first  synne, 
Whiche  Adam  wbylom  brouj^t  rsinae. 
There  shulden  all  men  be  lost : 
But  Christ  restoreth  thilka  lost, 
,  And  bought  it  with  his  flesshe  and  blood. 
And  if  we  thynkeui  howe  it  stood 
Of  thiike  raunson,  whiche  he  paide^ 
As  sayn^  Gre|^e  it  wrote  «id  saide. 
All  was  behonely  to  the  man. 
For  that,  wherof  his  wo  began. 
Was  after  cause  of  all  his  wdth. 
Whan  he,  whiche  b  the  well  of  belthe| 
The  high  creatour  of  life. 
Upon  the  nede  of  suche  a  stpi^ 
So  wold  he  for  his  creature 
Take  on  him  selfe  the  fbrfeiture* 
And  suffer  for  the  mans  sake. 

Thus  maie  no  reason  well  fbnake. 
That  thiike  sinne  originall 
Ne  was  the  cause  in  speciall 
Of  mans  worship  at  last 
Whiche  shall  withouten  end  last. 
For  by  that  cause  the  godhede 
Assembled  was  with  the  manhede. 
In  the  Tirgine,  where  he  nome 
Our  flesshe,  and  very  man  baoone 
Of  bodely  Aratemitee, 
Wherof  the  man  in  his  degree 
Stent  more  worth,  as  I  bane  tdlde  '     * 

Than  be  stode  erst  by  many  foldt. 
Through  baptisme  of  the  new«  lawe. 
Of  whiche  Christe  lorde  is  and  felaWt^ 
Through  vertue  of  his  mirht, 
Whiche  in  Mary  was  alif^t 
To  binde  mans  soule  agayna. 
And  this  beleue  is  so  certayne. 
So  full  of  grace  and  of  vertue^ 
That  what  man,  depeth  to  lesub 
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lo  dene  life,  forth  with  good  dcdct 
He  maie  not  &Ueii  of  heoen  mede. 
So  that  it  stout  Tpoo  beleue, 
That  euery  man  maie  well  acheae, 
Whicbe  taken  bath  the  right  feitb. 
For  elles,  as  the  gospell  seith,      ^ 
Silaacton  there  maie  be  none, 
Aidfbr  topreehe  therrpoo 
Oirist  bad  to  his  aposHes  all. 
The  vbose  power  as  oowe  is  foUe 
On  Ts,  that  ben  of  holy  churche. 
If  ve  the  good  dedes  wurchet 
Forfeyth,  but  if  there  he  good  dede^ 
Tbtpostle  seyth,  is  worth  no  mede. 

Move  were  it  good,  that  thou  for  th  j, 
Wbicbe  tfarongb  baptisme  proprely 
Alt  fnto  Cbnstes  fey th  professed. 
Beware  that  thou  be  not  oppressed 
With  anticbristes  lirilardie. 
For  as  the  lewes  propbecie 
Wis  Kt  of  god  for  auantage: 
Kight  10  this  newe  tapinage         ^ 
Of  bliardie  goth  abonte. 
To  Ktte  Cbristes  feithe  in  doote. 
The  nintes,  that  were  ts  tofore, 
By  vbome  the  fetthe  was  first  Vp  bore, 
That  holy  cfaurche  stode  releued : 
Tl«  oogbte  better  be  beleued. 
Than  these,  wbicbe  that  men  knowe. 
Mot  hoty,  though  the'i  feigne  and  blowQ 
Her  lollaidie  in  mennes  eare. 
But  if  thou  wylt  lyne  out  of  f^are, 
Soche  neve  knre  I  rede  eschewe. 
And  boide  forth  right  the  weie,  and  sewe 
Ai  thyn  auncestres  did  er  this : 
Sosbalt  thou  nought  beleae  amis. 
Christe  wrought  fyrst,  and  after  taught, 
So  that  his  dede  the  worde  araugbt: 
Be  yafe  ensampte  in  his  parsone. 
And  ve  the  wordes  bane  alone 
like  to  the  tre  with  lenes  greene, 
Vpon  the  wbicbe  no  fruite  is  scene, 

Nola  qood  cum  Anthenor  palladium  Troie  a  tem^* 
pio  Mmerue  abstulit,Thoas  ibidem  summus  sa* 
oeidos  anro  cormptus,  oculos  auertit,et  sic  ma* 
hiffl  qqasi  non  Tidens  scienter  fieri  permisit. 

Tn  priest  Thoas,  whiche  of  Mineme 

The  temple  had  for  to  seme, 

Ami  the  Palladton  of  Troie 

Kepte  Tiider  keie:  for  moneie 

Of  Anthenor  whiche  be  hath  nomei 

Rith  nffred  Anthenor  to  oome, 

AadthePalladiontostele, 

^Vhcrof  the  worship  and  the  w«le 

Of  the  Troians  was  ooertfaroweii 

^  Thoai  at  same  throwe, 
WhsB  Aatheaor  Ibis  lewell  toke« 
Wynkcod  cast  awey  bis  loke, 
f^adeoeitey  and  fpr  a^wile, 
Ai  he,th«t  shnld  hym  salfe  begile. 
Be  hid  his  eycn  ho  the  sight. 
And  vende  well,  that  he  to  migbt 
I^>c«ie  his  Ms  conscience. 

1  vote  not  if  thiike  euidence 
■ov  at  this  time  in  her  astates^ 
^icaie  aright  the  prelates, 
Baoveod  how  that  the  feitb  discr^th 
Aid  allnoian  Teftne  OMse^h : 


Wherof  that  thei  the  keyjes  here. 
But  yet  hem  liketh  not  to  stere 
Her  gostly  eie  for  to  see 
The  worlde  in  his  aduersite^. 
Thei  woli  no  labour  vndertake 
To  kepe  that  hem  is  betake. 

Christe  died  hym  selfe  for  the  feyfh^ 
But  nowe  our  ferfull  prelate  seyth. 
The  life  is  swete,  and  that  he  kepeth. 
So  that  the  feith  Tnhoipe  slepeth, 
And  thei  vnto  her  ease  entenden. 
And  in  ber  lust  her  life  dispeoden. 
And  euery  man  do  what  hym  list. 
Thus  stant  this  worlde  Hilfilled  of  mlsti^ 
That  no  man  seeth  the  right  weie. 
Tbe  wardes  of  the  church  kde. 
Through  misbandlynge  ben  miswreint, 
Tbe  worldes  wawe  bath  welnigh  dreint 
The  ship  whiche  Peter  hath  to  stere. 
Tbe  forme  is  kept,  but  the  matere 
Transform^  is  in  other  wise. 
But  if  thei  weren  gostly  wise. 
And  that  tbe  priestes  were  good^ 
As  thei  by  olde  dales  stoode^ 
It  were  than  litell  nede, 
Amonge  the  men  to  taken  hede. 
Of  that  thei  hercn  Pseudo  tell, 
Wbicbe  nowe  is  come  for  to  dwelle 
To  sowe  Cockil  with  the  come. 
So  that  the  tilthe  is  nigh  forlorne, 
Whiche  Christ  sewe  first  his  owne  honde^ 
Nowe  stant  the  Cockill  in  the  loode. 
Where  stode  whilom  the  good  greyne. 
For  tbe  prelates  nowe,  as  men  seyne, 
Forslouthen  that  thei  shuld  tille : 
And  that  I  trowe  be  the  skille, 
Whan  there  is  lacke  in  hem  Aboue, 
The  people  is  stranged  to  the  lone 
Of  trouth,  in  cause  of  ignorance. 
For  where  there  is  no  purueiance 
Of  light,  men  erren  in  the  darke. 
But  if  the  prelates  wolden  warke 
Upon  the  feith  whiche  thei  vs  teache. 
Men  shulden  nought  her  waie  seche 
Without  light  as  nowe  is  vsed. 
Men  see  the  charge  all  dale  refused, 
Wkiche  holy  churche  hath  vndertake. 

Gregorhis.  Qoando  Petrua  cum  ludea,  Aadteas 
cum  Achaia,  Thomas  cum  India,  et  Paulus  cum 

.  geate  Tenient,  quid  dicemos  nos  modernit  quo- 
rum fossum  talentum  pro  nihilo  compulabi« 
tur. 

But  who  that  wolde  ensample  take. 
Oregorie  Tpon  his  Omdie 
Ayene  the  slouth  of  Prelacie 
Coftiplaineth  hym,  and  thus  he  saith ; 

Wban  Peter,  father  of  the  flaitb 
At  domes  daie  shall  with  hym  brynge 
ludea,  whiche  through  his  prechynge 
He  wao,  and  Andrcwe  with  Achaie 
Shall  come  His  dette  for  to  paie. 
And  Thomas  eke  with  his  beyeta 
Of  Indie,  and  Poule  the  routes  great 
Of  sundry  londes  to  present: 
And  we  fulfilled  of  londe  and  rent, 
Whiche  of  this  worlde  we  holden  here,- 
With  Toide  hondes  shall  afqpere. 
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Touchende  our  core  tpiritually 

Whicbe  ia  our  cbaife  in  special]. 

I  not  what  tfaynge  It  maie  amount. 

Upon  tbilke  ende  of  our  acoompte, 

Whicbe  Christ  hym  selfe  ia  anditour, 

Whicbe  taketh  none  bede  of  veiQ  honour^ 

The  office  of  the  CbanceUeriei 

Or  of  the  kynges  treasorie, 

Ne  for  to  write,  ne  for  to  taile. 

To  warrant  may  not  than  auaile. 

The  woride,  which  nowe  ao  well  we  troW| 

Shall  make  va  than  hut  a  mowe. 

So  passe  w^  without  mede» 

That  we  nope  otl^erwise  apede. 

But  as  we  rede,  that  he  apedde. 

The  whicbe  his  lordes  bcnaunt  hedde. 

And  thenrpon  gat  none  encrees. 

Sut  at  his  tyme  netheles. 

What  other  man  his  thanke  deBeme, 

The  woilde  so  tustte  is  to  seme 

Th^t  we  with  him  ben  all  accorded. 

And  that  is  wist  and  well  recorded 

Through  out  this  erihe  in  all  londes, 

let  knightes  W3rnne  with  her  bpndes. 

For  our  tonges  shall  ha  still, 

And  stande  vpon  the  flesshes  wilL 

It  were  a  trauaile  for  to  precbe. 

The  faith  of  Christ  as  for  to  teche 

The  folke  paintm,  it  woll  not  bee. 

But  enerr  pr^te  holde  his  see. 

With  all  niche  aa  he  maie  geate 

Of  lusty  drinke,  of  Insty  meate, 

Wherof  the  body  fiitte  and  full. 

Is  mto  gosteiy  labour  dulle. 

And  slough  to  handle  tbilke  plough), 

But  els  we  ben  swifte  enough 

Towarde  the  wdrldes  Aqarice, 

Ami  that  is  as  a  sacrifice, 

Whicbe  after  tha(  thaposUe  saith, 

1b  openly  ayene  the  faith. 

Unto  the  idols  youe  and  graunted. 

But  nethdes  «s  it  is  nowe  haunte^ 

And  Tertue  difiQged  into  vice, 

So  that  largesse  is  Auarice, 

In  whose  chaptre  nowe  we  treaty. 

My  fiither  this  master  is  beate 
So  far,  that  eoer  while  I  line, 
I  shall  the  better  bede  yeue 
Unto  my  selfe  by  many  weye. 
But  ouer  this  nowe  wolde  I  preya. 
To  witte  what  the  branches  are 
Of  Auarice,  and  bowe  tbei  fare, 
'  Als  well  in  lone  as  otherwise. 

My  somie  and  I  the  shall  denise. 
In  SQche  a  maner  as  thai  stonde. 
So  that  thon  shalt  mdersttnde. 

Agros  inngit  agris  Cupidus  domibus  domosque, 
Possidiat  totam  sic  quasi  solus  humum. 

Solus  &  inomnerot  mulierum  spirat  amores, 
Vt  sacra  millenis  sit  sibi  culta  Venu^i 

Hie  tractat  Confessor  super  ilia  specie  auaritia, 
qu«  cupiditas  dicitor,  quam  in  aaorit  causa 
pertractans  amanti  super  hoe  opponiU 

Bamb  Auarice  is  nought  solayne, 
Whicbe  is  of  gokle  the  capitayne : 
But  of  hir  courte  in  sondrie  wise. 
After  the  tchole  ofhir  apriir, 


She  hath  of  seruaittesiiuuiy  oae, 
Wherof  that  Couetise  is  one : 
Whicbe  with  the  large  woride  about 
To  seche  thauauntages  out. 
Where  that  he  maie  the  proftte  winne. 
To  Auarice  and  bryngeth  it  inne: 
That  one  halt,  and  that  other  draweth. 
There  is  no  dale  whicbe  hem  bedawetb. 
No  more  the  sonpe  than  the  moone. 
Whan  there  is  any  tbynge  to  doone. 
And  namely  with  Couetise, 
For  he  stant  out  of  all  assise 
Of  reasonable 'mans  fare. 
Where  benoiposetb  hym  to  &re 
Upon  his  mere,  and  his  beyete, 
The  small  pathe,  the  large  strete. 
The  furlonge,  and  the  longe  mile. 
All  is  but  one  for  tbilke  while. 
And  for  tliat  he  is  suche  one  holde 
Dame  Auarice  hym  hath  with  holde. 
As  he  whicbe  is  the  principall, 
Outwarde  for  he  is  ouer  all 
A  purueour,  and  an  espie. 
For  right  as  of  an  huogrie  pie 
The  storue  beastes  ben  awaited : 
Right  sa  is  Couetise  affiuted. 
To  loke  where  he  maie  purdiace. 
For  by  his  will  he  wolde  enbrace 
All  that  this  wide  woride  bedippetli. 
But  euer  he  somwhat  ouerbippeth. 
That  he  maie  not  allfulfille 
The  lustes  of  his  gredie  wille^ 
But  where  it  falleSi  in  a  londe. 
That  Couetise  in  mightie  hond« 
bsette,  it  is  full  haide  to  fede. 
For  than  he  taketh  none  other  bede. 
But  that  he  maie  purchace  and  gete» 
His  conscience  hi^th  all  foryete. 
And  not  what  tbjrnge  it  maie  amounte. 
That  he  shall  alterwarde  accompte.. 
But  as  the  Luce  in  his  degree 
Of  tho,  that  lesae  ben  than  bee. 
The  fisshes  gredily  deiiouretb. 
So  that  no  water  hem  sodoureth : 
Right  so  no  la  we  maie  rescowe 
Pro  hym  that  woll  not  righte  allowe* 
For  where  that  suche  one  is  of  migbte^ 
His  will  shall  stonde  in  stede  of  righte^ 
Tlius  ben  the  men  distroied  full  ofte. 
Till  that  the  great  god  aloae, 
Ayene  so  great  a  couetise, 
Redresse  it  in  his  oifne  ^ise, 
And^in  example  of  all  thp 
I  fynde  a  tale  written  so. 
The  whicbe  for  it  is  good  to  lera, 
Hereafterwarde  thou  shalt  here. 

Hie  ponit  Conf^Msor  exemplum  contra  magnates 
cupidos,  £t  narrat  de  Crasso  Romanoram  Im- 
peratore,  qui  turrim,  in  qua  speculum  Virgilii 
Rome  fizum  extiterat,  dolosa  circomoentns  co- 
piditate  enertit.  vnde  non  solum  sui  ipsius  per- 
ditionem,  sed  totius  ciuit^iis  intollen^le  dam^ 
num  contingere  causauit. 

WBiOi  Rome  stoode  in  noble  plite, 
Viigile,  whicjie  was  tho  parfite, 
A  mirrour  made  of  his  cler^e. 
And  9ette  it  in  the  townes  eie 
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Of  iiiM-liie  OB  ti  piller  witboat, 

That  thd  by  thirtie  mite  about. 

By  daie  and  eke  aUo  by  nigbt, 

la  that  minour  bebolde  migbt 

Her  eDBemies,  if  aoy  were. 

With  all  ber  ordinance  there, 

Wbicbetbei  ayene  the  citee  cast* 

So  that  while  tbiAe  mirrour  last. 

There  was  no  londe,  whiche  might  achent 

With  werre  Rome  for  to  grene. 

Wherof  was  great  enoie  tbo 

And  it  foU  tipt  iike  tyme  so. 

That  Rome  bad  werres  strooge 

A^eyne  Carthage,  and  stoode  looge 

Tbe  two  citees  vpon  debate. 

Carthage  sigb  the  stronge  astate 

Of  Rome  io  thiike  mirrour  stonde, 

Aad  thoaght  all  prioely  to  fonde 

To  ooerthrowe  it  by  some  wile. 

And  Haoniball  was  tbilke  while. 

The  prince  and  leader  of  Carlbage, 

Whiche  had  set  all  hw  courage 

Upon  kDigbthode  in  stiche  a  wise. 

That  he  by  worthie  and  by  wise. 

And  by  none  othef  was  counselled : 

Wherof  the  worlde  is  yet  meruailed 

Of  the  maiatries  that  he  wrought 

Upon  the  marches,  whtche  he  soughte. 

And  lidl  in  thifte  tyme  a]so, 
the  kynge  of  Puile,  whiche  was  iho, 
Tbooght  ayene  Rome  to  rebello, 
Aad  thus  was  take  tbe  quareUe^ 
fioweto  distroie  tbe  mirrour. 

Of  Rom«  tbo  was  emperoi|r 
DusBS,  wbicbc  was  sp  couetous. 
That  he  was  euer  desyrous 
or  goMe  to  gette  the  pillage, 
Wherof  that  Puile,  and  eke  Carthage, 
With  philosophers  wise  and  great 
Bsgynne  of  this  matter  to  treat. 
Aad  at  last  in  this  degree 
There  was  philosophers  three, 
To  do  this  thyng  which  Tndertoke, 
And  tberrpon  tfaei  with  hem  toke 
A  great  treasore  of  goldo  in  cofres 
To  Rome,  and  thus  these  philosophers 
To  gether  in  oompanie  went : 
lit  no  man  wist  what  thei  ment 

Whan  tfaei  to  Rome  come  were, 
8d  priuely  thei  dwelte  there, 
Ai  thei  that  tbougfaten  to  deceiue, 
Wss  none,  that  might  of  hem  peroeiaS| 
TtD  thei  in  soadry  stedes  bane 
Ber  gBlde  Tndertbe  ertbe  begrane 
b  two  treasours,  that  to  bebolde 
Thei  shoUe  seme  as  thei  were  olde. 
Aad  80  forth  than  rpon  a  daie, 
AB  openly  in  good  arale. 
To  thcBBpefoorthei  hem  present, 
AadtoUca,itwasherentent  ^ 
To  dvell  Tnder  his  seruise. 

Aad  he  hem  asketh  |n  what  wise, 
Aad  thai  hym  told  in  soche  a  plite. 
That  eehe  of  hem  had  a  spirite. 
The  whiche  depeade  a  nygbt  appereth, 
Aad  hem  by  sondry  dreames  leretb, 
Aherthewodde  that  hath  betid, 
Uader  the  gronade  if  ought  be  bid* 
or  olds  ticasonr  at  any  throwe, 
Thn  shall  h  in  ber  fwcota  knows. 
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And  Tpon  this  condicion 
Thei  Sein,  what  golde  vnder  the  town* 
Of  Rome  is  hid,  thei  woll  it  fynde. 
There  shall  nought  be  lefte  bchinde: 
Be  so  that  he  the  faalue  dele 
Hem  grauut :  and  he  assenteth  wele. 
And  thus  cam  sleight  for  to  dwelle 
With  Conetise,  as  I  the  telle. 
This  emperour  bad  redily. 
That  thei  be  lodged  fast  by. 
Where  he  his  owne  body  laie. 

And  whan  it  was  at  morowe  dale, 
That  one  of  hem  saythe,  that  he  mette, 
Where  he  a  golde  hoorde  shall  fetta» 
Wherof  this  emperour  was  glad. 
And  thenipon  anone  be  bad 
His  miuours  for  to  go,  and  myne; 
And  he  hym  selfe  of  that  couyoe 
Goth  forthe  witbalt,  and  at  his  bonds 
The  treasour  redy  there  be  fonde. 
Where  as  thei  si^ide  it  shulde  be. 
And  who  was  than  glad  but  he? 
Upon  that  oibei'  daie  seconde 
Thei  haue  an  other  golde  hoorde  fonde, 
Whiche  the  seconde  maister  toke 
Upon  his  sweoen  and  vndertoke. 
And  thus  t|ie  sothe  experience 
To  themperour  yafe  sncbe  credence. 
Thai  all  his  trust,  and  all  his  feitli 
So  sikerlJcbe  on  h^m  he  leit^. 
Of  that  he  fonde  hym  so  rdeued. 
That  thei  be  perfitly  beleued. 
As  though  thei  were  goddes  three, 
Nowe  herken  the  subtilitee. 

The  tbirde  maister  shulde  mete. 
Which  as  they  saiden  was  vnmete 
Aboue  hem  all,  and  couth  moste: 
And  he  without  noyse  or  boste. 
All  priuiliche,  so  as  he  wolde 
Upon  the  morowe  his  sweuen  tolde 
To  the  emperour  right  in  his  eare, 
And  saide  hym,  that  he  wist  where 
A  treasour  was,  so  plentious 
Of  golde,  and  eke  so  precious 
Of  iewelles,  and  of  riche  stones. 
That  it  to  all  his  hors  at  Ones 
Were  a  charge  suffisant. 

This  Igrde  of  vpon  this  couenant 
Was  glad,  and  asketh  where  it  was. 
The  maister  saide  vnder  the  glas. 
He  tolde  hym  eke  as  for  the  myn^ 
He  wolde  ordeine  suche  engjrne, 
That  thei  the  werke  shuld  rndersette 
With  tymbre,  and  without  lette 
Men  maie  the  tteasour  sanely  delue. 
So  that  the  myrrour  by  hym  selue 
Without  empeirement  shall  stonde. 
All  this  the  maister  vpon  honde 
Hath  vndertake  in  all  weye. 

This  lorde,  whiche  had  his  wit  awey, 
Aad  was  with  couetiae  blent, 
Anone  therto  yafe  his  assent. 
And  thus  to  mine  forth  withall 
The  tymbre  sette  vp  oner  all, 
Wherof  the  pyller  stode  vpright. 
Till  it  befelle  vpon  a  night, 
These  clerkes,  when  thei  were  ware, 
Howe  that  the  tymber  only  bar^ 
The  pyller,  where  the  myrrour  stode. 
Her  sleight  oo  man  vnderstodS 
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Thet  go  by  night  Tnto  the  myne 

With  pitche,  with  snlphurj  and  with  rofyhe : 

And  whan  the  citee  was  a  slepe, 

A  wilde  fyre  in  to  the  depe 

Thei  caste  amonge  the  tymber  werke. 

And  so  forth  while  the  night  was  derke 

Desgoiaed  in  a  poore  arate 

Thei  passeden  the  towne  er  daie. 

And  whan  thei  comen  vpon  an  hille. 

They  sighen  how  the  mirrour  fylte : 

Wherof  thei  made  ioye  enough, 

And  ecfae  of  vhem  with  other  lough. 

And  sayde :  Lo  what  couetise 

Maie  doe,  with  hem  that  be  not  wise  ? 

And  that  was  proued  afterwaide. 

For  euery  londe  to  Rome  warde, 

Whiche  had  be  subiecte  to  fore. 

Whan  this  myrroor  was  so  forlore. 

And  thei  the  wonder  berde  seie, 

Anone  begonne  to  disobeie 

With  werres  vpon  euery  side. 

And  thus  hath  Rome  lost  bis  pride. 

And  was  defouled  ouer  all. 
For  this  I  fyode  of  Haniball, 

That  he  of  Romaynes  on  a  date. 

Whan  he  hem  fonde  ont  of  arate. 

So  great  a  multitude  slough. 

That  of  golde  rynges,  whicbe  he  drough 

Of  genttU  handes,  that  ben  deade, 

Busshelles  full  thit«,  I  rede 

He  fylled,  and  made  a  bridge  also, 

That  be  might  ouer  Tyber  go 

Upon  the  corps  that  dede  were 

Of  the  Roma3me«,  which  he  slough  there. 
Bur  nowe  to  speke  of  the  tuyse. 

The  whiche  after  the  couetise 

Was  take  vpon  this  emperour. 

For  he  destroied  the  myrrour, 
It  is  a  wonder  for  to  here. 
The  Romaines  maden  a  chayere. 
And  sette  her  emperour  therin. 

'  And  sayden,  for  he  wolde  Wynne 
Of  golde  the  superfluitee. 
Of  golde  he  shulde  suche  plentee 
Receyue,  till  be  saide  ho,' 
And  with  golde,  whiche  thei  bad  the 
Boylende  bote  within  a  panne. 
Into  his  monthe  thei  pouren  than. 

And  thns  the  thirst  of  golde  was  queint 
With  golde,  whiche  had  ben  atteint. 
Wheraf  my  sonne  thou  might  lere 
Whan  couetise  hath  lost  the  stere 
Of  reasonable  gonemance. 
There  fidleth  olte  great  greuance. 
For  there  maie  be  no  worse  tbyoge. 
Than  couetise  aboute  a  kynge 
If  it  in  bis  persone  bee. 
It  doth  the  more  aduersitee. 
And  if  it  in  his  connsaile  stonde. 
It  bryngeth  all  daie  mischiefe  to  honde 
Of  common  harme :  and  if  it  growe 
"Vnthin  bis  court,  it  woU  be  knowe. 
For  than  shall  the  kynge  be  pilled. 
The  man  whiche  bath  his  londe  tilled^ 
Awaiteth  nought  more  redily 
The  heruest,  than  thei  gredily 
Ne  make  than  warde  and  watch^, 
Whei«  thei  the  profile  mighten  catche. 
And  yet  full  ofte  it  falleth  so, 
Af  men  mcie  sene  amoqge  hem  ^o. 


Tbnt  he,  whiche  most  eoneitetb  fiBt«  . 
Hath  least  anantage  at  last. 
For  whan  fortune  is  there  agay  ne. 
Though  he  coueite,  it  is  in  vayne : 
The  happei  ben  nought  aUiche, 
One  is  made  poore  an  other  hche  t 
The  coarte  to  some  it  doth  profite. 
And  SODA  ben  euer  in  one  plite^ 
And  ^et  thei  both  aliche  sore 
Cooeite,  but  ibrtnne  is  more 
Unto  that  one  parte  fenonrable. 
And  though  it  be  nongjbt  reasonable. 
This  thynge  maie  a  man  sene  all  date^ 

Wherof  that  I  the  telle  maie 

After  ensample  in  remembrance, 

Howe  euery  man  maie  take  his  chance 

Or  of  rychesse,  or  of  pouerte. 

How  so  it  stande  of  the  deserte, 

Here  is  nought  euery  thynge  aequite. 

For  ofte  a  man  maie  see  this  yity 

That  who  best  doth,  lest  thonke  shall  bauew 

It  helpetb  nought  the  worlde  to  craue, 

Whicbe  out  of  reule  and  of  measure 

Hath  euer  stande  in  auenture. 

As  well  in  courte  as  els  where 

And  howe  in  olde  dates  there 

It  stode  so  as  the  thynges  fisile, 

1  tbynke  a  tale  for  to  telle. 

Hie  ponit  exemplum  contra  illos,  qm  in  domibos 
regum  seruientes,  pto  eo  quod  ipsi  aecundom 
eorom  cupiditafeem  promoti  non  existont,  de  le* 
gio  seruitio  quamvis  in  edram  defectu  indiscrete 
murmurant. 

In  a  cronike  this  I  rede. 
About  a  kynge,  as  must  nede. 
There  was  knightes  and  squiers 
Great  route,  and  eke  officers : 
Some  of  longe  tyme  hym  bad  semed. 
And  thoughten,  that  thei  bane  deseriicd 
Auancement,  and  gone  without: 
And  some  also  ben  of  the  route,    . 
That  comen  but  a  while  agone. 
And  thei  auanced  were  anone. 

These  olde  men  vpon  tins  thyng, 
(So  as  thei  durst)  ageyne  the  kynge 

Amonge  hem  selfie  compleinen  ofta; 

But  there  is  nothyng  sayde  lo  totUf 

That  it  ne  cometh  out  at  last. 

The  kynge  it  wyst,  anone  als  last  ^ 

As  he  whiche  was  of  high  prudence. 

He  shope  therlbre  an  euidence 

Of  hem  that  plaunen  in  the  cas, 

To  knowe  in  whose  defaute  it  was. 

And  all  within  his  owue  entent. 

That  no  man  wist  what  it  ment. 
Anone  he  lette  two  cofres  makej^ 

Of  one  semblance,  of  one  make. 

So  lyche,  that  no  life  thilke  tbrowe. 

That  one  maie  fino  that  other  .knowe: 

Thei  were  in  to  his  chanibre  brooght: 

But  no  man  wote  why  thei  be  brought^ 

^d  netheles  the  kynge  hath  bede. 

That  thei  be  sette  in  priuie  stede. 

As  he  that  was  of  wiadome  sligh. 

Whan  he  therto  his  tyme  sigh. 

All  priueliche,  that  none  it  wist. 

His  owne  bondes  tjliat  one  c^ist 

Of  fine  golde,  and  of  fyne  pane, 

ThQ  whiche  ont  qf  his  treso^^^ 
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Wm  take»  anone  he  iOde  foil: 

That  other  coffre  of  ttiawe  and  molf, 

With  itooes  mened  he  filde  also. 

Thoi  be  thei  full  bath  two. 
So  that  eieliche  vpoa  a  dale 

He  bad  within  there  he  laie. 

There  ihalde  to  fore  his  bedde 

A  boarde  Tp  sette,  and  fisyre  spredde^ 

And  than  he  let  the  cofres  fette. 

Upoo  the  boarde  and  did  hem  sette. 

He  knewe  the  names  well  of  tbo. 

The  whiche  ayene  hym  gmteheth  to. 

Both  of  his  chambre  and  of  his  halle, 

Aaooe  and  sent  for  hem  all, 

And  saade  to  hem  in  this  wyse: 
There  diall  no  man  bis  hap  despise, 

1  votte  well  ye  haoe  longe  seraed, 

Aad  got  wote  what  ye  haue  desemed, 

But  if  it  if  a  longe  on  me» 

Of  that  ye  Tnananced  be, 

Or  els  if  it  be  longe  on  yon. 

The  soth  shall  be  preoed  nowe. 

To  stoppe  with  yonr  euyR  -words. 

Ii>  here  two  oofers  on  the  borde, 

Chcse  whiche  you  list  of  both  two. 

And  witteth  well,  that  one  of  tho 

Ii  vith  treasonr  so  foU  begone, 

Thst  if  ye  happe  tberapon. 

Ye  shall  be  riche  men  for  euer. 

Nowe  cbese  and  take  whiche  you  is  lener. 

tat  be  wen  ware,  er  that  ye  take. 

Bor  of  that  one  I  mdertake. 

There  is  no  maner  good  therin, 

Whentf  ye  might  profile  winne. 

Nove  goth  to  getherof  one  assent, 

And  naketh  yoor  adoisement 

For  bat  I  jroa  this  dale  anance. 

It  itant  Tpon  yohr  owne  chance 

All  onely  in  defonit  of  grace. 

So  shall  ye  shewe  in  this  place 

Upon  you  all  well  aline 

That  nodefottte  shall  be  myn. 
Thet  kaeien  all,  and  with  ane  voice 

The  kynge  thai  thankoi  of  this  choice. 

Aad  after  that  thel  vp  arise, 

Aad  goo  a  side,  and  hem  anise. 

And  St  Inst  thei  acorde, 
VTherof  her  tale  to  reoorde. 
To  what  issue  thei  ben  folle, 
Akaightshallspeake  for  hedi  alle. 
He  kadeth  downe  to  the  kynge. 
And  ndth  that  thei  irpon  this  tbynge 
Orfor  to  Wynne,  or  for  to  lese, 
Bea  sU  aaised  for'to  cbese, 

Tho  toke  this  knight  a  yerd  oa  honde, 
Aad  goth  there  as  the  oofers  stonde, 
Aad  with  thaseent  of  eoerichone. 
He  Icid  his  yarde  Tpon  one. 
And  setth  the  kynge,  howe  thilke  same 
Thsi  these  in  reguerdon  by  name. 
And  pccith  hhn  that  thei  might  it  haoe. 
^  kynge  whidie  wolde  bis  honour  saue, 
^^Ma  he  hath  herde  the  common  voice, 
Hslh  gmmted  hem  her  owne  choice, 
And  toke  hem  therupon  the  keye. 
Bet  fw  he  wolde  it  were  seye 
Vhst  good  thei  haoe,  as  tbei  suppose, 
He  had  anone  the  cofer  vnclose, 
whiche  was  firifilled  with  straw  and  ftones. 
Thai  be  thei  ftmed  all  at  <mes; 


This  kynge  than  in  the  same  stede, 
Anone  that  other  Cofer  Ttidede,  • 
Where  as  thei  sawen  great  ricbesitoi, 
Well  more  than  thel  conthen  gesse, 

Lo,  sayth  the  kynge,  nowe  maia  ye  sa^ 
That  there  is  no  defoute  in  mee* 
For  thy  my  sdfe  I  woU  acquilfe, 
And  beareth  your  owne  wite 
Of  that  fortune  hath  you  refosed. 

Thus  was  this  wise  kynge'  excused. 
And  thei  left  of  her  enyll  speche. 
And  mercy  of  her  kynge  beseche. 

Nota  de  diuitlanim  aceidencia,  Tbi  nanat,qQallt)er 
Frederjcus  RomaDommimperatorduospauperei 
audiuit  litigantes,  qnorum  Tnus  dixit.  Bene 
potest  ditari,  quem  rex  Tult  ditare.  Et  alius 
dixit,  quem  deus  vult  ditare  dines  erit,  que  rex 
cum  ab  experinMatum  postea  probata  foisset, 
ille  qui  denm  innocabat  pastillom  anio  -plannm 
fortitus  est,  alius  vero  caponis  pastillua  sorta 
preelegit« 

SoMDBLB  to  this  mater  like 
1  fynde  a  tale,  howe  Frederike 
Of  Rome  that  tyme  Emperour 
Herde,  as  he  weote,agreat  clamour 
Of  two  beggers  Tpon  the  weye : 
That  one  of  hem  began  to  seye. 

Ha  lord  well  may  the  name  be  rich^ 
Whome  that  a  kynge  list  to  riche. 

That  other  said  no  thjmge  so. 
But  he  is  rycbe  and  well  bego. 
To  whome  that  god  wol  sende  wele. 
And  thus  thei  maden  wordes  fele. 
Wherof  this  lorde  hath  hedei 
And  did  hem  both  for  to  come 
To  the  paleis,  where  hr  shall  eta. 
And  bad  ordeine  for  her  meate 
Two  pasteys,  whiche  he  lete  do  make. 
A  capon  in  that  one  was  bake. 
And  in  that  other  for  to  wynne 
Of  floreyns  alt  that*maie  within 
He  let  do  pat  a  great  riches: 
And  euen  as  liche  as  man  maie  gesse, 
Outwarde  thei  were  both  two. 

This  bqpser  was  commanded  tho. 
He  the  whiche  held  hym  to  the  kynge. 
That  he  fyrste  cbese  Tpon  this'thynge. 

He  sawe  hem,  hot  he  Mt  hem  noughts 
So  that  Tpon  his  owne  thooght- 
He  chese  the  capon,  and  forsoke 
That  other,  whiche  his  felawe  toke. 
But  whan  he  wist  howe  that  it  forde. 
He  seyth  alowde,  that  men  it  herde, 
Nowe  bane  I  certaynely  conoeiued. 
That  he  maie  lightly  be  deceiued. 
That  tristeth  Tnto  mans  hdpe. 
But  well  is  bsrm,  that  god*  woll  helpe. 
For  he  stent  on  the  siker  side, 
Whiche  elles  shulde  go  beside, 
I  see  my  felawe  well  recouer. 
And  I  mote  dwell  sUU  pouer. 

Thus  spake  the  begger  his  entente 
And  poore  he  cani,  and  pooVe  he  went. 
Of  that  be  hath  ricbesse  sought. 
His  infortnne  it  wolde  nought. 
So  maie  it  shewe  in  sondrie  wise, 
Betwene  fortune  and  cotietise,  • 
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The  chance  is  eiut  vpon  a  de€ 
But  yet  a  man  maie  full  ofte  see 
Enowe  of  soche  netheles, 
Wbiche  eoer  i>ut  hem  ielfe  in  prea 
To  get  hem  good,  and  yet  thei  faile* 

And  for  to  speke  of  this  entail'e 
Toucheode  of  lone  in  thy  mattere. 
My  good  Sonne  as  thou  might  here^ 
That  right  as  it  with  tho  men  stood 
Of  infbrtune  of  worldes  good. 
As  thou  hast  berde  me  tell  aboue: 
Right  so  full  ofte  it  stant  hy  loue^ 
Though  thou  couejrte  it  euermore, 
Thou  shalte  haue  no  dele  the  more. 
But  only  that,  whiche  ia  the  sfaape^ 
The  remenant  is  but  a  iape. 
And  netbeles  enowe  of  tbo 
There  hen,  that  nowe  coneite  so. 
That  where  as  thei  a  woman  see. 
Ye  ten  or  twelne  though  there  bee. 
The  lone  is  nowe  so  rnauised. 
That  where  the  beaatee  stant  assised. 
The  mans  herte  anene  is  there. 
And  rouneth  tales  in  hir  ere. 
And  seith,  howe  that  he  loueth  streitcw 
And  thus  he  sette  hym  to  coueite 
An  hondred  though  he  sawe  a  daie« 
So  wolde  he  more  than  he  maie. 
So  for  the  great  couetise 
Of  sotie  and  fool  emprise, 
In  eche  of  hem  he  fint  somwhat. 
That  pleaseth  hym,  or  this  or  that : 
Some  one,  for  she  is  white  of  skynne, 
Sonte  one,  for  she  is  noble  of  kynne. 
Some  one,  for  she  hath  a  rodie  cheke,' 
Some  one,  for  that  she  semeth  mekc. 
Some  one,  for  she  hath  eyen  greye. 
Some  one,  for  she  can  laugh  and  pleye. 
Some  one,  for  she  is  longe  and  smalle. 
Some  one,  for  she  is  lite  and  talle. 
Some  one,  for  she  is  pale  and  bleche. 
Some  one,  for  she  is  softe  of  speche. 
Some  one,  for  that  she  is  camnsed. 
Some  one,  for  she  hath  not  be  vsed. 
Some  one,  for  she  can  daunce  and  sing. 
So  that  some  thyng  of  his  likyng 
He  fint :  and  though  no  more  he  fele« 
But  that  she  hath  a  litell  hele. 
It  is  enough,  that  he  therfore 
Uirlooe,  and  thus  an  hundred  score. 
While  thei  be  newe,  he  wolde  be  had. 
Whom  he  forteketh,  she  is  bad. 
The  blinde  man  no  colour  demeth» 
But  all  is  one  right  as  him  semeth: 
So  hath  his  lust  no  iudgement. 
Whom  couetise  of  loue  blent, 
Hym  Uunketh,  that  to  his  couetise, 
Howe  all  the  worlde  ne  maie  suffise. 
'  For  by  his  wille  he  wolde  haue  a1]» 
If  that  it  might  so  befall. 
Thus  i«  he  comon  as  the  strete, 
I  set  nought  of  his  beycte. 

My  Sonne  haste  thou  suche  couetise? 

Naye  fader  suche  loue  I  despise. 
And  while  1  line  shal  dou  euer. 
For  in  good  feith  yet  had  I  leuer, 
Hian  to  coueite  in  suche  aweye,  . 
To  ben  for  euer  till  I  deye 
Aa  poor  as  lob,  and  loueles. 
Out  taken  one,  for  baubles 
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His  thonkes  is  no  man  a  line. 
For  than  a  man  sbulde  all  vntbrioe^ 
There  ought  no  wise  man  coueite. 
The  lawe  was  not  set  so  streite. 
For  thy  my  selfe  with  all  to  saue, 
Suche  one  there  is  I  wold  haue. 
And  none  of  all  this  other  mo. 

My  Sonne  of  that  thou  woldest  to, 
I  am  not  wroth,  but  oner  this, 
I  i^oU  the  teUe,  howe  it  is« 
For  there  be  men,  whicbe  other  wife 
Right  ondy  for  the  couetise. 
Of  that  thei  seen  a  woman  riche, 
There  wol  thei  all  her  loue  affiche 
Nought  for  the  beautee  of  hir  face, 
Ne  yet  for  rertu  ne  for  grace, 
Whiche  she  hath  elles  right  enough. 
But  for  the  parke  and  for  the  plough. 
And  other  thinges,  whiche  tberto  longetb* 
For  in  none  other  wise  hem  longeth 
To  loue,  but  if  thei  profite  finde. 
And  if  the  profite  be  behyude. 
Her  loue  is  euer  lease  and  lesse. 
For  after  that  she  hath  richesse. 
Her  lone  is  of  proporcion. 
If  thou  haat  suche  ooodicion. 

My  Sonne  telle  right  as  it  is< 

Myn  holy  iader  naye  ywis, 
Condicion  suche  haue  T  none 
For  truly  fader  I  loue  one 
So  well,  with  all  myn  hertes  thought. 
That  oertes  though  she  had  nought. 
And  were  as  poore  as  Medea, 
Whiche  was  exiled  for  Creusa, 
I  wolde  hir  nought  the  lease  loue: 
Ne  though  she  were  at  hir  abooe. 
As  was  the  riche  queue  Candace, 
Whiche  to  deserue  loue  and  grace 
To  Alisander,  that  was  kynge, 
Vafe  many  a  worthye  riche  tbynges 
Or  elles  as  Pauthasilee, 
Whiche  was  the  queue  of  Feminee, 
And  great  richesse  with  hir  nam, 
Whan  she  for  loue  of  Hector.cam 
To  Troie,  in  rescous  of  the  towne. 
I  am  of  suche  condicion. 
That  though  my  ladie  of  bfr  seloe 
Were  also  riche,  as  suche  twelne, 
I  couth  not,  though  it  were  sp. 
No  better  loue  hir,  than  I  do. 
For  I  loue  in  so  plaine  a  wise. 
That  for  to  speke  of  couetise. 
As  for  pouerte,  or  for  richesse. 
My  loue  is  nother  more  ne  lesse^ 
For  in  good  foith  I  tiowe  this. 
So  couetous  no  man  there  is. 
For  why,  and  he  my  ladie  sie. 
That  he  through  loknyge  of  his  eie 
Ne  shuld  haue  suche  a  stroke  within, 
That  for  no  gold  he  might  wyn,^ 
He  shuld  nought  hir  loue  asterte, 
But  if  he  lefte  there  his  heite. 
Be  so  it  were  suche  a  man. 
That  couthe  skille  of  a  woman. 
For  there  be  men  so  rude  some. 
Whan  thei  amonge  the  women  come, 
Thei  gon  vnder  protection, 
That  loue  and  his  afiection 
Ne  sbal  not  take  hem  by  the  sleoe. 
'For  thei  ben  9Ut  of  that  beleae. 
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Hem  huteth  of  no  ladie  chere, 

But  eoer  thinkend  there  and  here. 

Where  as  the  golde  is  in  the  cofre. 

And  vol  noq^  other  loue  profre. 

Bnt  who  so  wotOf  what  ioae  amountetb. 

And  by  mvon  troliche  acouipteth: 

Than  maie  he  knowe,  and  taken  hede. 

That  all  the  lost  of  womanhede, 

WUcbe  maie  hen  in  a  ladis  face. 

My  iidy  bath|  and  eke  of  grace. 

If  sen  shiild  yenen  bir  a  prise, 

Tbta  maie  wel  seye,  howe  she  is  wise. 

And  sohre,  and  simple  of  countenance, 

And  all  that  to  good  gouemannce 

Bdoogeth  of  a  wortbie  wight. 

She  hath  plainly:  for  thiike  night, 

That  she  was  bore,  as  for  the  nones, 

Natwe  set  in  hir  at  ones 

Beantee  with  bonntee  so  beseyn. 

That  1  maie  well  afierme  and  seyn, 

I  sawe  yet  nener  creature. 

Of  con^  bede,  and  of  feture, 

In  any  l^Dges  region. 

Be  liehe  hir  in  comparison. 

And  therto^  as  I  bane  yon  tolde, 

Yet  hath  she  more  a  thoosande  folde 

Of  bomtee,  and  shortly  to  telle, 

Ae  is  pore  heade  and  welle, 

Aad  myTtaare^  and  ensample  of  good, 

Who  ao  bir  vertoes  rnderstood. 

Ve  Chinketh  it  onght  enought  sofBse 

Witboiitea  other  cooetise. 

To  Ioae  soche  one,  and  to  seme, 

Wbiche  with  hir  chore  can  deserue 

To  be  bdooed  better  ywis, 

Thaa  she  par  cas  that  richest  is, 

Aad  hath  of  golda  a  milion: 

Swbe  hath  l^  myn  opinion. 

And  eoer  aball.  But  netheles 

1  sue  nma^t  she  is  haneles. 

That  she  dis  riche,  and  well  at  ease, 

Aad  hath  enough,  wherwith  to  please 

(Of  worides  good)  whome  that  fair  list. 

Alt  one  tbyng  I  wolde  wel  ye  wist. 

That  nener  Ibr  no  worides  good 

Mya  heit  mto  hir  warde  stoode. 

Bat  oneiy  right  for  pore  loue. 

Thst  wote  the  high  god  abone: 

Noire  frder  what  saie  ye  therto? 

My  aonae  I  saie  it  is  wel  do. 
For  take  of  this  right  good  belene, 
Whit  ann  that  wot  hym  sdfe  releoe 
1V»  looe  in  any  other  wise. 
He  rinll  wdl  fy nde  his  cooetise 
9bD  soie  grene  hym  at  laste. 
Fersodw  a  lone  maie  not  laste. 
Bat  aove  meo  aeyn  in  our  daies, 
Uea  maken  hot  a  fewe  aasaies. 
Bat  if  the  cause  be  ricbesse. 
For  thy  the  lone  is  well  the  lesse. 
And  who  that  woU  ensamplef  telle, 
h  olde  daiea  as  thei  fell, 
Thsa  might  a  man  well  Tnderstonde, 
Mie  lone  maie  not  longe  stonde. 
Nov  herfcen  sonne,  and  thon  sbalt  here 
A  peat  ensampld  of  this  mattere 

Hie  poait  exemplom  contra  istos,  qui  noo  propter 
smorem,  sed  propter  diuitias  sponsalia  somnnt. 
It  naimt  de  ^oodam  rtgi»  Apnlie  Socacallo, 


qui  non  solum  propter  pecuniam  vxorem  doxit> 
sed  etiam  pecunie  commercis  Txorem  sibi  do- 
sponsatam  yendidit» 

To  treat  vpon  the  cas  of  lone. 

So  as  we  tolde  here  aboue, 

I  fynde  write  a  wonder  thynge. 
Of  Puile  whilom  was  a  kynge, 

A  man  of  high  complexion. 

And  yonge,  but  bis  affection. 

Alter  the  nature  of  his  age, 

Was  yet  not  fisille  in  bis  courage, 

The  lust  uf  woman  fbr  to  knows. 

So  it  betid  vpon  a  thrown. 

This  lorde  felle  in  to  great  likenes, 

Phisike  bath  done  the  besines 

Of  sondry  cures  many  one 

To  make  hym  holle,  and  therapon 

A  wortbie  maister,  wbiche  there  was, 

Yafe  hjrm  eonnsell  vpon  this  cas. 

That  if  he  wolde  haae  parfite  hele^ 

He  sbuld  with  a  woman  dele, 

A  fresshe,  a  yonge,  a  lustie  wightj 

To  don  hym  companie  a  night. 

Por  than  he  sayde  bym  redily. 

That  he  shall  be  all  hole  therby, 

And  other  wise  he  knewe  no  cure. 
The  kynge,  wbiche  stode  in  a  venture 

Of  life  and  deth  for  medicine. 

Assented  was  and  of  couyne. 
His  stewarde,  whom  he  trusteth  well. 

He  toke  and  tolde  hym  euery  dele. 

How  that  this  maister  had  sayde, 

And  thervpoQ  he  hath  hym  prayde. 
And  charged  vpon  his  ligeance. 
That  he  do  make  purueiance. 
Of  suche  one  as  be  conenable 
For  his  plesance,  and  delitable. 
And  bad  hym,  howe  that  eoer  it  stood^^ 
That  he  shall  spare  for  no  good. 
For  his  will  is  right  well  to  pate. 
The  stewarde  saide,  he  wold  assaie.     - 
Bnt  now  here  after  thon  sbalt  witte. 
As  1  iynde  in  the  bokes  writte. 
What  couetise  in  loue  doth. 

This  stewarde,  for  to  tell  soth, 
Amonges  all  the  men  online 
A  lustie  ladie  hath  to  wine, 
Wbiche  netheles  for  gohie  he  toke. 
And  nonght  for  loue,  as  saith  the  boke. 
A  riche  marchant  of  the  londe 
Hir  fader  was,  and  he  hir  i^mde 
So  wotthely  and  snche  ricbesse 
Of  worides  good  and  sache  laigesse, 
With  hir  he  yafie  itr  manage. 
That  onely  for  thiike  anantage 
Of  good,  the  stewarde  hath  hir  take 
For  lucre,  and  nonght  for  loues  sake : 
And  that  was  afterwarde  well  sene, 
Nowe  herken,  what  it  woll  mene. 

The  stewarde  in  his  owne  herte 
Sigh,  that  his  lorde  maie  not  asterte 
His  maladie,  bnt  he  bane 
A  lustie  woman  hym  to  sane. 
And  thought  fae  wolde  yeue  enough 
Of  treasour,  wherof  he  droogh 
Great  couetise  into  his  mynde, 
And  set  his  honour  ferre  bebynde. 

Thus  be,  whom  golde  hatfar  ooenette. 
Was  trapped  in  his  owne  aette. 
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The  golde  bath  made  bis  wittes  latney 
So  ^bat  secb6nde  bis  owne  shame. 
He  roonetb  in  the  kynges  eare,        ^ 
And  said  hym,  that  he  wist  where 
A  gentill  and  a  lastie  one 
Tho  was,  and  thither  wolde  he  gone, 
But  he  mote  yene  yeftes  great. 
For  but  it  be  through  great  beyeie 
Of  golde,  he  shulde  not  spede. 

The  kynge  bym  bad  rpon  the  nede, 
That  take  an  hundrede  ponnde  he  sholde. 
And  yeoe  it,  where  that  be  wolde. 
Be  so  it  were  in  worthie  place. 
And  thus  to  stonde  in  loues  grace. 
This  kynge  hb  golde  hath  habandoned. 
And  whan  this  tale  was  fnll  rouned, 
The  stewardc  toke  the  golde,  and  went. 
Within  hb  herte  ai^d  many  a  went 
Of  couetise  than  be  casta, 
Wherof  a  purposie  at  laste 
(Ayene  loue  and  ayene  bis  right) 
He  toke,  and  saide  howe  tbilke  night 
His  wife  shall  ligge.  by  the  kjrnge. 
And  goth  tbynkende  apon  this  thynge, 
Towarde  bis  inne  till  he  cam  bom« 
In  to  the  chambre,  and  than  he  nome 
His  wife,  and  tolde  hir  all  tbe  cas. 
And  she  whicbe  red  for  sbame  was, 
With  both  hir  bandes  to  bym  prayde 
Knelende,  and  in  this  wise  sayde: 
That  she  to  reason  and  to  skiile. 
In  wbat  tbynge  that  he  bid  wyll. 
Is  redy  for  to  done  his  beste: 
But  this  thynge  that  were  not  boneste^ 
That  be  ibr  golde  hir  sbuldo  selle. . 
And  he  tho  with  his  wordes  felie, 
Forth  with  bis  gastly  countenance, 
Sajrtb,  that  she  shall  done  obeisance, 
And  folowe  his  wille  in  enery  place. 
And  thus  through  strength  of  his  manace, . 
Hir  innocence  is  ouerladde, 
Wherof  she  was  so  sore  adradde, 
That  she  his  wi)le  mote  nede  obeie.  • 
And  thervpon  was  shape  aweie^ 
That  be  bis  owne  wife  by  night 
Hath  out  of  all  mennes  sight, 
(So  priuely  that  none  it  wist) 
Brought  to  the  kynge,  whiche  as  bym  list 
Male  do  with  hir  what  be  wolde. 
For  whan  she  was  there  as  she  sbolde 
With  bym  a  bedde^Tuder  the  cloth, 
The  stewarde  toke  his  leue,  and  goth 
In  to  the  chambre  faste  by : 
But  howe  he  slepte,  that  wote  not  I. 
For  he  sigh  cause  of  ielousie.    - 

But  he  whicbe  bath  the  companie 
Of  suche  a  kisty  one  as  shee,- 
Hym  thougbt  that  of  his  dc^ee. 
There  was  no  man  so  well  at  ease. 
She  doth  all  that  she  maie  to  please. 
So  that  his  berte  all  holle  she  had- 
And  thus  this  kynge  his  ioie  lad    • 
Till  he  was  nigh  vpon  the  daie. 

The  stewarde  than  where  she  laie 
Cam  to  the  bedde,  and  iq  this  wise 
Hath  bid  she  shulde  arise.       - 

The  kynge  saith  naie,  she  shall  not  gQ» 
The  steward^  sajde  nothynge  so. 
For  she  mote  gon^«r  i^.  b^e  k^owe^ 
And  10 1  swore,  at  thilke  thrpwe. 


Whan  I  hir  fette  to  you  here. 

The  kynge  bis  tale  wolde  not  here. 
And  seith,  bow  that  he  bath  hir  boughC« 
For  thy  she  shall  departe  nought. 
Till  he  the  bright  daie  bebolde, 
And  caught  hir  in  his  armes  fokle^ 
As  he  whiche  list  for  to  pleie, .. 
And  bad  his  stewarde  gone  aweie. 
And  so  he  did  ayene  his  wille. 
And  thus  his  wife  a  bedde  stille 
Laie  with  tbe  kynge  the  longe  night. 
Till  that  it  was  high  sooiie  light. 
But  who  she  was  be  knew  nothynge. 

Tho  cam  the  stewarde  to  tbe  kyngey 
And  prayde  hym  without  shame 
In  sauyng  of  hir  good  name. 
He  might  leaden  home  ayene 
This  ladie,  and  tolde  hsrm  pleynei 
Howe  that  it  was  his  owne  wife. 

The  kynge  his  eare  vnto  this  strife 
Hath  leyde:  and  what  that  he  it  herde^ 
Well  nigh  out  of  his  wit  be  ferde 
And  sayde:  A  caytife  most  of  all. 
Where  was  it  euer  or  this  befall. 
That  any  Lokarde  in  this  wise 
Betoke  his  wife  for  couetise? 
Thou  hast  bothe  hir  and  me  begiled. 
And  eke  thyn  owne  estate  reuiled, 
Wherof  that  buxonie  vnto  the 
Here  after  shall  she  neuer  be. 
For  this  auowe  to  god  I  make. 
After  this  daie,  if  T  tbe  take, 
Thou  shalte  be  honged  and  to  drawe^ 
Nowe  loke  anone  thou  be  wltbdrawe: 
So  that  I  see  the  neuer  more. 

This  stewarde  that  drad  bym  sore^ 
With  all  the  hast  that  he  maie 
Is  fled  awey  the  same  daie. 
And  was  exiled  out  of  londe. 
Lo  there  a  nice  hnsbonde, 
Whiche  thus  hb  wife  hath  loste  for  eaer* 
But  netheles.sbe  had  a  leuer. 
Tbe  kynge  her  weddeth  and  bonouretb,- 
Wherof  hir  name  she  socouretb, 
Whiche  erst  was  lost  through  conetisQ 
Of  him,  that  lad  ii\r  other  wbe. 
And  bath  bjrm  selfe  also  forlore. 

My  Sonne  be  thou  ware  therfore. 
Where  thou  sbalt  loue  in  any  place. 
That  thou  no  couetbe  embrace,   , 
The  whiche  if  not  of  loues  kinde. 
But  for  all  that  a  man  maiefinde , 
Nowe  in  this  tyme  of  thilke  rage 
Full  great  disease  in  manage, 
Wbat  Tenim  medleth  with  the  sugr^ 
And  manage  is  made  for  lucre. 
Or  for  the  lust,  or  for  the  hele, 
Wbat  man  that  shall  with  othpr  dete. 
He  maie  not  faila-to  repent* 

My  feder«u,che  is  myn  entent: 
But  netheles  good  is  to  bane. 
For  good  maie  oft  tyme  sane 
The  loue,  whicbe  sbuld  elles  qpille. 
But  god,  whicbe  wote  my  hertet  wille 
I  dar  wel  take  to  witnesae, 
Yet  was  I  neuer  for  ricbesse 
Be  set  with  manage  none. 
For  all  myn  herte  is  vpon  one 
So  frely,  that  in  tbe  pereone  . , 

Sunt  all  ukj  woiides  ioye  alone. 
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I  atke  notber  pftite  oe  pkmsh. 
Iff  hir  had,  it  were  enoagh. 
Mir  looe  ihuide  me  faiBBe, 
Wicboutoi  other  coaetiie. 
Lo  nove  my  fiuier,  ms  of  tbit, 
Toucheod  of  me»  right  as  it  is. 
My  tbrifte  I  am  be  knowe  pleynx 
And  if  ye  wol  ought  elles  leyn 
Of  oooetise  if  there  be  mote 
la  lone,  agiopeth  out  the  tore. 

hJleie  com  neqneat,  propria  rir  fraude  snbomat 

Testes  sit  qoeis  vera  retorta  fides. 
SicBt  agrae  cupidiis  dum  qaerit  amans  mulieres 

VqH  testes  Msoe  falsus  habere  saos. 
Kon  sine  Tiodicta  periums  abibit  in  eis» 

Visa  qjui  cordis  intima  cQncta  videt. 
Fiflere  periuro  non  est  laodanda  paellam 

Gloria^  sed  Also  conditionis  opus. 

Hk  tTMtiit   super  illis  auaricie  speciebus,  qua 
Cibom  testimonium  et  periurium  nuncupantur, 
^Qoram  fraudttleota  circumuentio  tarn  in  capi- 
ditatis  qnam  in  amoris  causa  sui  desiderii  pro- 
positmn,  qnam  'sepe  follaciter  attingiU 
Mt  sonae  thou  shaft  TAderstonde, 
Bo«e  cooeriae  hath  yet  on  hoade 
hi  speeiaU  two  oounsailoars, 
Tliai  bea  also  his  procurours. 
The  first -of  hem  is  ftds  witnesses 
Wbiche  eoer  is  redy  to  witnesse 
What  tbyngr  bis  maister  woU  hym  bote : 
F^riarie  is  the  second  bote, 
WlHch  spareth  nought  to  swere  an  othe, 
Tfaoagh  it  be  lals,  and  god  be  wrothe. 
That  one  shall  taU  witnes  beare. 
That  other  shall  the  thyng  forsweare. 
Whan  be  his  charged  on  the  boke. 
So  what  Yi^  hepe,  aad  what  with  crokey 
Thd  aaake  her  maister  ofte  winne, 
Aad  Woll  not  knowe,  what  is  sinne 
For  conetise:  and  thus  men  seyn, 
Thet  make  many  a  fids  bargeyn. 
There  maie  no  trewe  qnarel  arise 

la  thilfce  qoeste  of  thilke  assise, 
Wbete  as  thei  two  the  people  enforme. 

For  thei  kepe  euer  o  .maner  forme. 

That  vpon  goMe  her  conscience 

Thri  fimnde,  and  take  her  euidence. 

And  thus  with  fats  witnes  and  othes 

Thei  winoe  hem  meate,  drinke,  and  clothes. 
ttght  so  there  be,  who  that  hem  knew. 

Of  tl^ae  loners  fill  many  vntrewe. 

Neve  anaie  a  woman  fiade  enowe« 

Thateche  of  hem,  whan  he  shall  wowe^ 

Anooe  be  will  his  hande  downe  leyne 

Upon  a  hoktr,  and  sweare  and  seyoe, 

Tbat  be  wol  feith  and  trooth  besre^ 

And  tins  be  profereth  hym  to  sweare 

lb  seracB  euen  till  be  die, 

Aad  aH  is  very  trecberie. 

For  vhaa  the  soth  hym  selfe  trieth, 

The  more  he  sweareth,  the  more  he  liethv 

Whan  he  his  fektb  maketh  all  therraest, 

Than  maie  a  woman  trust  hym  lest# 

For  ti!1  be  maie  his  will  achene^ 

Be  is  an  lenger  fi>r  to  leue. 

Tbns  is  the  trouthe  of  lone  exiledr 

Aad  nmay  a  good  woman  beguiled. 
Amd  the  to  spdie  of  fals  witnesse. 

There  b«  ngvr  focha  maoy  1  geiie^ 


That  liche  vnto  the  pronisonrr' 
Thei  make  hem  hir  preuie  profstours^- 
To  tell  howe  there  is  suche  a  man, 
Whiche  is  worthy  to  loue,  and  can 
All  that  a  good  man  shulde  conne. 
So  that  with  lesing  is  begonne 
The  cause,  in  wbiche  thei  woU  prooede^ 
And  also  siker  as  the  crede 
Thei  make  of  that  thei  knowen  fills. 
And  thus  full  oftq  about  the  halse 
Lone  is  of  fail  men  edkbraced. 
But  loue,  wbiche  is  so  purchaced 
Come  afterwal^  to  Ktell  prise. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  if  thou  be  wise, 
Nowe  thou  hast  berde  this  euidence/ 
Thou  might  thyn  owne  conscience 
Oppose,  if  thou  hast  be  snche  one. 
Naye  god  wote  father  I  am  none^ 
Ne  neuer  was,  for  as  men  saith, 
Whan  that  a  man  shall  make  his  fiuth. 
His  hert  and  tonge  must  accprde; 
For  if  so  be  that  thei  discorde, 
Than  is  he  fals,  aitd  eis  nought. 
And  1  dare  saie,  aS  of  my  thought  t 

In  lone,  it  is  not  disCDrdable 
Unto  my  worde,  but  accordable. 
And  in  this  wi.se  father  I 
Maie  riglit  well  swere,  and  saufiy, 
That  I  my  lady  loue  well. 
For  that  accordeth  eoery  dele, 
It  nedeth  nought  to  my  soth  ucwe, 
That  i  witnesse  shulde  drawe 
Into  this  dale,  for  euer  yit 
Ne  might  it  sinke  in  to  my  wit, 
That  I  my  counsaile  shulde  seye 
To  any  wight,  or  me  bewreye, 
To  sechen  helpe  in  .suche  manere. 
But  onely  for  ray  lady  dere. 
And  though  a  thoosande  men  it  wiste. 
That  I  hir  loue,  and  than  hem  list 
With  me  to  swere^  and  to  witnesse: 
Vet  were  that  no  fals  witnesse. 
For  I  dare  vnto  this  trooth  dwelle, 
I  loue  hir  more  than  I  can  telle^ 
Thus  am  I  fathef  gilteles, 
As  ye  haue  herde:  and  netheles 
In  your  dome  1  put  it  all. 

My  sonne  witte  in  specially 
It  shall  not  commonliche  faile. 
All  though  it  for  a  tyme  faile. 
That  fals  witnesse  his  cause  8ped# 
Upon  the  point  of  bis  falshede : 
It  shall  well  afterwarde  be  kkl, 
Wherof  so  afs  it  is  betid, 
Ensample  of  such  thynges  biynde 
In  a  cronike  writte  I  fynde. 

Hie  ponit  exemplvm  de  illis,  <{ui  falsum  Cestitf. 
cantes,  amoris  innooentiam  circomueniunt,  Et 
nafrat  qualiter  Thetis  Achillem  fitium  Soum 
adolcscentem  muKebri  restitum  apparafo  asse- 
rens  esse  poellaih  inter  regis  Lichomisdfs  filias 
ad  educandum  produxit,  Et  sic  Adhiltes  decepto 
rege  filie  sue  Deidamie  socia  et  cubicularia 
effectus  super  ipsam  Pirrhum  genuitj  qui  postea 
mire  probitatis  milittam  assecutus,  mortem  patris 
sui  apud  Troiami  PdixeneTyrannice  tindicauit. 

The  goddesse  of  the  sea  Thetis 
She  had  a  sonne,  and  hit  name  i» 


Digitized  by 


Google 


t4d 


60W£R*S  POEMS. 


Achilles,  whom  to  kepe  zni  wtrde, 
Whil«1ie  was  ycmg^  and  in  to  waida 
.  She  thought  hym  sanfly  tO'betake,  . 
As  shey  whicbe  drad  for  his  sake 
Of  that  was  saide  of  proplieciey 
That  he  at  Troie  sholde  die. 
Whan  that  the  citee  was  beleyne. 
For  thy  so  as  the  bokes  seyne. 
She  cast  hir  wit  in  sondrie  wise, 
Howe  she  bym  might  so  desgnise. 
That  no  man  shuld  his  body  knowe. 
And  so  befelle  that  iike  throwe, 
"While  that  she  thought  vpon  this  dede, 
There  was  a  kyng,  whicbe  Liphomede 
Was  bote,  and  he  was  well  begone. 
With  foire  doughters  many  one. 
And  dwelte  ferre  out  in  an  yle. 

Nowe  Shalt  thou  heie  a  wonder  mie. 
llkis  queue,  whicbe  the  mother  was 
Of  Achilles,  Tpon  this  cas 
Hir  sonpe,  as  he  a  maiden  were 
Let  dothen  in  the  same  gere,  - 
Whicbe  lougeth  vnto  womanhede. 
And  he  was  yonge,  and  toke  none  hede, 
But  suffirefh  all  that  she  bym  dede, 
Wherof  she  bath  hir  women  bede. 
And  cbaigeth  by  her  othes  aUe, 
Howe  so  it  afterward  befkll. 
That  tbei  discouer  nought  tbisthynge, 
But  fieigne  and  make  a  knowlagesrnge 
tJpon  the  oouDseile,  whicbe  was  nome. 
In  eoery  place  where^ei  come,  ^ 
To  telle  and  to  wknesse  tbift, 
Howe  be  hir  ladis  dongbter  is. 
A.nd  right  in  suche  a  manor  wise 
She  bad  tbei  shuld  hir  don  seroiser 
tBo  that  Achilles  yndcrfongeth. 
As  to  a  yong  lady  belongeth, 
Honoore,  serulce,  and  reuereuce; 
Vor  Thetis  with  great  diligence 
Hym  bath  so  tanght,  and  so  aliaited. 
That  howe  so  that  he  were  awaited 
With  sobre,  and  goodly  contenance 
He  sbulde  his  womanhede  «uanoe. 
That  none  the  soth  knowe  might, 
But  that  in  euery  mans  sight 
He  shuld  seme  a  pure  maide. 
And  in  suche  wise,  as  she  bjrm  saide, 
Achilles,  whiche  that  iIke  while 
Was  yonge,  Tpon  hym  selfe  to  smile 
Began,  whan  he  was  so  beseyn. 
And  thus  after  tbe  bokes  seyo. 
With  irette  of  perle  vpon  bis  hede 
All  fresshe  betwene  tbe  white  and  icde. 
As  he  whiche  tbo  was  tender  of  age, 
Stode  the  colour  in  hii.risage: 
That  for  to  loke  vpon  bis  cheke. 
And  seen  his  childly  manor  eke, 
fie  was  a  woman  to  bebolde. 
And  than  bis  moder  to  bym  toldf  , 
That  she  bym  bad  so  begone. 
Because  that  she  thought  gone 
To  l^ichomede  at  tbilke  tide, 
Where  that  she  saide,  be  sbulde  abidr 
Amonge  his  doughters  for  to.dwellc* 

Achilles  herd  bis  moder  telle. 
And  wist  nought  the  cause  why. 
And  netbeles  full  buxom ly 
He  was  redy  to  that  she  bad, 
'Wherof  his  moder  wae  right  gladL 


To  Lichomede  and  forth  thei  Went 
And  whan  tbe  kyngknewe  hir  enteotf 
And  sawe  this  yonge  doogbter  there, 
And  that  it  came  vnto  bis  ere. 
Of  suche  record,  of  suche  witness^ 
He  bad  right  a  great  gladnesse. 
Of  that  he  both  sigh  and  herde. 
As  he  that  wote  not  howe  it  feide 
Upop  the  counseil  of  the  node. 
But  for  all  that  kynge  Lichomede 
Hath  toward  him  hir  dongbter  take  < 
And  for  Thetis  bis  moder  sake. 
He  put  hir  in  to  companie 
To  dwelle  with  Deidamie 
His  owne  doughter  tbe  eldest. 
The  fairest,  and  tbe  comliest 
Of  all  bis  doughters,  whiche  he  had. 

Lo  thus  Thetis  tbe  cause  lad, 
Ind  lefte  there  Achilles  feigned. 
As  be,  whiche  hath  hym  selfe  restnigned 
In  all  that  euer  he  maie  and  can 
Out  of  the  maner  of  a  man. 
And  toke  his  womanisshe  chore, , 
Wherof  vnto  his  bedfore 
Deidamie  he  bath  by  night. 
Where  kynde  wolde  hym  sdoe  right. 
After  tbe  Philosophers  seyn. 
There  maie  no  wight  be  there  ageyn. 
And  that  was  tbilke  tyme  sene.    • 
The  tongc  nightes  hem  betwene 
Nature,  whiche  maie  not  foibere, 
Hattf  made  hem  botbe  for  to  ttero, 
Thei  kissen  first,  and  ouermore 
The  higbe  wey  of  loues  lore 
Thei  gone,  and  all  was  done  in  dede, 
Wherof  lost  is  tbe  maieden  hede. 
And  that  was  afterward  wdl  knowe. 
For  it  befell  that  ilke  throwe 
At  Troie,  where  tbe  siege  laie. 
Upon  the  cause  of  Menelaie, 
And  of  his  queue  dame  Heleine, 
The  gregois  hadden  mocbel  peina 
All  daie  to  fight,  and  to  assaile. 
But  for  thei  might  nought  auaile 
So  noble  a  citee  for  to  -wynnei 
A  preuye  counsaile  tbei  begynne. 
In  sondrie  wise  where  thei  treat. 
And  at  laste  amonge  the  great 
Thei  fellen  vnto  his  accorde. 
That  Phorceus,  ofbis  reeorde, 
Whiche  was  an  Astrooomien, 
And  eke  a  great  magicien, 
Sbulde  of  his  calculacion 
Sercbe  of  constellacioo. 
How  thei  tbe  citee  mighten  getto. 

And  he  the  whiche  bad  nought  foiyet^ 
Of  that  belongeth  to  a  clerke, 
His  studie  sette  vpon  this  werke. 
So  longe  his  wit  about  he  cast, 
Till  that  be  fonde  out  at  last, 
But  if  thei  hadden  Achilles, 
Her  werre  shall  ben  endeles. 
And  ooer  that  he  tolde  bem  pleinr. 
In  what  maner  he  was  beseine. 
And  in  what  place  be  shall  be  founds 
So  that  within  a  litell  stounde 
Ulysses  forth  with  Diomede, 
Upon  this  point  to  Lichomede 
^  Agamemnon  to  gether  seote. 

But  Ulysees,  er  be  forth  went. 
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Wl^icbe  was  ooe  of  tbe  most  vise, 
Onleined  batii  in  sache  a  wbe, 
That  he  tiie  most  riche  amye, 
Vherof  a  womaii  niaie  be  gaye. 
With  hym  he  toke  maniiblde. 
Aad  ouennore,  ai  it  is  toide. 
An  baraois  ai  for  a  fantie  knight, 
Wbicbe  bonied  was  as  siloer  bright, 
or  twMda^  gf  plate,  and  ekie  of  maile. 
At  tboagb  he  sbnlde  db  bataile. 
He  toke  aho  with  bym  by  ship. 
And  that  to  gether  in  felawship 
Forth  gone  tbia  Diomede  aod  bee, 
la  hope  till  tbei  mightea  see 
7W  piaoe,  where  Achiries  is. 

The  wyade  stede  than  nought  aini% 
Bat  every  topaaile  coole  it  blewe. 
Till  Ulytafa  the  raarcbes  fcDewe, 
Where  Ltchonede  his  reigne  bad. 

The  stiresman  so  well  him  ladde. 
That  thei  be  comen  saufe  to  loiide, 
Wbcrs  thei  gone  out  ypoii  the  stroode 
In  to  the  burgh,  where  that  thei  fonde 
The  kynge:  and  be,  whiche  bath  fiu»uiide^ 
Ulysses  did  the  noessage. 

Bat  the  coansaile  of  his  courage, 
Why  that  be  cai&e,  he  tolde  nongbt. 
But  radenBeth  he  was  bethought. 
In  what  maoer  be  might  aspie 
Acbilles  from  Deidamte, 
And  no  tbesie  other,  that  there  were, 
Full  many  a  lustie  ladie  there. 

Tbei  plaide  hem  there  a  daie  or  two, 
ind  as  it  was  fortuned  so. 
It  fell  that  tyme  in  snche  a  wise. 
To  Bacchus  that  a  sacrifice 
These  yonge  ladies  sbuld«i  make: 
And  for  the  strannge  mens  sake. 
That  comen  fro  the  siege  of  Troie, 
Thei  maden  well  the  more  ioie. 
There  was  renell,  there  was  daunsioge. 
And  enery  life,  whiche  couth  singe 
Of  Iqs^  women  in  the;  TDQte, 
A  ffSBAe  carol!  bath  songe  about. 
Bat  for  all  this  yet  netheies, 
The  grefces  Tuknowe  of  Achilles 
So  vereo,  that  in  no  d^iree  - 
Tbei  ooutben  witte,  whic^  was  be, 
Ke  by  bis  roice,  ne  by  bis  paas. 

Ulyoes  than  rpon  the  caas 
A  thyng  of  high  prudence  hsrth  wrought 
For  tbtike  araye,  whiche  be  bath  brought 
To  yene  amonge  the  women  there. 
He  lette  do  fotten  all  tbegere, 
Forth  with  %  knigfatea  hamoys  eke, 
la  all  the  eonntrey  for  to  sake, 
If  CB  ihnlden  nought  n  foirer  see, 
Aad  cueiy  thyng  in  his  degree 
Eaddooge  Tpon  a  boitrde  he  laide. 
&>  Uchomede  and  than  he  praide^ 
That  enery  lady  these  sholde 
What  thynge  of  all  that  she  wolde. 
And  tdte  it  as  by  waye  of  yefte* 
For  thei  hem  seUe  it  sfauMe  sheft, 
fis  aside,  after  her  owne  wtlle. 

Achillea  than  stode  nought  stille. 
Whan  be  the  bright  helme  bebelde. 
The  swerde^  the  hanberkc,  and  the  sbelde,  ' 
Hia  herte  feUe  therto  anone, 
OfaU  that  otbcr  wolda  be  none. 


The  knigbtes  gere  be  ▼nderfongeth, 

And  thilke  arraie,  whiche  that  belongeth 

Unto  the  women,  he  forsoke. 

And  in  this  wyae,  as  sayth  the  boke, 

,Tbei  knowen  than  wbicbe  he  was. 

For  he  goth  forth  the  great  paas 

Into  the  chambre,  where  he  laie 

Anone,  and  made  no  delaie: 

He  armeth  hym  in  knightly  wise, 

That  better  can  no  man  deuis6. 

And  as  fortune  abulde  fiiUe, 

He  came  ao  forth  tofore  hem  alle^ 

Aa  he,  whiche  tho  was  glad  enough. 

But  Lichomede  nothyng  lough, 

Whan  that  he  sigh,  howe  that  it  ferd« 

For  than  he  wist  well  and  herde 

His  doughter  had  be  forleyn. 

But  that  he  waa  so  ouerseyn 

The  wonder  ouergoth  hia  wit« 

For  in  Cronike  is  written  yit 

Thing,  wbicbe  ahall  neuer  be  foryete, 

Howe  that  Achillea  hath  begetta- 

Pirrhua  rpon  Deidamie, 

Wberof  came  out  the  trecberie 

Of  fob  witnea,  when  he  sayde^ 

Howe  that  Achillea  waa  a  maydes   - 

But  that  was  nothyng  aene  tho. 

Portfi  he  ia  to  the  aiege  go  * 

For  with  Ulyases  and  Diomede 

Lo  thus  was  proued  in  the  dode 
And  fully  apoke  at  thilke  while, 
If  o  woman  an  other  begile, 
Where  ia  there  any  sekymesse? 
Whan  Thetis,  which  waa  than  the  goddassc^ 
Deidamie  hath  ao  beiaped, 
1  not  iiowe  it  shall  bene  escaped 
With  tho  women,  whose  innocence 
la  nowe  all  daie  through  suche  credencf 
Deceiued  ofte,  as  it  ia  sene 
With  men,  that  suche  vntrouth  mene* 
For  thei  ben  aligh  in  auche  s  wise. 
That  thei  by  slyght,  and  by  queintisa 
Of  fols  witnea  bringen  inne, 
That  doth  hem  ofte  for  to  wynne. 
That  thei  be  not  worthy  therto. 

For  thy  my  sonne  dooe  not  so. 

My  father  aa  of  fala  witnesse 
The  trooth,  and  the  maner  expretse, 
Toucbende  of  loue,  howe  it  hath  ferde* 
As  ye  haue  tolde,  I  bane  well  herde. 
But  for  ye  sayden  other  wise, 
Howe  thilke  rice  of  couetise  ' 

Hath  yet  periur  of  his  acorde: 
If  that  you  list  of  aome  records 
To  tell  an  other  tale  also, 
In  louea  cauae  of  tyme  ago. 
What  thynge  it  ja  to  be  forswore, 
I  wolde  preie  you  therfore, 
Wherof  I  might  ensample  take. 

My  good  aooone  and  for  thy  sake, 
Touchende  of  tbia  I  ahall  folfiU 
Thyn  axynge,  at  thyne  owne  will: 
And  the  matere  I  shall  declare, 
Hthre  the  women  deceiued  are. 
Whan  thei  so  tender  hertes  beare. 
Of  that  thei  here  men  so  sweare. 
But  whan  it  cometh  rnto  thassaicy 
Thei  fynde  it  fola  an  other  daie: 
Aa  laaon'did  vnto  Medee 
Wbicbe  stante  yet  of  auctoritee. 
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In  token,  and  in'memoriall, 
Wherof  the  tale  io  ipeciall 
Is  ID  the  boke  of  Troie  writte, 
Wbjche  I  iball  do  the  for  to  wittr. 


Hie  in  amorit  Cauaa  iM>liit  exeOiphini  contrii  p«r- 
iuros,  Et  namct  qualiter  lason  priotqae  ad  Id- 
aulaoi  Colcbos  pro  aareo  Tellere  ibidem  con* 
questandotramtmearet,  in  amorremetconiugium 
Medee  regis  Oetbet  filie  iurameoto  firmiui  se 
astrifrxit,  ted  sue  postea  cotnpleto  negotio  cum 
ipsam  secum  nauigio  in  Gretiam  perdoxit,  vbi 
fllam  senectniem  patris  sui  Esonis  in  floridam 
iuuentutem  mirabili  sdentia  reformauit.  Ipse 
lasoo  6dei  sue  ligamento,  aliisquebenefidis  post- 
]M)titiSa  dictam  Medeam  pro  quadam  Creusa 
regis  Creontis  fllta  periums  dereliquit. 

In  greoe  whilom  was  a  kynge. 
Of  whom  the  fame  and  knowlagesmg 
Beleneth  yet,  sad  Feleoa 
He'highCe:  but  it  leMe  byto  thoa^ 
That  his  fortune  hir  whele  so  lad. 
That  he  no  cbiftle  hia  own*  bad 
To  reignen  after  bis  decease* 
He  bad  a  brother  netheles. 
Whose  right  name  was  Esoir, 
And  he  the  wortbte  knight  lason 
Begatte,  the  wfaiche  in  euery  ionde 
AW  other  passed  of  his  bonde 
An  armes,  so  that  he  the  best 
Was  named,  and  the  worthiest. 
He  sought  worsbippe  oner  all: 
Nowe  berken,  and  I  the  tell  shall 
An  aduentnre,  that  be  sought, 
Whiche  afterwarde  foil  dere  he  boubt 
There  was  an  yle,  whiche  Cholcbos 
Was  cleped,  and  tberof  arose 
Great  speche  in  euery  Ionde  aboute. 
That  snebe  memaile  was  none  onte 
In  all  the  wide  worlde  no  where. 
As  tho  was  in  that  yle  there. 
There  was  a  shepe,  as  it  was  toMe, 
The  whiche  his  flees  bare  all  of  golde, 
And  so  the  goddes  had  it  sette. 
That  it  ne  might  awaie  be  fette. 
By  power  of  no  worldes  wight: 
And  yet  full  many  a  worthy  knight 
It  had  assaied,  as  they  dorat. 
And  eucr  it  fell  hem  to  the  worst 
But  be  that  wohle  it  nought  fbrsake, 
But  of  his  knighthode  vndeftftke 
To  do,  what  thynge  tbeito  belongeth. 
This  worthy  lason  tore  alongeth 
To  see  the  strange  regions, 
And  knowe  the  condicions 
Of  other  marches,  where  he  went. 
And  for  that  cause  his  hole  entent 
He  set  Colcbos  for  to  seche: 
And  therupon  ha  made  a  apeche 
To  Mens  his  eme  the  fcjmge. 
And  he  well  paidc  was  of  that  tiijaige. 
And  shope  anone  for  bis  passagey 
Sucbe  as  wese  of  his  Ugnage, 
With  other  knigfates,  wbiolM  ba  chcs. 
With  hym  ha  ioke:  and  Hercolas, 
Whicbe  full  was  of  chinalrie, 
With  lason  wentc  in  eompanie: 
And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  maie. 
Whan  <wlde  ttormes  were  airaie*  . 
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The  wifide  was  good,  the  ship  Was  yate^ 
Thei  toke  her  leue,  and  forth  thei  fate 
Towarde  Colcbos:  but  ou  the  weie 
What  hem  befdle,  is  looge  to  seie: 
Howe  Laomedon  the  kynge  of  Troie, 
Whicbe  ought  well  haue  made  hem  ioie,. 
Whan  thei  to  rest  a  while  hym  preyde. 
Out  of  his  Ionde  he  them  coogeyd«# 
And  »u  befelle  the  dissencion* 
Whiche  after  was  destruction 
Of  that  citee,  as  men  maie  her«» 
But  thet  is  nought  to  my  matere» 
But  thus  the  wofthy  folke  gregots 
Fro  that  kynge,  whiche  was  not  curtois. 
And  fro  his  lande  with  sayle  rpdrawe 
Thei  went  hem  forth,  and  many  a  sawo 
They  made,  and  many  a  great  manace, 
Tyll  at  last  in  to  that  place, 
Whiche  as  thei  sought,  thei  arrine. 
And  striken  sayle,  and  forth  as  Mine 
Thei  sente  vnto  the  kynge,  and  tolde, 
Who  wereu  there,  and  what  the!  wa&de, 

Oetes,  wbicbe  was  then  kynge. 
Whan  that  be  hetde  this  tidyngs 
Of  lason,  whicbe  was  comen  there 
And  of  these  other,  what  thei  weres 
He  thought  done  hem  great  worship. 
For  thei  anone  come  out  of  ship. 
And  streight  Tnto  the  kynge  thei  wanle. 
And  by  the  bonde  lason  be  hente. 
And  that  was  at  the  paleys  gate^ 
So  far  the  kynge  came  on  bis  gatw, 
Towarde  lason  to  done  hym  chore. 
And  he,  whom  lacketh  no  manere. 
Whan  he  the  kynge  sigh  in  presence, 
Yafe  hym  ageyne  sucbe  reucrence. 
As  to  a  kynges  atate  belongetb,^ 
And  thus  the  kyuge  hym  Tndarfongcthf 
And  lason  in  his  arme  be  caught. 
And  forth  into  the  halle  he  stra«f(ht. 
And  there  thei  sat  and  speake  of  thyagea. 
And  lason  tolde  hym  tbo  tidynget, 
Why  he  was  oome,  and  foire  hym  praide 
To  hast  his  tyme:  and  the  kynge  than  saide. 

lason  thou  art  a  worthy  knight. 
But  it  lietb  in  no  mans  might 
To  done,  that  thou  arte  coom  fore. 
There  hath  bene  many  a  knight  fbrlore^. 
Of  that  thei  wolden  it  assaieii 
.  But  Fason  wolde  not  hjrm  esmaie. 
And  saide :  of  euery  worldea  cure 
Fortnne  stant  in  auentore, 
Parauter  wele,  pannter  wos 
But  bowe  as  euer  that  it  go. 
It  shall  be  with  my  n  bonde  assayed* 

The  kjrnge  tho  belde  hym  not  wel  paiedl 
For  he  the  nrekes  sore  dredda. 
In  aunter  if  lason  ne  spedde. 
He  might  therof  beare  a  blaiiia. 
For  tho  was  all  the  worldea  fomo 
In  grece,  as  for  to  speke  of  armes. 
For  thy  he  drad  hym  of  bis  harmea. 
And  gan  to  preche,  and  to  preye. 

But  lason  woldo  not  obeya. 
But  saide,  he  wolde  his  porpos  hoMe^ 
For  ought  that, any  man  hym  toMe. 

The  kynge  whan  he  these  wordet  berdt>. 
And  sigh  how  that  this  knight  answenlat 
Yet  for  he  wolde  make  hym  gtad. 
After  Madea  gone  bo  bad. 
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IS  bis  doaghter :  and  she  cam. 

And  Utod  whiche  good  bede  nam 
Wban  be  bir  sigb,  ageyn  bir  gotb. 
And  she,  wb'iche  was  bym  nothyng.lotb, 
Wekooied  bym  in  to  tbatlonde, 
And  softe  toke  bym  by  tbe  bonde, 
And  dovne  tbd  setten  botb  tame, 
gbe  bad  beide  s^ken  of  bis  name. 
And  of  bis  great  woithines. 
For  tby  she  gan  bir  eie  impresta 
Up  m  bis  Aloe,  and  bis  stature. 
And  tboughtbow  neuer  creature 
Was  sffwelfitrendey  as  was  bee. 
And  lason  ligbt  in  sucbe  degree 
Ne  m^ht  not  vitbbolde  bis  loke, 
Kit  so  good  bede  on  bir  he  toke. 
That  bym  ne  thought  ruder  the  beuen, 
Of  beantce  sigbe  he  never  bir  euen. 
With  aU  that  felle  to  womanbede. 
Thus  ecbe  of  other  token  bede. 
Though  there  no  worde  was  of  recorder 
Her  hertes  both  of  one  accorde 
Sea  sctte  to  lone,  but  as  tho 
There  migfaten  be  no  woides  mo. 

The  kynge  made  bym  great  ioyeand  fest. 
To  all  his  men  be  yafe  an  best. 
So  as  thei  wolde  his  thonke  deseroe, 
That  thd  shulde  all  lason  seme, 
While  that  be  wokle  there  dwelK 
And  thus  the  daie,  sbortely  to  telle. 
With  many  myitbes  thei  dispent. 
Till  nt^ht  was  come,  and  tho  thei  went, 
Eehoae  of  other  toke  his  leue» 
Whan  thei  no  leoger  mighten  ieue. 

I  not  howe  lason  that  night  slepe, 
Bat  well  I  wote,  that  of  tbe  sbepe. 
For  whiche  be  cam  in  to  that  ilc. 
He  thoogbt  bat  a  litteil  while  t 
All  was  Medea  that  he  thought 
So  that  in  many  wise  he  sought 
His  wit  wakeade,  er  it  was  daie: 
ScMDe  tymc  ye,  some  tyme  nay. 
Some  tyme  thus^  some  tyme  so, 
As  ha  was  stered  to  and  fro 
Of  loQCy  and  eke  of  his  conquest. 
As  be  was  bolde  of  his  behest 

And  thus  be  rose  rp  by  the  morowe* 
And  toke  bym  sdie  seint  lobn  to  borow. 
And  saide  be  wolde  first  begynne 
At  kfue,  and  after  for  to  wynne 
The  flees  of  golde,  for  whiche  be  come, 
And  thus  to  bym  good  berte  he  nome. 

Medea  right  in  the  same  wise, 
Tili  daie  cam*  that  she  must  arise, 
Uye  and  bethought  bir  all  the  night, 
Howe  she  that  noble  worthy  knight» 
By  any  waye  might  wedde. 
Aod  wel  she  wist,  if  be  ne  spedde 
Of  thyng,  whiche  be  bad  Tudertake* 
She  ni^t  bir  sclfe  no  purpose  take. 
Fbr  if  he  deyde  ot  his  bataile» 
She  must  than  algate  faile 
To  getten  bym,  whan  be  were  dede* 
Thus  she  began  to  sette  rede, 
Aad  hwme  dhont  bir  wittes  all 
To  lofce  howe  that  it  might  foil, 
Thst  she  with  bym  l^ad  a  leisire 
To  spaake  and  telle  of  bit  desire. 

And  so  it  foUe  the  same  daie, 
Thit  hiOB,  with' that  fwete  BHua 


To  getber  sette,  and  hadden  space 

To  speke,  and  he  besought  hir  grace. 

And  she  his  tale  goodly  hefde; 

And  afterwarde  she  bym  answerde 

And  said:  lason  as  thcu  wilt. 

Thou  mighte  be  8aufe»  thou  migb't  be  spilt. 

For  witte  well,  that  neuer  man» 

But  if  he  couth,  that  I  can, 

Ne  mighte  that  fortune  acheue. 

For  whiche  thou  comest:  but  as  I  leu^. 

If  thou  wolt  bolde  couenaunt 

To  loue  of  all  the  remenaant, 

1  shall  thy  Hfo  and  honour  saue. 

That  thoQ  the  flees  of  gold  shalt  bane. 

He  said:  AH  at  your  owne  wills 
Madame  I  shall  truly  fialftUe 
Your  best,  while  my  life  male  laste. 

Thus  longe  he  praied,  and  at  last 
She  graunteth,  and  behigbt  hym  this, 
That  whan  night  cometh,  and  it  time  is 
She  wolde  hym  sende  oerteinly 
Suebe  one,  that  shulde  him  priuely 
Alone  in  to  hir  chambre  brynge. 

He  thanketh  hir  of  that  tidynge. 
For  of  that  grace  is  hym  begonne, 
Hym  thinketh  al  other  thinges  wonne. 

Tbe  daie  made  ende,  and  loste  bis  sight. 
And  comen  was  the  derke  night, 
Tbe  whiche  all  the  daies  eie  blent. 

lason  toke  Ieue,  and  forth  he  went : 
And  whan  be  cam  out  of  the  preS| 
He  toke  to  counsaile  Hercules 
And  tolde  hym,  howe  it  was  betid. 
And  praide  it  shulde  well  ben  bid. 
And  that  be  wolde  loke  about 
Tbe  whiles  that  he  shulde  be  out 

Thus  as  he  stode,  and  bede  name, 
A  mayden  fro  Medea  came. 
And  to  her  chambre  lason  ledde, 
Where  that  he  fonde  red  y  to  bedde 
Tbe  foirest,  and  tbe  wisest  dee. 
And  she  with  simple  chere  and  meke^ 
Whan  she  him  sigh,  waxt  all  assbaqaed, 
Tho  was  bir  tale  newe  entamed 
For  sikemesse  of  manage. 
She  fotte  forth  a  riche  image, 
Whiche  was  the  figure  of  lupiter: 
And  lason  swore,  and  said  therj 
That  also  wis  god  hym  beipe. 
That  if  Medea  did  hym  beIpe, 
That  be  bis  purpose  might  wynne, 
Thei  shulde  neuer  part  a  twynne. 
But  euer  while  hym  last  life. 
He  wolde  hir  bolde  for  bis  wife: 
And  with  that  word  thei  kystend  both. 
And  for  thei  shulde  hem  rndoth. 
There  come  a  maiden  in  bir  wise 
She  did  bem  both  foil  seruise, 
Till  that  thei  were  in  bed  naked. 
I  wotA  that  night  was  well  bewaked. 
Thei  hadden  botli  what  thei  wolde  i 
And  than  at  leyser  she  hym  told^ 
And  gan  fro  point  to  point  eaforme 
Of  this  bataile,  and  all  tbe  forme, 
Tbe  whiche  that  be  shulde  flode  there, 
Wban  he  to  that  yie  come  were : 
She  saide,  at  entre  of  the  pas, 
Howe  Mars,  whiche  god  of  armes  was, 
Hath  set  two  oxen  sterna  and  stoute,  ' 
That  castaa  firs  and  flam  abouts, 
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Both  at  mouth  and  at  nase. 
So  that  thei  setten  all  on  blase. 
What  thyng  that  pasaeth  hem  betweene. 
And  fortbermore  vpon  tb«  greene 
There  goth  the  fiees  of  golde  to  kepe, 
A  serpent,  wbiche  maie  neuer  slepe. 

Thus  who  that  eoer  it  shulde  wynne, 
The  fire  to  stoppe  he  mote  begyune. 
The  wbiche  that  tho  fierse  beastes  cast: 
And  daunt  he  mot  hem  at  last. 
So  that  he  maie  hem  yoke  and  drioe: 
And  there  vpon  he  ^la  bliue 
The  serpent,  with  sucbe  strength  assaile. 
That  be  maie  slein  hym  by  batailei 
Of  whiche  he  must  the  teeth  outdrawe. 
As  it  belongeth  to  that  lawe: 
And  than  be  ipust  the  oxen  yoke. 
Til  thei  haue  with  a  plough  to  broke 
A  forow  of  lond,  in  whiche  a  rowe 
The  teeth  i»f  thadder  he  must  so\7» 
And  therof  shull  arise  knightes 
Well  armed  at  all  rightas: 
Of  hem  is  nought  to  taken  hede. 
For  eche  of  hem  in  hastihede 
Shall  other  slea  with  detbes  wounde. 
And  thus  whan  thei  be  brt>ught  to  groqnde 
And  go«o  forth,  and  takje  bis  praie. 
Than  must  he  to  the  goddes  praie. 

But  if  be  faile  in. any  wife 
Of  that  ye  here  me  deuise. 
There  maie  be  set  non  other  weie» 
'Iliat  he  ne  mote  algates  deie. 

Nowe  haue  I  tolde  the  peril  all, 
I  will  yow  telle  forth  witball 
(Suod  Medea  to  lason  tho) 
That  ye  shall  knowen  er  ye  go 
Ajreyne  the  renym  and  the  Are 
What  shall  be  the  recouere. 
Bat  sir,  for  it  is  nigh  date, 
Ariseth  vp,  so  that  I  maie 
Beliuer  you,  what  thyng  I  bane, 
That  maie  your  life  and  faonoure  sane. 

Thei  were  both  loth  to  rise: 
But  for  thei  were  both  wise, 
Up  thei  risen  at  last, 
lason  his  clothes  on  bym  cast, 
And  made  hym  redy  right  anone. 
.  And  she  hir  shirte  did  vpon. 
And  cast  on  hir  a  mantell  close 
Withouten  more,  and  than  aros. 
Tbo  toke  she  focth  a  riche  tie 
Made  ail  of  golde  and  of  perie: 
Out  of  the  wbiche  she  toke  a  rynge. 
The  stone  was  worth  all  other  thynge: 
She  said,  whiles  he  wold  it  were, 
There  mig;ht  no  perill  hym  dere : 
In  water  maie  it  not  be  dreinte. 
Where  as  it  oometh  the  fire  is  queint. 
It  daunteth  eke  the  cruel  beste:  . 
There  maie  noQe  quad  that  man  arest: 
Where  so  he  be  on  sea  or  loode. 
That  bath  this  rynge  rpon  his  bonde. 

And  ouer  that  she  gan  to  sejrne. 
That  if  a  man  wil  ben  vnseyne, 
Within  bis  Ijonde  holde  close  the  stone. 
And  be  maie  inuisible  gone. 

The  rynge  to  lason  she  betaught. 
And  so  forth  after  she  bym  tanght. 
What  sacrifice  he  sbuld  make. 
And  gan  out  of  hir  co£er  take 


Hym  thought  an  heuenly  figure, 

Whiche  all  by  charme  and  by  cooiure 

Was  wrought,  and  eke  it  was  throngh  writ 

With  names,  wbiche  he  shield  witte, 

As  9he  hym  taught  tho  to  rede. 

And  bad  hym  ^  be  wold  spede. 

Without  rest  of  any  while,  > 

Whan  he  were  londed  in  that  ile. 

He  sbuld  make  bis  sacrifice. 

And  rede  his  carecte  in  the  wise. 

As  she  hym  taught,  on  knes  doun  bent 

Thre  sithes  towerd  orient 

For  so  sbuld  be  the  goddes  please. 

And  wyn  bym  selfe  mochel  ease. 

And  whan  be  bad  it  thrise  radde. 
To  open  a  boxe  she  hym  badde. 
That  she  there  toke  hym  in  present. 
And  was  foil  of  sucbe  oignement, 
That  there  was  fire  ne  venym  none. 
That  shulde  fostenen  hym  vpon. 
Whan  that  he  were  anoynt  witball. 
For  thy  she  taught  hym  howe  he  shall 
Anoynt  his  armes  all  aboute : 
And  for  he  shulde  nolhyng  doute. 
She  toke  hym  than  a  maoer  glue. 
The  whiche  was  of  so  great  vertue. 
That  where  a  man  it  shulde  cast. 
It  shulde  bynde  anone  so  fast. 
That  DO  man  might  it  done  awaye, 
And  that  she  bad  by  all  waye. 
He  shukle  into  the  moutbes  throwe 
Of  tho  two  oxen,  that  fire  blowe, 
Therof  to  stoppe  the  malice 
The  glue  shall  seme  of  that  office. 
And  oner  that  hir  oignement, 
Hir  rynge,  and  hir  eocbauntement, 
Ayene  the  serpent  shulde  bym  were. 
Till  be  hym  sLea  with  twerde  or  speare : 
And  than  he  maie  saufely  enough 
His  oxen  yoke  in  to  the  plough. 
And  the  teeth  sowe  in  sucbe  wise^ 
Til  he  the 'knightes  se  arise, 
And  eche  of  oStber  downe  be  laide. 
In  sucbe  maner  as  I  haue  saide. 

IjO  thus  Medea  for  lason 
Ordeineth,  and  prayeth  tbervpon, 
Tliat  be  notbyog  foryete  shulde. 
And  eke  she  prayeth  hym  that  he  wolde. 
Whan  he  hath  all  his  armes  done. 
To  grounde  knele,  and  thooke  anone 
The  goddes,  and  so  forth  by  ease 
The  flees  of  golde  he  shulde  aease: 
And  whan  he  had.it  seascd  so. 
That  than  he  were  sone  ago. 
Without  any  tarienge. 

Whan  this  .was  saide  into  wepynge 
She  fel,  as  she  that  was  through  nome 
With  ioue,  and  so  forth  ouercome. 
That  all  hir  worlde  on  hym  she  sette. 
But  whan  she  sigh  there  was  no  lette. 
That  be  mote  nedes  parte  hir  iro, 
She  toke  hym  in  hir  armes  two. 
An  honderde  tymes  and  gan  bym  kisse. 
And  saide:  O  all  my  worldes  biisse. 
My  trust,  my  luste»  my  life,  myn  hek. 
To  ben  tbyn  heipe  in  this  querela ' 
I  pray  vnto  the  goddes  alL 
And  with  that  word  she  gan  downe  foil 
Of  swoune:  and  he  hir  vp  qam, . 
And  fortbe  with  tbat  tbe  maiden  ca«« 
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Aid  thn  to  iMdde  aaoM  hir  Iwougbt  > 
Aad  than  laion  hir  beaougfat, 
And  to  hiraeyde,  in  this  manere. 
Uj  woithye  Instye  ladie  dere 
CoBlbrteth  70«»  for  by  my  troQtb, 
ft  thallaot  fiillen  in  my  sloiith» 
That  I  na  «oU  throoihout  falfille 
Yoar  bestet,  at  your  owne  wille. 
Aad  yet  I  hope  to  you  bringe 
TlTithiD  a  while  suche  tidynge, 
Tlie  whiche  shall  make  ts  botbe  game. 

Bat  for  be  wolde  kepe  bir  name 
Wbaa  tiMit  he  wist  it  was  nigh  daie. 
He  saide,  adewe  my  swete  maie. 
lad  forth  with  bym  he  nam  bis  gere, 
Whicbe  as  she  had  take  hym  there. 
And  straoght  Tnto  .his  chambre  went,     - 
And  goth  to  bedde^  and  slepe  bym  hent. 
And  laie,  that  no  man  bym  a  woke. 
£or  Hercules  hede  of  hym  to)(e, 
Tdl  it  was  TDderne  high  and  more. 
And  than  he  gan  to  sigh  sore. 
And  Mdeinly  he  brayde  of  slepe. 
And  tbei  thao  toke  of  hym  kepe. 
His  ehamberieiiiaben  soone  there, 
And  maden  redy  all  his  gere, 
And  be  arose,  and  to  the  kynge 
He  went,  and  taide,  howe  to  that  thing. 
For  whicbe  be  cam,  he  wolde  go. 

Hie  kynge  th^rof  was  foil  wo, 
Aad  for  he  molde  hym  foyne  withdraw. 
He  tdlde  bjrm  many  a  dredefall  sawe. 
BatlaaoD  wolde  it  nought  reoorde. 
And  at  laate  thet  accoide. 
Whan  that  be  wolde  nought  abide, 
A  bote  was  redy  at  tide, 
h  vbiche  this  worthy  knight  of  Greoe, 
Foil  armed  vp  at  enery  pece. 
To  his  bataile  whiche  bdongetb, 
Toke  sore  in  honde,  and  sore  bym  longetb. 
Till  be  the  water  passed  were. 

Whan  he  cam  to  that  ile  there 
Be  set  bym  on  bis  knees  doun  strangbt, 
iad  his  carecte,  as  be  was  taught. 
He  rad,  and  made  bis  sacrifice, 
Aad  sitbe  anoynte  bym  in  that  wise 
As  Medea  hym  bath  hede: 
And  than  arose  rp  fro  that  stede, 
And  with  the  glewe  the  fire  he  qaeynt. 
And  anooe  alter  he  atteynt 
The  rreat  serpent,  and  bym  slough, 
Bat  erst  he  had  soitiwe  enough. 
for  that  serpent  made  hym  tiauaile 
So  hard  and  sore  <»f  his  bataile. 
That  nowe  be  stood,  and  nowe  be  felle. 
For  loQge  tyme  it  so  befslle. 
That  witb  bis  swerd,  and  with  his  spere, 
He  Bight  not  the  serpent  dere: 
He  was  so  sherded  all  abonte, 
It  WM  aU  edge  toole  withoute^ 
He  was  so  rude  and  bard  t>f  skyn. 
There  might  no  thyng  go  there  in, 
Venym  and  fire  to  geder  he  cast, 
Tlttt  be  laaoB  sore  a  blast 
Andif  it  ne  were  bis  oyntement, 
Hit  rynge,  and  bis  enchanntcmcnt, 
Whicbe  Ifedcft  toke  bym  before. 
He  1^  with  that  wonnie  be  tore. 


Bat  of  ^artn,  wfaiche  therof  cam 
Wm  the  dncoB  MMTiMB : 


And  be  anone  the  tethe  out  droQf  h. 

And  set  his  oxen  in  his  plough. 

With  whiche  he  brake  a  pece  of  loode, 

Aiid  sewe  it  with  his  owne  honde. 

Tho  might  he  great  merueile  see 

Of  euery  toth  in  his  degree.^ 

Sprong  vp  a  knight  with  spere  and  shelda. 

Of  whiche  anone  right  in  the  felde, 

Echooe  slough  other,  and  with  that 

lason  Medea  not  forgat. 

On  both  his  knees  he  gan  downe  folle» 

And  gafe  thonke  to  the  goddes  alU 

The  flees  he  toke,  and  gothe  to  bote: 
The  Sonne  sbinetb  bright  and  bote. 
The  flees  of  gold  shone  forth  with  all 
The  water  gtisterd  ouerall. 
Medea  wept,  and  sigbed  ofte, 
And  stode  Tpon  a  towre  alofte. 
All  priuely  within  bir  selfe. 
There  herd  it  not  ten  ne  twelfe. 
She  praid,  and  said:  O  god  hym  spede* 
The  knight,  which  hath  my  maiden  hede. 
And  aie  she  loketh  toward  the  ile. 
But  whan  she  sigh  within  a  while,       / 
The  flees  glisteryng  ageyn  the  sonne. 
She  said:  O  lord  all  is  ywonne, 
My  knight  the  fold  hath  ouercomen, 
Nowe  wolde  god,  he  were  oomen* 
O  lorde  god,  I  wolde  he  were  iu  londc. 

But  I  dare  take  this  on  honde. 
If  that  she  had  wynges  two, 
She  wolde  haue  flowen  to  hym  tho 
Streight  there  he  was  vnto  the  bote. 
The  daie  was  clere,  the  sonne  bote. 
The  grekes  were  in  great  doute. 
The  while  that  her  lorde  was  oute, 
Thei  wist  not  what  shuW  betide. 
But  wayted  eqer  ypon  the  tide, 
To  see  what  ende  shulde  folle. 

There  stoden  eke  the  nobles  all. 
Forth  with  the  comun  of  the  towne : 
And  as  thei  loken  yp  and  floune, 
Thei  were  waren  within  a  throw^ 
Where  cam  the  bote,  which  thei  wel  know. 
And  sigh  how  lason  brought  his  preye. 
And  tho  thei  ganen  all  seye. 
And  criden  al  with  o  steuen, 

O  where  was  euer  vnder  the  heuen 
So  noble  a  knight,  as  lason  is  ? 
And  wel  nighe  all  saiden  this. 
That  lason  was  a  foire  knight. 
For  it  was  neuer  of  mans  might 
The  flees  of  golde  so  for  to  wjrnne  i 
And  thus  tellen  thei  begynne. 

With  that  the  kynge  cam  forth  anone« 
And  sigh  the  flees,  howe  that  it  shone. 
And  whan  lason  cam  to  the  londe. 
The  kynge  hym  selfe  toke  his  honde. 
And  kissed  hym,  and  greats  ioye  made. 

The  Orekes  «:eren  wonder  glade. 
And  of  that  thing  right  mery  hem  thought. 
And  forth  with  hem  the  flees  thei  brought, 
And  ech  on  other  gan  to  ligh. 
But  wel  was  hym  that  might  nigh 
To  se  there  of  the  propertec. 
And  thus  thei  passen  the  citee. 
And  gone  ynto  the  paleis  straugbt. 

Medea,  whiche  forgat  hir  naught. 
Was  redy  there,  and  saide  anon : 
WelcoiM,  O  worths  knif l^t  hm^^ 
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She  wolde  haue  kbt  hym  wonAet  hjm 

But  Bhame  toorued  hir  agaynt. 

It  was  noagfht  the  maner  as  tbo. 

For  tby  she  dorste  nought  do  so. 

^be  toke  hir  leue,  and  lason  went 

Into  his  ch^mbre,  and  she  hym  sent« 

Hir  maiden,  to  sen^e  howe  he  ferde: 

The  whiche  wban  that  she  sigh  and  herde, 

Howe  that  he  had  fiiren  out. 

And  that  it  stode  well  all  about. 

She  tolde  hir  ladie  what  she  wist. 

Aod  she  for  ioye,  hir  maiden  kist. 

The  bathes  weren  than  araied 

With  herbes  ^ropred  and  assaied, 

Aqd  lason  was  vnarmed  soone. 

And  did,  as  it  befelle  to  doooe. 

Into  his  bathe  he  went  anone. 

And  wisshe  hym  cleane  as  any  bone 

He  toke  a  soppe,  and  out  he  cam. 

And  on  his  best  araye  he  nam, 

And  kempt  his  head,  whan  he  was  clad. 

And  goth  hym  forth  all  mery  and  glad 

Right  str^nght  in  to  the  kinges  haUe. 

The  kynge  cam  with  his  knightes  alle. 

And  made  hym  glad  weloomynge. 

And  he  hem  tolde  tbo  tidynge 
Of  this  and  that,  howe  it  befelle, 
Wban  that  he  wan  the  shepes  Idle. 

Medea  whan  she  was  after  sent 
Come  soone  to  that  parlement: 
And  whan  she  might  lason  see, 
VTas  none  so  glad  <^  all  as  she. 
There  was  no  io'ye  for  to  seche, 
Of  hym,  made  eiiery  man  a  speche« 
Som  man  said  one,  som  said  other. 
But  though  he  were  goddes  brother. 
And  might  make  fire  and  thonder, 
There  might  be  no  m^ife  wonder, 
Than  was  of  hym. in  that  citee. 
Echone  taught  other,  this  is  he, 
'Whiche  bath  in  his  po#t!r  within. 
That  all  the  worlde  ne  might  wynne, 
Lo  here  the  beste  of  all  good. 
Thus  thel  saiden,  that  there  stuodcf 
And  eke  that  walkende  vp  aod  dowoe « 
Both  of  the  court,  aod  of  the  towne. 

The  tyme  of  sooper  cam  anone : 
Thei  wisshen,*'and  therto  tbei  gon, 
Medea  was  with  lason  sette. 
Tho  was  there  many  adeintee  fette 
And  set  tofore  hem  on  the  boorde, 
But  none  so  likyng  as  the  woorde, 
Whiche  was  there  spoked  among  hem  two, 
So  as  thei  dorst  speke  tho. 
But  thoiigh  thei  had  litel  space. 
Yet  thei  acorden  in  that  place. 
Howe  Uson  sbuld  come  at  night. 
Whan  enery  torche  and  euery  light 
Were  out,  and  than  other  thynges, 
Thei  spe^e  alowde  for  snppostnget 
Of  hem  that  stoden  there  aboute. 
For  loue  is  enermore  in  doute. 
For  if  it  be  wisly  gouemed 
pr  hem,  that  ben  of  loue  lemed. 

Wban  al  was  doone,  that  dissh  and  cup. 
And  ck>th,  and  boord,  and  all  was  vp, 
Thei  wake,  while  hem  list  to  wake, 
And  after  that  tbei  leue  take. 
And  gon  to  bed  for  to  reste 
And  whan  bfV  thought  for  th«  beste^ 


That  enery  man  was  fost  on  slepe, 
lason,  that  wolde  his  tyme  kepe, 
Goth  forth  stalkyng  all  priiiely 
Unto  the  chambre,  and  redily 
There  was  a  maide,  whiche  hym  keple, 
Medea  woke,  and  no  thyng  a^qita. 
But  netheles  she  was  a  bedde. 
And  he  with  all  hast  hym  spedde. 
And  made  hym  naked,  and  all  warn* 
Anone  be  toke  bir  in  his  anne. 
What  nede  is  for  to  spdw  of  ease. 
Hem  list  echo  other  for  to  please. 
So  that  tbei  had  ioye  enowe. 
And  tho  thei  setten,  whan  and  how. 
That  she  with  hym  awey  shal  stele^ 
With  wordes  suche  aod  other  fele. 

Wban  all  was  treted  to  an  ende, 
lason  toke  leue,  and  gan  forth  wende    . 
Unto  his  owne  chamber  in  pes. 
There  wist  it  non  but  Hercules. 

He  slept,  and'  ros  wbau  it  was  tjFiii^* 
And  whan  it  fel  towardes  prime. 
He  toke  to  hym  suche  as  he  triste 
In  secre,  that  none  other  wist. 
And  tolde  hem  of  his  coooseile  tbere^ 
And  saide,  that  his  will  were. 
That  tbei  to  ship  had  all  thyug 
So  priudy  in  the  enenjrng. 
That  no  man  might  her  dede  aspie. 
But  tho  that  weren  of  companie* 
For  he  woll  go  without  leue, 
And  lenger  woll  he  nought  bdeoa^ 
But  he  ne  wolde  at  thilke  throw* 
The  kynge  or  queue  shulde  it  knowe. 

Thei  saide  all,  this  shall  well  be  do: 
And  lason  trust  well  therto. 

Medea  in  the  meane  while, 
Whiche  thought  hir  fiither  to  begile. 
The  treasour,  whiche  hir  father  had, 
With  hir  aU  priudy  she  lad. 
And  with  lason  at  tyme  sette. 
Away  she  stale,  and  fonde  no  lette. 
And  straugbt  she  goth  bir  Tuto  ship 
Of  Grece  with  that  fetauship. 
And  thei  anone  drough  vp  the  saile. 
And  all  that  night  this  was  counsaile. 
But  eriy  whan  the  sonne  shone. 
Men  sigh,  that  tbei  were  agone. 
And  come  vnto  the  kynge,  and  tolde. 

And  he  the  soth  knowe  wolde. 
And  asketh  where  his  dougbter  VM. 

There  was  no  worde,  but  out  alas, 
She  wos  a  go,  the  mother  wepte, 
The  father  as  a  wood  man  le^ite. 
And  gan  the  tyme  for  to  warie^ 
And  swore  his  otbe,  be  wold  not  tary 
That  with  falipbe,  and  with  {^eye. 
The  same  conrs,  the  same  weye, 
Whiche  lason  toke,  be  wolde  take^ 
If  that  he  might  hym  ooevtake. 

To  tills  thei  saidep  all  yea 
Anone  as  tbei  w^ren  at  the  sea, 
And  all,  as  who  s«ith,  at  one  woorde, 
Thei  gone  within  shippes  boordeu 
The  saile  goth  vp,  and  forth  thei  straight. 
But  none  exploit  therof  thei  caught: 
And  so  forth  thei  toume  home  ayene. 
For  all  that  labour  was  in  vayne. 

lason  to  Grece  with  bis  praie 
Goth  through  the  sea  the  right  w%}$. 
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mrbiB  he  ttieie  come,  and  men  it  toIde» 
Tbet  maden  ioye  yonge  and  oMe, 

EiOD  whan  that  he  wist  of  this, 
Hove  that  his  soone  comen  is, 
And  bath  adieaed  that  he  sought. 
And  whom  with  bym  Medea  broaghty 
Id  all  the  wide  worlde  was  none 
So  %\aA  a  man  as  he  was  one. 

Together  bene  these  loners  tiio, 
1^  that  thei  had  sonnet  two, 
Wberof  thei  weren  bothe  glade. 
And  olde  Bson  great  ioye  made» 
To  seen  the  encreas  of  his  lignage. 
For  he  was  of  so  great  an  age. 
That  men  awa3rten  enery  daie, 
Whan  that  he  sbolde  gone  awaie. 

lasoD,  whiobe  tlgb  his  fader  olde, 
Vpoa  Medea  made  hym  bolde 
Of  art  aiagike»  whicbe  she  couth. 
And  praietb  hir,  that  bis  fiatbers  yonth 
She  volde  make  ayenewarde  newe. 
And  she  that  was  towarde  hym  trewe, 
Behighte  hym,  that  she  wolde  it  do. 
Whan  that  she  tyme  sigh  tberto. 
Bat  what  she  did  in  that  matere* 
U  is  a  wonder  thynge  to  here, 
Bvt  yet  for  the  nouetrie, 
I  thiake  tellen  a  great  pArtie. 

Nota  qaihtts  medicameBtis  Isaonem  senectnte  de- 
crepitnm,  ad  sue  ianentalii  adoletcentiam  pm- 
dem  Medea  redaxit. 

Trui  it  hefdl  vpon  a  night, 

Wbaa  there  was  noaght  but  sterre  light, 

Ae  was  ?anisBbed  right  as  hir  list. 

That  no  wight,  but  bir  selfe  wist: 

And  that  was  at  OEiidnight  tide,  - 

The  worlde  was  stille  on  enery  'side. 

With  open  head,  and  fbote  all  bare, 

Hir  beare  to  tprad,  she  gan  to  fare. 

Upon  hir  clothes  gyrte  she  was, 

Al  tpecheles  vpon  the  gras 

She  gtode  forth,  as  an  adder  doth. 

None  other  wise  she  ne  goth, 

Till  she  came  to  the  fresshe  floode 

And  there  a  while  she  withstoode 

Thries  she  turned  hir  abonte. 

And  thries  eke  she  gan  downe  loute. 

And  in  the  9oode  she  weat  hir  heare    ^ 

And  thries  oo  tbe  water  there 

She  gaspeth,  with  a  dretcbynge  onde. 

And  tho  she  toke  hir  speche  on  honde. 
First  she  bcfan  to  clepe  and  call 

Vpwasde  wnto  the  iterrea  all. 

To  vyodd,  to  ay  re,  to  sea,  to  londe 

^  preide,  and'eiw  belde  Tp  her  honde 

To  Edutes,  and  gan  to  crie, 

Whwhc  is  the  goddesse  of  9orcerie, 

She  laide,  helpeth  at  this  nede, 

And  as  ye  maden  me  to  spede, 

Whan  lasoD  eame  flees  to  seche: 

So  heipe  me  nowe,  I  you  besecbe. 

With  that  she  loketh,  and  was  ware 

D»ane  firo  the  skie  there  came  a  chare. 

The  whicbe  dragbna  aboute  drowe : 

And  tho  she  gaa  bir  bead  downe  bowQ, 

And  Tp  she  stig he,  and  faire  and  welle 

She  drofe  fortli  by  chare  iand  wbelle 

Aboiie  in  tbe  ayre  amonge  the  skiet 

The  ionde  of  Crete,  in  tlM>  partita 


She  sought,  and  fiast  gan  bir  bighe, 
And  tbervpon  the  bylles  htghe 
Of  Othryn  and  Olympe  also, 
And  eke  of  other  hylles  mo 
She  fonde,  and  gethereth  herbes  soote. 
She  pulletb  vp  some  by  the  roote. 
And  fltiany  with  a  knife  she  shereth 
And  all  in  to  hir  chaare  she  beareth. 

Thus  whan  she  hath  the  hylles  sought. 
The  floodea  there  foiyate  she  nought, 
Eridian,  and  Amphrisos, 
Penelee,  and  eke  Sperceldos, 
To  hem  she  went,  and  there  she  nome 
Bothe  of  the  water,  and  of  thefomc. 
The  sonde,  and  eke  the  small  stones, 
Whicbe  as  she  chese  out  for  the  nonea. 
And  of  the  redde  sea  a  parte, 
That  was  behoueliche  to  hir  art 
She  toke,  and  afterwarde  than  abottt 
She  sought  sondry  sedes  out. 
In  feldes,  and  in  many  greues. 
And  eke  a  parte  she  toke  of  lenei. 
But  thing,  whicbe  might  hir  most  auaile 
She  fonde  in  Crete,  and  in  Thessaile. 
In  dales,  and  nigbtes  nyne, 
Tomake  with  this  medicine. 
She  was  purueyed  of  euery  peoe. 
And  tornethbomward  in  to  Greoe^ 
Before  tbe  Rates  of  Eson 
Hir  chare  she  Ictte  awaie  to  gone. 
And  toke  out  first  that  was  tberiii. 
For  tho  she  thought  to  begyn 
Suche  thyng,  as  seoieth  impossible^ 
And  made  hir  selfen  inntsible. 
As  she  that  with  the  aire  enclosed. 
And  might  of  no  man  be  diadoaed : 
She  toke  vp  turues  of  tbe  londe. 
Without  helpe  of  mans  honde. 
And  heled  witli  tbe  greene  gras. 
Of  whiche  an  Aulter  made  there  waf 
Unto  Echates,  the  goddesse. 
Of  arte  magike  and  maistretse. 
And  efte  an  other  to  inuent. 
As  she  whiche  did  hir  holle  intent. 
Tho  toke  she  feldwodde,  and  Terueyne, 
Of  herbes  ben  not  better  tweyne. 
Of  whiche  anone  without  let. 
These  aulters  ben  about  set: 
Two  sondry  pittes  fiaat  by 
She  made,  and  with  that  hastily 
A  wether,  whiche  was  black,  she  slonglh,. 
And  out  therof  the  bloud  she  dro«gh. 
And  did  in  to  the  pittes  two: 
Warme  milke,  she  put  also  therto. 
With  bony  meynt,  and  in  suche  wise 
She  gan  to  make  hir  sacrifice, 
And  cried  and  praide  forth  withall 
To  Pluto  the  god  infnmal, 
And  to  the  queue  Proserphae: 
And  10  she  sought  out  all  tbe  lyne 
Of  hem,  that  longen  to  that  crafte, 
Beby'nde  was  no  name  laft: 
And  praid  hem  all,  as  she  well  oootb. 
To  graunt  Eson  his  first  youth. 

This  olde  Eson  brought  foith  wta  tbet 
Awaie  she  bad  all  other  go 
Upon  perill,  that  might  fiall: 
And  with  that  worde  thei  wentad  all. 
And  lefte  there  them  two  alone. 
Aifd  tho  she  begah  tQ  gaspe.  Mid  gone,. 
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Aad  made  sigaei  many  ob*, 
Aod  laid  hir  wordes  theirpon: 
And  with  spellyng,  and  hir  channea 
She  toke  Eaon  in  both  hir  annes, 
Aadinade  hym  for  to  alepe  fast. 
And  hym  vpon  hir  berhes  cast 
The  hlacke  wether  tho  she  tooke. 
And  hewe  the  ies8he»  as  doth  the  oookei 
Ob  either  aulter  part  she  laide. 
And  with  the  charmes,  that  she  saide, 
A  fin  downe  from  the  skye  alight. 
And  made  it  for  to  brenne  lighL 
And  whan  Medea  sawe  it  hrenne, 
Anone  she  gan  to  sterte  and  reone 
The  6rye  aiilters  all  about. 
There  was  no  best,  whiche  goth  ont 
More  wilde,  than  she  seraeth  there. 
Aboute  her  shulders  henge  her  here. 
As  though  she  were  out  of  hir  mynde^ 
And  tometh  in  to  another  kynde. 
Tho  laye  there  certaine  woodde  clefte^ 
Of  whiche  the  peces  nowe  and  efta 
8be  made  bem  in  the  pittes  wete,  . 
And  pat  hem  in  the  firye  bete, 
And  toke  the  bronde,  with  all  tlie  blase. 
And  tbries  she  began  to  rase 
About  Eson,  there  as  he  slepte, 
And  efte  with  water,  whiche  she  kepte. 
She  made  a  cercle  about  hym  thries. 
And  efte  with  fiie  of  sulphur  twies. 
Full  many  a  other  thyng  she  dede, 
Whiche  is  not  written  in  the  stede. 
But  she  ran  vp  so  and  doune. 
She  Blade  many  a  wonder  soiine, 
Somtyaie  liche  Tnto  the  cocke, 
Somtyoie  vnto  the  lauerocke^ 
Somtyme  cacletl\  as  an  henna, 
Somtyme  speketh  as  don  the  men. 
And  right  to  as  hir  iargon  strangeth, 
In  sondry  wise  her  forme  chaungeth: 
She  semeth  fiure,  and  no  woman. 
Forth  with  the  craftes  that  she  can. 
She  was  as  who  saith,  a  goddesse, 
'  And  what  hir  list  more  or  lesse 
She  did,  in  bokes  as  we  finde» 
That  passeth  ouer  mans  kinde. 
Bat  who  that  woll  of  wonders  here. 
What  thyng  she  wrought  in  this  maten^ 
To  make  an  ende  of  that  she  gan. 
Such  meruaile  herd  neoer  man. 
Apointed  in  the  newe  moone. 
Whan  it  was  tyme  for  to  doone. 
She  set  a  cauklron  on  the  fire. 
In  whiche  was  all  the  hole  a  tyre^ 
Where  on  the  medicine  sFoode 
Of  Jeuse,  of  water,  and  of  bloode. 
And  lette  it  boyle  in  soche  a  pUte, 
Til  that  she  sigh  the  spume  white. 
And  tho  she  cast  in  rynde  and  roote. 
And  sede,  and  flonre,  that  was  for  boote. 
With  many  an  herbe,  and  many  a  itone^ 
Wberof  she  hath  there  many  one. 
Aad  eke  Cimphetos/the  serpent. 
To  hir  hath  all  hir  scales  lent. 
Chdidre  hir  yafe  hir  adders  skyn. 
And  she  to  boyle  cast  hem  in. 
And  parte  eke  of  the  homed  oale» 
The  whiche  men  here  on  nightes  honlet 
And  of  a  ranen,  whiche  was  tolde 
Of  nyne  hoodred  wynter  olde^    ' 


She  toke  the  head,  with  all  the  Ullt^ 
And  as  the  medicine  it  wiUe, 
She  toke  beieafter  the  bowele 
Of  the  see  foale,  and  for  the  hela 
Of  £son,  with  a  thousaod  mo 
Of  thynges,  that  she  had  tho 
In  that  caklroD  to  gyder  as  blyne 
She  put,  and  toke  than  of  uliue 
A  drye  braunche  bem  with  to  stere. 
The  whiche  anone  gan  floure  and  here. 
And  waxe  all  fressbe,  and  grene  ageynck 
Whan  she  this  Tertue  had  seyne. 
She  lette  the  leaste  droppe  of  all 
Upon  the  bare,  floure  downe  Ml, 
Anone  there  sprong  vp  floure  and  gras, 
Where  as  the  droppe  fiiU  was. 
And  waxe  anone  all  medowe  gieene^ 
So  that  it  might  well  be  seene. 
Medea  than  knewe  and  wist 
Hir  medicine  in  for  to  trist. 
And  gothe  to  Eson  there  be  laye. 
And  toke  a  swerde  was  of  assaye. 
With  whiche  AWOttode  vpon  bis  side 
She  made,  that  there  out  maie  slide 
The  bloud  within,  whiche  was  olde. 
And  sicke  and  trouble,  fcble,  and  colder 
And  tho  she  toke  viito  his  vse 
Of  herbes  of  all  the  best  luse. 
And  poured  it  in  to  his  wounde. 
That  made  his  veines  foil  and  sounder 
And  tho  she  Biade  his  woundes  close. 
And  toke  his  honde,  and  Tp  be  reee^ 
And  tho  she  yafe  hym  drinke  a  dranghl^ 
Of  whiche  his  yunth  agayne  he  caught, 
.  His  head,'  his  herte,  and  his  ? isage 
Liche  mto  twenty  wynter  age. 
His  bore  heres  were  awaie,    ^ 
And  liche  vnto. the  fressbe  maie. 
Whan  passed  bene  the  colde  shouret : 
Right  so  reoouereth  he  his  fltmiet. 
Lo  what  might  any  man  deuise 
A  woman  shewe  in  any  wise. 
More  hertfcly  loue  in  any  stede. 
Than  Medea  to  lason  dede  ? 
First  she  made  hym  the  flees  to  wynna; 
And  after  that  from  kith  and  kynne. 
With  great  treasore  with  hym  she  stale  i 
And  to  his  &der  forth  with  all 
His  elde  hath  lomed  in  to  youthe, 
Whiche  th3rBg  none  other  woman  coBth, 
But  howe  it  was  to  hir  acquit 
The  remembraunoe  dwetleth  yit 

Kynge  Peleus  his  eme  was  dead* 
lason  bare  croune  on  his  head, 
Medea  hath  fulfilled  his  will 
But  whan  he  shuld  of  right  fulfill 
The  trouth,  whiche  to  hir  afore 
He  had  in  the  ile  of  Colchos  swore, 
Tho  was  Medea  most  deceiued. 
For  he  an  other  hath  receiued^ 
Whiche  doughter  was  to  kynge  Creon, 
Creusa  she  bight,  and  thus  lason. 
As  he  that  was  to  loue  Tutrewe 
Medea  lefte,  and  toke  a  newe. 
But  that  was  afterwarde  to  bought, 
Medea  with  hir  art  hath  wrought 
Of  cloth  of  golde  a  mantell  riche, 
Whiche  semeth  worthe  a  kynges  ricb6» 
And  that  was  wto  Creusa  sent, 
In  naoM  of  yefte,  and  of  preient. 
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For  liiMKide  hem  wu  betvMe. 

Am!  vhaa  that  yonge  frtfltbe  qoeoe 

Tint  nantii  kpped  hir  nboute. 

Anon  tberof  the  fire  ipraoge  oute^ 

And  brent  hir  both  fiessbe  and  bone. 

T1»  can  Mede«.to  Ia*oii, 

With  both  hir  lonnes  on  ber  bonde. 

And  laide:  O  thoa  of  euery  londa 

The  moste  Tntrewe  creature, 

Lo  thif  ihall  be  thy  for&itore. 

With  that  she  both  his  sonnes  slough 

Before  bis  ete,  and  be  out  drough 

Hii  smrde,  and  wold  haoe  slaiue  hir  tho  . 

Bat  isfeveil  she  was  ago 

Coto  Psibis  the  court  abone, 

Where  as  she  pleineih  vpon  lone, 

Ai  ibe  that  was  with  that  goddesse, 

Aad  he  was  lefte  in  great  distresse. 

Thns  might  yon  see,  what  sorow  it  dooth. 
To  ivere  an  othe<  wbicbe  is  not  sooth 
Id  Icucseaose  namely. 
Mf  am  be  weU  ware  for  thy 
And  kepe,  that  thoa  be  not  forswore. 
For  Ukis,  whi^e  1  bane  tolde  tolbie;. 
<>n>ie  teUcth  every  dele. 

My  &ther  I  may  leoe  it  wele. 
For  I  hane  he^de  it  ofte  saye» 
Hove  lasoB  toke  the.  iees  awaya 
fro  Colehos,  But  yet  heide  I  nought. 
By  vboBi  it  was  ftrat  thider  brouf^t. 
And-fbr  it  were  good  to  here, 
« that  yoa  list  at  my  praiere, 
Toteile  I  wdde yoa  beseebe. 

My  ioone,  who  that  woll  itsecbe, 
la  bokcs  he  may  fiode  it  writte. 
Aod  ncthdes,  if  thou  wolt  witta 
b  the  maner  as  thoa  hast  preyde, 
I  ikaO  the  tellf  howe  it  is  seyde. 

Hoti  qoaliter  ^vrenm  velhis  in  partes  insnle 
Colehos  primo  deoenit.  Athamas  rex  Netphyw 
ha  haboit  coniugem,  ex  qua  Phrixum  et  Hellen 
fcaidt,  Mortna  antem  Neipbylen  Athamaa 
hMom  TCgia  Cadmi  flKam  postea  in  vxorem 
^xit,  qua  more  aoueree  dictos  infantes  in 
tantom  reeollegit  odiom,  qua  ambos  in  mare 
proici  penm  regem  procoranit,  vnde  Inno  com- 
P>tieas  qnendam  Arlatem  graiidem  aoreo  res- 
titoQ  rellere  ad  littus  natantem  dcatinauit, 
■^  cnins  dorsnm  pueros  apponi  insait,  quo 
m>  Aries  tiiper  Twias  regremus  onm  sola 
'Ivixo  sibi  adherente,  in  Cokhoa  appUcnit,  vbi 
hno  diaam  Arietem  com  solo  ▼ellere^  pront  in 
afitt  caaitar  cronicii,  sob  arcta  cnstodia  collo- 
caait. 

TBI  toe  of  thilke  sbepca  felte, 
^^Ue  ia  Oolehos,  aa  it  befelle, 
^illof  gold,  shal  nener  deye t 
J^lMfof  I  thynke  for  to  seye. 
Hove  it  cam  ftrst  ni  to  that  ile. 

Tbcit  vas  »kynge  in  thiike  while 
To»aides  Grece,  and  Athamas. 
TW  enaicke  of  htf  name  was, 
Aad  had  a  wife,  whicfaa  Neiphyle  hight, 
Bt  vboni,  so  as  fortana  it  dighti 
^l>«iof  chiklnn  yonge  two. 

Fmoste  fiitt  wasof  tho, 
A  baae  childe,  right  faire  with  all, 
^  <>i«|htar  ika,  tlm  vhiche  men  cali 


Helle,  he  had  by  hit  wife. 

But  for  there  maie  no  mans  liia 
Endure  rpon  this  erth  here. 
This  worthy  qoene,  as  thou  might  heia^ 
Er  that  the  childrefh  were  of  age, 
Toke  of  hir  ende  the  passage 
With  great  worship  and  wa»begnuie^ 
What  thing  it  liketh  god  to  haiie. 
It  is  great  reason  to  ben  bis. 
For  thy  this  kynge,  so  as  it  is. 
With  great  suffraooe  it  vnderfongeth* 
And  afterwarde,  as  hym  belongetb. 
Whan  it  was  tyme  for  to  wedde^ 
A  newe  wife  he  toke  to  bedde, 
Whiche  Ino  hight,  and  was  a  maida. 
And  eke  the  doughter,  as  men  saide. 
Of  Cadme,  whiche  a  kyng  also 
Was  bokiein  thiike  daies  tbo. 

Whan  Ino  was  the  kynges  make. 
She  cast  bow  Ihat  she  might  make 
These  childie  t6  her  father  loth. 
And  shope  a  wile  ayene  hem  both, 
Whiche  to  the  kynge  was  all  vnknowe. 

A  yere  or  two  she  let  do  sowe 
The  lond  with  sodden  wheate  aboute, 
Wherof  no  come  maie  sprjrngen  oute. 
And  thus  by  sleight,  and  bj  couyne 
Aros  the  derth,  and  the  lambe 
Through  out  the  londe  in  suche  a  wise^ 
So  that  the  kybge  a  sacrifice, 
Upon  the  pointe  of  tliis  distresses 
To  Ceres,  whiche  is  the  goddesse 
Of  come,  hath  shape  hym  for  to  yeua^ 
To  loke,  if  it  maie  be  foryeue 
The  mischiefe,  whiche  was  in  bis  londe. 
But  she,  whiche  knewe  tofore  the  hoode 
The  circumstance  of  all  this  thynge« 
Ageyn  the  ooniyng  of  the  kynge 
In  to  the  temple,  hath  shape  wo. 
Of  her  accorde  that  all  tbo, 
Whiche  of  the  temple  prestes  were* 
Haoe  saide,  and  foil  declared  there 
Unto  the  kynge  t  But  if  so  bee, 
That  he  delyuer  the  oountre 
Of  Phrixus,  and  of  Hdle  bothe. 
With  whom  the  goddes  ben  se  wrothe. 
That  while  tho  childre  be  within, 
&iche  tilthe  shall  no  man  begyn, 
Wherof  to  gette  hym  any  come* 
Thus  was  it  mide,  thus  was  it  sworna 
Of  all  the  prestes,  that  there  are. 
And  she,  whiche  causeth  all  this  fare, 
Seyde  eke  therto,  what  that  she  wolde. 
And  euery  man  than  after  tolde. 
So  as  the  quene  had  hem  preyde. 

The  k3mge,  whiche  hath  his  ere  leyde. 
And  leueth  all,  that  euer  he  herde. 
Unto  ber  tales  thus  answerde. 
And  seith,  that  leuer  is  hym  to  chesa 
His  children  bothe  for  to  lese. 
Than  hym,  and  all  the  remenant 
Of  hem,  whiche  are  appertenant 
Unto  the  londe,  whiche  he  shall  kepe  i 
And  bade  his  wife  to  takeliepe. 
In  what  manere  is  bast  to  doane^ 
That  thei  deliuerde  were  soone 
Out  of  this  worlda^  and  she  anooa 
Two  men  ordeineth  for  to  gone. 
But  first  she  made  hem  for  to  swears^ 
That  thei  the  «hildimi  shulde  heara 
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Unto  the  tea,  that  noae  it  kndwe. 
And  hem  tberin  both  tbrowe. 

The  childreD  to  the' sea  ben  tad| 
Where  in  the  wise,  as  Ino  bad, 
lliese  mien  be  redy  for  to  do. 
JBut  the  goddesse,  whiche  Inno 
li  hote,  appereth  in  the  stede. 
And  bath  Tnto  the  men  forbede. 
That  thei  the  children  nought  ne  slea, 
Bnt  bad  hem  loke  in  to  the  sea, 
And  taken  bede  of  that  thei  stghen. 
There  swam  a  shepe  tofore  her  eyen^ 
Whose  flees  of  borned  golde  was  all. 
And  this  goddesse  forth  with  all 
Commandetb,.  that  without  let, 
Thei  shnlde  anone  the  children  set 
Aboae  vpon  the  shepes  backe. 
And  all  was  do,  right  as  she  spake, 
Wherof  the  men  gone  home  ageyne. 

And  fell  so,  as  the  bokes  seyne, 
Helle  the  yonge  maiden  tho, 
Whiche  of  the  feea  was  wo  bego. 
For  pure  drede  hir  bert  hath  lore. 
That  fro  the  sheepe,  whiche  hath  hir  bore. 
As  she  that  was  twounende  feint. 
She  fell,  and  hath  hir  selfe  adreint. 
Wiih  Phrixus  and  this  sheepe  forth  swam. 
Till  he  to  the  ile  of  Colchos  cam. 
Where  luno  the  goddesse  he  fonde, 
Wbicbe  toke  the  sheepe  vnto  the  londe. 
And  set  it  there  in  suche  a  wine, 
As  thou  tofdre  hast  herde  deuise ; 
Wherof  cam  after  all  the  wo. 
Why  lason  was  forswore  so 
Vnto  Medee,  as  it  is  spoke. 

My  father  who  that  hath  to  broke 
His  trouth,  as  ye  haue  tolde  aboue. 
He  is  not  worthy  for  to  lone, 
Ne  be  beloued,  as  me  semetb. 
But  euery  newe  loue  quemeth 
To  hym,  that  newefiingle  is. 
And  netheles  nowe  after  this, 
H  that  you  list  to  taken  bede. 
Upon  my  shrifte  to  procede 
In  loues  cause  ayene  the  vice. 
Of  couetiae  and  auarlce. 
What  there  is  more,  I  wolde  witte. 

My  Sonne  this  1  finde  writte. 
There  is  yet  one  df  thtike  brood, 
Whiche  only  for  the  worl^es  good, 
To  make  a  treasoure  of  money. 
Put  ail  conM^ience  aweyc: 
Wherof  in  thy  confession. 
The  name  and  the  condi<;ion 
I  shall  here  afterwarde  declare, 
Whiche  nkaketh  one  fiche,  an  other  bare. 

Plus  capit  Tsura  sibi,  quam  debetur,  et  illud 
Fraude  coUocata  ssepe  latenter  agit 

Sic  amor  exoeasus  quam  saepe  snos  vt  auanis 
Sptrat  et  ▼nins  iret  capit  ipse  looo. 

Hie  tractat  de  iHa  specie  Anaricie,  qutt  TSura  dici* 
tur,  cuius  creditor  in  pccunia  tantum  nnmerata 
plus  quam  sibi  de  luie  debetur  inerementum 
Incri  adauget. 

Ufov  the  bencbe  sitteode  on  bigit 

With  Auarice  Vsure  I  sighe; 

Ful  clothed  of  his  owne  sute, 

AVhiche  after  golde  maketh  chase  and  iuts 


With  his  broooun,  that  renne  aboote 
Liche  vnto  ratches  in  a  route 
Suche  lucre  is  none  aboue  grounde, 
Whiche  is  not  of  tho  ratches  fonnde. 
For  where  thei  see  beyete  sterte, 
That  shall  hem  in  no  wii^e  asterte. 
But  thei  it  driue  in  to  the  net^ 
Of  lucre,  wbicbe  Vsure  hath  set. 

Vsure  with  the  riche  dwelteth. 
To  all  that  eoer  he  byeth  and  selleth 
He  hath  ordeined  of  his  sleight 
Mesure  double,  and  double  weight. 
Outwarde  be  selleth  by  the  lasae. 
And  with  the  more  he  maketh  his  tasse, 
Wherof  his  bous  is  foil  within : 
He  recheth  nought  be  so  he  wjrn. 
Though  that  there  lese  ten  or  twelve. 
His  loue  is  all  toward  hym  sdue. 
And  to  none  other :  but  he  see. 
That  he  male  wynne  suche  thre 
For  where  he  shall  ought  yeue  or  lene^ 
He  woU  ayenward  take  a  bene, 
There  he  hath  lent  the  smal  pese. 
And  right  so  there  ben  many  of  thesa 
Louers,  that  though  thei  loue  alite. 
That  skarsly  wolde  it  weye  a  mite: 
Yet  wolde  thei  haue  a  pound  ageyot 
As  doth  Vsure  in  bis  bargayne. 
But  certes  suche  Vsure  vnliche^ 
It  folleth  more  vnto  the  riche, 
Als  well  of  loue,  as  of  beyete. 
Than  vnto  hem,  that  ben  nought  great 
And  as  who  saith  ben  simple  and  pottefCb 
Fur  selden  is,  whan  thei  reoouere, 
Bnt  if  it  be  through  great  deserte. 
And  netheles  men  see  pouerta 
With  pursuite  of  countenance. 
Full  ofte  make  a  great  cheuesanca. 
And  take  of  loue  his  auauntage. 
For  with  the  hefpe  of  his  brocage, 
I'hat  makan  seme  where  is  nou^t. 
And  thus  full  ofte  is  lone  bought. 
For  litd  what,  and  mocbell  take. 
With  false  wetghtes  that  thei  make. 

Nowe  Sonne  of  that  1  saide  aboue. 
Thou  wotest  what  Vsure  is  of  loue,  ' 
Tell  me  for  tby  what  so  thou  wilt. 
If  thou  therof  hast  any  gilte  ? 

My  father  naye,  for  ought  I  hera. 
For  of  tho  pointes  ye  tolden  here^ 
I  will  you  by  my  trouth  assure, 
My  weight  of  lone,  and  my  mesure 
Hath  be  more  large,  and  move  oeitayne, . 
Than  euer  I  toke  of  loue  agejrne. 
For  so  yet  coutfae  I  neuer  of  slelghte. 
To  take  ageyne  by  double  weighte 
Of  loue,  more  than  I  haue  yeue. 
For  also  wis  mote  I  be  shriua. 
And  haue  remusiiDn  of  sinae. 
As  so  3ret  couth  I  neuer  Wynne, 
Ne  yet  so  muchel,  sotb  to  seyne. 
That  euer  I  mlight  haue  haKe  ageyna 
Of  so  full  loue,  as  Ihaue  lent 

And  if  myne  bap  were  so  weH  went; 
That  for  the  hole  I  might  haue  halfe. 
My  thinketh  I  were  a  goddesse  taalfa^ 
For  where  Vsure  wolde  haue  douMc^ 
My  conscience  is  not  so  trouble, 
I  bid  neuer  as  to  my  dele, 
But  of  the  hole  an  haluen  delc^ 
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That  is  none  exceise»  as  me  thinketh* 
Bat  netbeles  it  Ji»e  fortbiDketb. 
For  wcU  I  wote,  that  wol  not  bee. 
For  eoery  daie  the  better  I  aee^ 
That  bowe  so  euer  I  yeue  or  leiiey 
My  looe  in  pimcfi  that  1  mene. 
For  ought  that  euer  I  axe  or  crane, 
1  cao  aothyose  ayenewarde  haue. 

Bat  yet  for  that  t  wol  not  lete. 
What  so  befidle  of  my  beyete 
That  I  ne  shall  yeue  and  lene 
My  thought,  and  all  my  k>ue  so  clene. 
That  tovaide  me  shall  nought  bcieoe. 
And  if  she  of  hir  good  leue 
Revanle  wolde  me  nought  ageyne, 
I  vute  the  last  of  my  bargeyne 
Shall  stonde  vpon  so  great  a  lost. 
That  I  male  neuer  more  the  cost 
Recoaer  in  this  worlde  till  I  die. 
So  that  toocbende  of  this  partie 
I  mate  me  well  excuse,  and  shalL 
And  for  to  speke  forth  withal), 
If  ony  hrocoor  for  me  went, 
That  p(rint  come  neuer  in  mjm  antcnt : 
So  that  the  more  me  memaileth 
Whatthyiig  it  is,  my  lady  eiletb. 
That  all  myn  herte,  and  all  my  tyme 
She  hath,  and  do  no  better  byme. 

I  bane  herdc  saide,  that  thought  is  free. 
And  netheles  in  priuitee 
To  you  my  Mer,  that  bene  here,    . 
Myn  bole  shiifte  for  to  here, 
I  dsre  myn  herte  well  disclose 
Toochende  Tanrie,  as  I  suppose, 
Whichc,  as  ye  tellen»  in  looe  is  rsed. 
My  ladie  maie  not  bene  excused, 
Thst  for  o  lokynge  of  hir  eie,-* 
Myn  hole  herte  till  I  deie. 
With  all  that  ener  1  maie  and  can, 
Sbe  hath  me  woone  to  hir  man :   . 
Wbcrof  me  thmketh,  good  reson  wolde. 
That  she  somdele  rewarde  sholde. 
And  yeoe  a  parte,. there  she  hath  all : 
I  sot  what  lalle  herafter  shall. 

Bat  in  to  nowe  yet  dare  1  seyna. 
Hir  list  neuer  yeue  ageyne 
A  goodly  worde  in  suche  a  wise 
Wfaeraf  myn  hope  might  arise. 
My  great  kwe  to  recompense, 
I  not  bowe  she  hir  conscience 
Excuse  wol  of  this  measure. 
By  Isfge  weight,  and  great  measure 
She  hath  mv  looe,  and  I  haue  nought 
Of  that,  whiebe  I  houe  dere  abought: 
And  with  myn  herte  I  haue  it  payde. 
Bat  all  this  Is  aside  layde, 
Aad  I  go  looeles  ahoute. 
Hjt  ought  stoQde  in  full  great  doute, 
tHI  dieredresse  suche  a  sinne. 
That  4ie  wol  al  my  lone  wynne, 
Asd  ycoeth  me  not  to  liueby, 
Monght  al  to  moche,  as  grant  mercy 
Hir  list  to  Sfy«,  of  whiche  I  might 
Sooe  of  my  great  peine  MighU 
B«t  of  this  polntf  lo  thus  I  fare. 
At  be  that  payeth  for  bis  chaffi^re, 
Aad  bieth  it  dere,  and  yet  hath  none : 
So  mote  he  nedes  poure  gone. 

Thus  hie  I  dene,  and  haue  no  loue, 
Thtt  1  ne  maie  nuught  come  ab^ue  . 


To  Wynne  of  loue  none  «ncrece. 
But  I  me  will  no'the  lese 
Touchende  vsure  of  lone  acquita. 
And  if  my  lady  be  to  wite, 
1  pray  to  god  suche  grace  hir  sende. 
That  she  by  time  it  mote  amende. 

My  Sonne  of  that  thou  bast  answerde, 
Touchende  vsure,  I  haue  al  heide, 
Howe  thou  of  loue  haSt  wonnen  smale. 
But  that  thou  tellest  in  thy  tale. 
And  thy  lady  therof  accusest. 
Me  thinketh  these  wordes  thou  misusest. 
For  by  thyn  owne  fcnowlcchyng, 
Thou  sayst,  howe  she  for  one  lokyng. 
Thy  hole  herte  fro  the  she  toke. 
She  maie  be  socbe,  that  hir  o  )oke 
Is  worthe  thyne  herte  many  folde. 
So  hast  thou  well  thyn  herte  soldo. 
Whan  thou  hast  that  is  more  worthe. 
And  eke  of  that  thota  tellest  forthe, 
Howe  that  hir  weight  of  loue  vneuea 
Is  vnto  thyne,  Toder  the  heuen 
Stonde  neuer  in  euen  that  balance, 
Whiche  stont  in  loues  gouemance. 
Suche  is  the  statute  of  his  Uwe, 
That  though  thy  looe  more  drawe, 
And  peyse  in  the  balance  more. 
Thou  might  not  aske  ageyn  therfore 
Of  dnetie,  but  all  of  grace. 
For  loue  is  lorde  in  euery  place. 
There  maie  no  lawe  hym  iustifie 
By  reddour,  ne  by  oompanie, 
That  he  ne  wol  after  bis  wille, 
Whome  that  hym  liketh  sane  or  spille^ 
To  loue  a  man  maie  wellbegynnei 
But  whether  he  shall  lese  or  wynne. 
That  wote  no  man,  til  at  last. 
For  thy  coueyt  not  to  fast 
My  Sonne,  but  abide  thyn  ende 
Percase  all  maie  to  good  wende. 
But  that  thou  hast  me  tolde  and  saide 
Of  a  thynge  I  am  right  well  paide. 
That  thou  by  sleight,  ne  by  gile 
Of  no  hrocoor,  hast  otherwhile 
Engyned,  loue  of.  suche  dede 
Is  sore  venged  as  I  rede. 

Hie  ponit  exemplum  contra  istos  maritos,  qui 
vltra  id  quod  proprias  habent  vxores,  ad  none 
voloptatis  incrementum,  alias  mulieres  superfine 
lucrari  non  verentur. .  Et  narrat  qualiter  luno 
vindictam  suam  in  Eccho,  in  huiusmodl  moiio- 

'  rum  lucris  adquirendis  de  consilio  mariti.sui  . 
louis  mediatrix  exstiterat 

BROKBiit  of  loue,  that  deceiuen. 

No  wonder  is  though  thei  receiueD, 

After  the  wronge,  that  thei  deseruen. 

For  whom  as  euer  that  thei  seruen^ 

And  do  pleasance  for  a  while. 

Yet  at  the  last  her  owne  gile 

Upon  her  owne  head  descendeth. 

The  whiche  god  of  his  vengeance  aendeth.. 

As  by  ensample  of  tyme  ago 
A  man  may  finde,  it  hath  be  so. 

It  felle  some  tyme,  as  it  was  seene, ' 
The  high  goddesse  and  the  quena 
luno  tbo  had  in  companie 
A  maiden  full  of  treoherie. 
For  she  was  euer  in  i^corda   . 
With  lopiter,  that  was  hir  lorde,  -. 
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To  get  hytn  otber  Iodm  newe 

Through  suche  brocage,  and  wm  nAntn, 

All  other  wise  than  hym  nedetb. 

But  she,  the  wbiche  no  ihame  dredeth, 

With  qaeiDt  wordes,  and  with  slie 

Blent  in  snche  wite  bir  ladys  eiei^ 

As  she,  to  whom  that  lono  tritt. 

So  that  tbefeof  she  nothyog  irist. 

But  so  privie  maie  be  nothyng. 
That  it  ne  commetji  to  knowleehyng, 
Tbynge  done  ypon  the  derke  night 
Is  after  knowen  on  daiet  light. 

So  it  befelle,  that  at  last. 
All  that  this  sligb  maiden  east. 
Was  ouer  cast,  and  ouertbrowe. 
For  as  the  soothe  mote  be  kMwe, 
To  luQo  it  was  done  vnderstonde. 
In  what  manere  bir  hnsbonde 
With  fals  brocage  hath  Uken  Tsura 
Of  loue,  more  than  his  mesare, 
Whan  he  toke  other  than  his  \rife| 
Wherof  this  maide  was  giltife, 
Wbicbe  had  bene  of  his  assent 
And  thus  wa«  all  the  game  sbent. 
She  suflred  bym,  as  she  mote  nede. 
But  the  broconr  of  his  misdede 
She,  whiche  hir  counsetle  yalb  therto, 
Od  hir  IS  the  vengeance  do. 
For  luno  with  hir  woidet  bote. 
This  maiden,  wbicbe  Eccbo  was  bote 
Reprooeth,  and  saitb  in  this  wise  : 

O  traitfesee,  of  whiche  seratce 
Ha«t  tbou  thyn  owne  ladie  serued, 
Thon  hast  great  peine  well  deseniedt 
Thy  sligb  wordes  fibr  to  peynt 
With  Baterie,  that  is  so  queint 
Towaides  me,  that  am  thy  qneene, 
Wherof  thou  madest  me  to  wane. 
That  my  basbonde  trewe  were. 
Whan  that  he  loneth  ds  where. 
All  be  it  so,  bjrm  nedetb  nought: 
But  Tpon  the  it  shall  be  bought. 
The  wbicbe  art  prinle  to  the  doynges. 
And  me  full  ofte  of  thy  lesinges 
Deoeyued  hast :  nowe  is  the  daie» 
That  I  thy  while  quite  maie. 
And  for  thou  bast  to  me  counceled. 
That  my  lorde  bath  with  other  dealed, 
I  shall  the  sette  in  snche  st  kynde. 
That  euer  vnto  the  woildes  ende» 
All  that  thou  berest,  thou  sbalte  tell. 
And  dappe  it  out,  as  dotb  a  belle. 
And  with  that  worde  she  was  forsbape, 
There  may  no  vice  hir  moothe  escape. 
What  man  that  in  the  workle  crietb, 
^ithouten  laile'Ecoho  repUeth, 
Aai  what  woMe  that  bym  lust  to  eayiiy 
The  same  worde  she  saitb  agayn. 
Thus  she,  whiche  whilom  had  leue 
To  dwelle  in  chamber,  mot  beleue 
In  woodes,  and  on  billes  both. 
For  sucbe  brocage  as  wines  loth, 
Whiche  doth  her  lordes  hertes  channge. 
And  loue  in  other  places  straunge. 

For  thy  if  euer  it  so  befisUe^ 
That  thou  my  sonne  amonges  all 
Be  wedded  man,  hold  that  tbou  1 
For  than  all  other  loue  is  waste: 
O  wife  sbal  wel  to  the  sufflse, 
Aad  than  if  thou  for  oouetiie 


Of  loue,  woldest  aske  morey 
Thou  sbuld^st  don  nyen  the  fore 
Of  all  hem  that  trewe  be. 

My  fader  as  in  this  degre 
My  conscience  is  nongfataccosadL 
For  I  no  saebe  braei^  bane  vsedy 
Wherof  that  lust  of  loue  it  wonne. 
For  thy  spekelh  forthe,  as  ye  begoove. 
Of  Auarice  ?poo  my  sbrifte. 

My  son  I  shall  the  branches  sbtfta 
By  order  as  thei  ben  set. 
On  whom  no  good  is  wd  beset. 


Pro'TCfbis  verba,  munus  pro  mnnere  reddl 
Conuenit,  vt  poodus  ssqua  stateva  gerat. 

Propterea  cupido  non  dat  sua  dona  cupido. 
Nam  qui  nulla  seri^  graoMua  nuUa  meieL 

Hie  tractat  auctor  super  ilia  specie  Auaricie,  qoft 
parcimonia  dicitur,  coins  natura  tenas  aUqoa* 
lem  sue  substantia  poctionemyaat.deo  ant  ha* 
minibva  participare  nuBatenns  coneentit. 

BUVD  Auarioe  of  bis  lignage. 

For  coonseille,  and  for  cosinage. 

To  be  witbokle  ayen  largesse 

Hath  one,  whose  name  is  said  Scaaanesse, 

The  whiche  is  keper  of  bis  hows. 

And  is  so  throughout  aoarous. 

That  he  no  good  lete  out  of  honde. 

Though  god  hym  selfe  it  wolde  fonde. 

Of  yeft  shuld  be  no  thyng  haue: 

And  if  a  man  it  wold  craue. 

He  must  than  foile  nede. 

Where  god  hym  selfe  maie  not  spedei 

And  thus  Scarsues  in  euery  place 
By  reson  maie  no  thooke  purctMce. 
And  netheles  in  his  degree 
Aboue  all  otber  most  priuee 
With  Auarice  stent  he  this. 
For  he  gouemetb  that  there  ia 
In  eche  estate  of  his  office. 
After  the  reule  of  tluike  vlcOy 
He  taketh,  he  kepeth,  be  halt,  he  bynC, 
That  lighter  is  to  fle  the  flynt. 
Than  gete  of  hym  in  hard  or  neyaabe 
Only  the  value  of  a  re}vsbe. 
Of  good  in  helpyng  of  an  other 
Nought,  though  it  were  his  owoe  brother. 
For  in  the  cas  of  yefte  and  lone 
Stent  euery  man  for  bym  alone 
Hym  thinketh  of  his  vnkjmdshippe. 
That  hym  nedeth  ne  felawship 
Be  so  the  bagge  and  be  acoorden, 
Hym  recheth  nought,  what  men  reeord^^ 
Of  hym,  be  it  eoill  or  good. 
For  all  his  truste  is  on  bis  good: 
So  that  alone  be  folletb  ofte. 
Whan  be  best  wenetb  stonde  alofte, 
Als  well  in  loue  as  other  wise. 
For  loue  if  euer  of  some  reprise 
To  hym  that  woll  bis  loue  bolde» 
For  thy  my  sonne,  as  thou  arte  holde 
Toucbende  of  this  telle  me  thy  sbrifte. 
Hast  thou  be  scarse  or  large  of  gifte 
Unto  tby  loue,  whom  tbou  terueft 
For  after  that  thou  well  deserueit 
Of  gifte,  thou  might  be  the  bette. 
For  that  good  bokle  I  well  be  sette» 
For  wbicbe  tbou  might  the  better  fiuMs 
Than  is  ne  wistdome  fet  to  spare. 
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For  thni  men  leyne  m  enery  nede. 
He  wu  i^be,  that  first  made  mede. 
For  wliere  u  mede  male  not  spede, 
I  not  what  lielpeth  other  dede. 
Fnn  oft*  he  frileth  of  hisgame, 
That  will  with  ydell  honde  reclayne 
His  hawke,  as  many  a  nice  doth. 
For  thy  my  sonne  telle  me  soth, 
And  ssith  the  troutb,  if  tbon  hast  bee 
Unto  thy  lone  or  scarse,  or  fie  ? 

My  lather  it  hath  stonde  thus. 
That  if  the  treasoor  of  Cresus,  * 
And  all  the  goMe  of  Octaoian, 
Forth  with  the  ridiesaeof  Indian. 
Of  periet  and  of  ricbe  stones^ 
Were  all  to  gether  myn  at  ones, 
I  Ktte  it  at  no  more  aoooant. 
Than  wolde  a  bare  strawe  amount, 
To  gyne  it  hir  aMln  a  daie. 
Be  fo  that  to  that  swete  maie 
U  night  like  more  or  lene. 
And  thvfl  becanae  of  my  largesse 
Ye  male  well  Tnderstonde  and  lene. 
That  I  shall  nought  the  worse  acheue 
The  parposy  whiche  is  in  my  thoo^ity 
But  yet  1  ymfe  hir  nener  nought, 
Ke  tberto  dnrtt  a  profre  make. 
For  well  I  wote,  she  woU  nought  take; 
Aad  3rcQe  woll  she  nought  also, 
the  is  eachewe  of  betbe  twou 
And  this  1  trowe  be  the  skill 
Tovardes  me,  for  ahe  ne  will, 
TW I  haue  any  canse  of  hope, 
Noqght  als  muche  as  a  drope: 
But  toward  other  as  I  maie  see, 
She  taketh  and  yeueth  in  sucbe  degree, 
Thstas  by  wey  of  firendelyhede, 
She  can  so  kepe  hir  womanhede, 
That  enery  man  speketh  of  hir  wele ; 
Bat  she  wol  take  of  me  no  dele. 
And  yet  she  wote  wel,  that  1  wolde 
Yeoe,  and  do  both  what  1  sholde. 
To  picaen  hir  in  all  my  might. 
By  reason  this  wote  enery  wight 
'w  that  maie  by  no  weye  asterte. 
There  she  is  noaister  of  the  herte. 
She  mote  be  maister  of  the  good, 
for  god  wote  wel,  that  all  my  mood 
Ami  all  myn  herte,  and  all  my  thought, 
lad  all  my  good,  while  I  haue  ought. 
All  freely  as  god  hath  it  giue, 
htbaUhehirs,whiIelliue, 
Bight  as  hir  list,  hhr  seloe  commande. 
So  that  it  nedeih  no  demande 
To  sake  me,  if  1  hane  be  scarsa 
To  lone,  for  as  to  tho  parse 
I  wille  answere,  and  sey  no. 

My  Sonne  that  is  right  wett  do* 
For  often  tyme  of  acarcenesse 
ft  hath  be  seen,  that  for  the  lesse 
h  lost  the  mote,  as  thou  sbalt  here 
A  tale,  like  to  this  matere. 

Hie  loquitur  contra  istot,  qui  auaricia  stricti  lar- 
ghatis  beneficium  in  amoris  causa  coofondunt 
£r.  pooit  exemplum,  qualiter  Croceus  largus  et 
hilaris  fiabiooem  anarom  et  tenacem  de  aroore 
Viole,  qvm  pulchcnima  fuit,  doois  largittimis 


ScARCBWBS  and  loue  acord  nener. 

For  euery  thyng  is  wel  the  lencr, 

Whan  that  a  man  hath  bought  it  dere. 

And  for  to  speke  in  this  matere, 

For  sparyng  of  a  Uttel  cost. 

Full  oft  tyme  a  man  hath  lost 

The  large  cote  for  the  hode: 

What  man  that  scarse  is  of  his  good, 

And  wol  not  gyue,  he  ihail  nought  take^ 

With  gyfte  a  man  may  vudertake 

The  highe  god  to  please,  and  qneme. 

With  gyft  a  man  the  worlde  maie  dome. 

For  euery  creature  bore 

If  thou  hym  yeoe,  is  glad  therfore^ 

And  euery  gladship  (as  I  finds) 

Is  comforte  vnto  loues  kinde. 

And  causelh  ofte  a  man  to  spede. 

So  was  be  wise,  that  first  yafe  mede^ 

For  mede  kepeth  loue  in  hoos. 

But  where  the  men  be  coueitons. 

And  sparen  for  to  yeue  a  parte, 

Thei  knowen  nought  Cupides  artflb 

For  his  fortune,  and  his  apprise 

Disdeigneth  alle  oonetike. 

And  hath  alle  nigardie: 

And  for  to  loke  of  this  partie 

A  sothe  enmmple,  howe  it  is  so, 

1  finde  writte  of  Babio,  . 
Whiche  had  a  loue  at'his  menage 
There  was  no  foyrer  of  hir  age, 
And  bight  Viola  by  name, 
Whiche  full  of  youth,  and  full  of  gamt  - 
Was  of  hir  selfo,  and  large  and  free  s 
But  suche  an  other  chinche  as  bee 
Men  wisten  nought  in  all  the  londe. 
And  had  aflaited  to  his  honde 
His  seruant,  the  whiche  Spodius 
Was  bote :  and  in  this  wise  thus 
The  worldes  good  of  suttsance 
Was  had,  but  likyng  and  pleaaaoee 
Of  that  belottgeth  to  richesse 
Of  loue  stode  in  great  distresae : 
So  that  this  yonge  lu&tie  wight 
Of  thing,  whiche  felle  to  loues  rig^ 
Was  euill  lerued  oueT  all. 
That  she  was  wo  bego  witball : 
Til  that  Cupide  and  Venus  el» 
A  medicine  for  the  soke 
Ordeine  wolden  in  this  cas^ 
So  as  fortune  than  was 
Of  loue  ypon  the  destlnea 
It  fell  right,  as  it  sbulde  bee. 
A  fresshe,  a  free,  a  frendly  man^ 
That  nought  of  auarice  can,, 
Whiche  Crooens  by  name  bight, 
Towarde  this  swete  cast  his  sight. 
And  ther^  she  was  cam  in  presenoa* 
She  sigh  h5rm  laige  of  dispense. 
And  amorous,  and  glad  of  chore 
So  that  hir  liketh  well  to  here 
The  goodly  wordes,  whiche  he  saide. 
And  thervpon  of  loue  he  praide. 

Of  loue  was  all  that  he  ment. 
To  loue  and  for  she  shulde  aesent. 
He  gafe  hir  giftes  ener  amonge. 
But  for  men  sayen,  that  mede  is  stronge, 
It  was  well  sene  at  thilke  tide 
For  as  it  shulde  of  right  betide. 
This  Viola  largesse  hath  take. 
And  the  nigarde  she  bath  fomke. 
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Of  Babio  the  will  no  iliore. 
For  be  was  gnitcbende  euermore. 
There  wae  with  hym  none  other  fmre» 
But  for  to  pioche,  and  for  to  spare. 
Of  worldes  mucke  to  gette  encras: 
So  goth  the  wretche  hMeles 
Beiaped  for  bit  scanitee. 
And  be  that  large  was  and  free, 
And  tette  his  herte  to  difepende. 
This  Croceiut  his  bowe  beode, 
Whiche  Venus  toke  hjm  for  to  bolde« 
And  tbotte  at  ofte  as  euer  be  wolde. 

Lo  thus  departetb  looe  his  lawe. 
That  what  man  wolt  nought  be  felawe 
To  yeue  and  spende,  as  I  the  telle, 
He  is  nought  wortbie  for  to  dwell 
In  loues  courte  to  be  reUeued. 
For  thy  my  sonoe,  if  it  be  lieoed. 
Thou  Shalt  be  large  of  tby  dispense. 

My  fother  in  my  conscience^ 
If  there  be  any  thynge  amis 
I  wolde  amende  it  after  this, 
Towarde  my  loue  namely. 

My  Sonne  well  and  redily 
Thou  taist,  so  that  well  paide  witball 
I  am,  and  farther  if  1  shall 
Unto  thy  thrifte  specifie 
Of  Auarice  the  progenie. 
What  vice  sueth  after  this,  ' 
Thou  shalt  haue  wonder  bowe  it  is 
Amonge  the  folke  in  any  reigne. 
That  suche  a  vice  might  reigne, 
Whiche  is  comune  at  all  assaies. 
At  men  maie  finde  now  a  daies. 

Cuneta  creatura  deus  et,  qui  cuncta  creauit, 
Damnant  ingrati  dictaque  facta  ? iri. 

Non  dolor  a  longe  stat,  quo  tibi  talis  amicam 
Traxity  et  in  fine  detent  esse  suam. 

Hie  loquitur  supra  ilia  aborta  q;>ecie  auaricie,  que 
ingratitude  dicta  est,  cuius  conditioni  non  so- 
lum creator,  sod  etiam'cuncte  creature  abhomi- 
nabilem  detettantur, 

TbK  vice  like  vnto  the  fonde, 
Whiche  nener  yet  Wat  mans  frende, 
And  cleped  it  Tnkindeship, 
Of  conine  and  of  felauship 
With  Auarice  he  is  witbolde. 
Hym  tbifiketh  he  shuld  nought  ben  bold 
Unto  the  mother,  whiche' hym  bate: 
Of  hym  maie  neuer*man  beware^ 
He  wol  not  koowe  the  merite: 
For  that  he  wolde  it  oof  aqoite, 
'  Whiche  in  this  woifde  is  mocfhel  Tted/ 
And  fewe  ben  tberof  excused. 
To  tell  of  hym  is  endeles : 
And  thus  1  taic  netbeles. 
Where  as  this  vice  cometh  to  londe, 
There  taketh  no  man  his  thonke  on  bonde. 
Though  he  with  all  his  might  serue. 
He  sluitt  of  hym  no  thonke  deterue : 
He  taketh  what  any  man  wil  yeue : 
JBut  while  he  bath  o  dale  to  Hue, 
He  wol  notbytig  rewarde  ageyne. 
He  grutcb^h  for  to  gyue  a  greyne. 
Where  he  hath  take  a  berne  foUe, 
That  maketh  a  kinde  herte  dulle, 
To  sette  bis  trust  in  suche  frendesbqp^ 
There  at  be  flat  inr  kindeibtp. 


And  for  to  speke  wordet  pleine. 
Thus  berg  i  many  a  man  compleinc^ 
That  nowe  on  daies  tbou  sbalte  finde 
At  nede,  fewe  frendet  kInde: 
What  tbou  hast  doone  for  bem  tofore. 
It  is  forgetten,  as  it  were  kwe. 
The  bokes  speken  of  this  vice. 
And  telle  howe  god  of  his  Justice, 
By  waye  of  kinde  and  eke  nature. 
And  euery  liuis  creature, 
The  lawe  also,  who  that  it  can, 
Thei  dampne  an  vnkinde  man. 

It  is  all  one,  to  sey  vnkinde. 
As  thyng,  whiche  doone  it  againe  kinde. 
For  it  with  kinde  neuer  ttoode 
A  man  to  yelde  eoill  for  good. 
For  who  that  wolde  taken  bede, 
A  beest  is  glad  of  a  good  dede^ 
And  loueth  thilke  creature. 
After  the  lawe  of  bis  nature. 
And  doth  bym  ease  :  and  for  to  se* 
Of  this  matere  auctoriteei 
Full  oft  tyme  it  bath  befolle, 
Wherof  a  tale* amonge  vt  all, 
Whiche  is  of  olde  ensamplarie, 
I  thinke  for  to  specifie. 

Hie  narrat,  quod  bestie  in  snis  beneficiis  bominen 
ingratum  naturalitcr  preoellunt.  Bt  ponit 
Eiemplum  de  Adriano  Romano  tenoitore,  qai 
in  quadam  foretta  venationibus  intistens  doia 
predam  perseqncretur,  in  cistemam  proftrndam 
nescia  familia  conruit,  vbi  super  peruenieni 
quidam  pauper,  nomine  Bardos,  immisn  cor- 
duia  putaiis  hominem  extraxisse,  primo  Simieai 
extraxit,  Secnodo  serpentem,  Tertio  Adrianom, 
qui  pauperem  despiciens  aliquid  ei  pro  benefac* 
to  reddere  recusabat.  Sed  tarn  seipeosquun 
siinia  gratuita  beneuolentia  ipsum  tiagolit  do- 
nit  remunerauerunt. 

To  tpeke  of  an  vnkynde  man 

I  finde,  howe  whilome  Adrian 

Of  Rome,  whiche  a  great  lorde  wae. 

Upon  a  daie  as  he  par  cat 

To  woodde  in  hie  huntyng  went. 

It  hapneth  at  a  todein  wente. 

After  the  chase  as  be  pursuetb, 

through  hap,  whiche  no  man  ctcbewctb. 

He  felle  vnware  in  to  a  pit, 

Where  that  it  might  not  be  let. 

The  pit  was  depe,  and  he  felle  lowe^ 

That  of  hit  men  none  might  knowe 

Where  he  became,  for  none  was  nigh, 

Whiche  of  bis  fidi  the  misehiefe  tigbb 

And  thus  alone  there  he  laie 

Clepende,  and  criende  all  the  daie 

For  socoure  and  deliuerance. 

Till  ageyne  cue  it  fell  par  chance, 

A  while  er  it  began  to  night, 

A  poore  man,  wifiche  Bardus  bights 

Come  forth  walkende  with  hit  atse. 

And  had  getliered  hym  a  taste 

Of  grene  stickes  and  of  drie. 

To  selle,  whom  that  wolde  bem  ble^ 

As  he,  wbiche  bad  no  liuelode. 

Bat  whan. he  might  anche  a  lode 

To  towne  with  his  asse  carie. 

And  as  it  felle  hym  for  to  tarie 

That  iike  tyme  nigbe  the  pitte. 

And  bath  the  tcutae  iMt  knitte. 
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He  berde  a  voice,  wbkhe  cried  djrnune. 
And  he  Ui  ere  to  tbe  brymme 
Hath  leide,  and  berde  it  was  a  man* 
Whiche  laide :  O  beipe  bere  Adrian, 
And  I  vill  yeuen  halfe  my  good. 

The  poure  man  tbia  TDderatood, 
As  he  that  wolde  gladly  wyn. 
And  to  this  lorde,  wbicbe  waa  witbin. 
He  spake  and  wide:  if  I  tbe  saiaa, 
Wbatsikernet  sbaU  I  bane 
or  conenaot,  that  aftervarde 
Tboa  wolC  me  gyne  aacbe  rewaidc. 
As  tboa  behigbtest  nowe  before  ? 

That  other  batb  bia  otbet  airore, 
By  henen,  and  bv  tbe  goddes  all, 
Ifthetitmightsobe&lle, 
That  be  oQt  of  tbe  pit  bym  brought^ 
Of  all  the  goodea,  whtcbe  be  ought. 
He  shall  bane  enen  baluen  dele. 

This  Banlus  seide,  be  wolde  wele 
And  vitb  tbu  wgrde  bia  asse  anou& 
He  let  vntniiK,  and  tbenrpon 
I>ovne  goUi  tbe  corde  in  to  tbe  pit. 
To  vhiche  be  batb  at  ende  knit 
A  stafie,  wberiiy  be  aaide,  he  wolde, 
Tbat  Adrian  bym  sbolde  bolde. 

But  it  was  tbo  per  obanee  fallen, 
h  to  that  pit  waa  alao  fallen 
Aa  ape,  wbicbe  at  tbilke  trowe, 
^^^haa  that  tbe  oorde  earn  downe  lowe, 
Ail  sodealy  tbeito  be  tkipte, 
Aad  it  in  botb  bis  annes  cUpte : 
Aad  Baidaa  witb  bis  aaie  aaone 
Hym  hatb  Tp  dfrnae,  and  be  is  gon. 
B«itvbaQ  be  sigb  it  was  an  ape. 
He  vead  all  bad  ben  a  iape 
Of  frjerie,  and  sore,  bym  dradde. 
Aad  Adriaa  eft  soone  gradde 
Fw  heipe,  and  cride  and  preide  fiiste: 
Aod  he  eft  soone  bis  corde  caste. 
Hot  vhao  it  cam  vnto  tbe  groonde, 
A  peat  serpent  it  bath  by  wounde, 
'^  wbicbe  Bardus  anone  vp  dr6o^ : 
Aad  than  bym  tboogbt  welenough 
It  *u  Cutasie  tbat  be  berde 
The  ?oys,  ai»A  be  therto  answerd, 
^^^  vight  art  thou  in  goddes  name  ? 
\^  (q«od  Adrian)  tbe  same, 
2}^  Sood  thou  sbalte  bane  enen  balfe. 
ml  Bsrdos  than  a  gods  balfe, 
TV  ihirde  tyme  assaye  1  shall, 
Anl  cast  his  corde  forth  witball 
n  to  the  pit,  and  whan  it  came 
To  hyn,  this  lorde  of  Rome  it  name, 
A>d  therrpon  bym  bath  adresaed, 
Aad  with  bis  boade  ftil  ofte  blessed : 
Aal  than  be  bad  to  Bardos  bale. 
^^f  vbiche  Tnderstode  his  tale, 
'^^vnebym  and  bit  asse  all  softe, 
™th  drawcn,  and  set  bym  vp  a  lofte, 
**itk<ntbermealleasely. 
{^saitb  not  once  great  merry, 
^  Aangbt  bym  forth  in  to  the  cites, 
^  l«t  tba  poore  Baidos  bee. 
Aodaetbslestbis  simple  man 
»■  coaenaat,  so  as  be  can, 
^  uked :  And  that  other  seide, 
BitsobethatbeTpbfaide 
^o«bt,  tbat  hath  be  apoke  or  do, 
kihaObsfcagedofbynso, 


Tbat  hym  were  belter  to  be  ded^.    .' 

And  be  can  tbo  lio  other  rede. 
But  on  bis  asse  agayne  be  cast 
His  trusae,  and  bieth  bomewarde  fiasfe. 
And  whan  that  be. came  home  to  bed^ 
He  tolde  bis  wife,  bowe  tbat  he  sped. 

Bat  finally  to  speke  oiigbt  more 
Unto  this  lorde,  be  drad  hjrm  sore, 
So  that  one  worde  be  durst  not  sayne. 
And  thus  vpon  the  morowe  agayne 
In  the  maner,  as  I  reoorde, 
Forth  with  his  asse,  and  with  bis  corde. 
To  gather  woodde,  as  he  did  er. 
He  goth,  and  whan  tbat  be  cam  ner 
Unto  the  place,  where  he  wolde, 
He  gan  bis  .ape  anone  beholde, 
Whiche  had  gadred  al  aboute 
Of  stickes  here  and  there  a  route. 
And  leyde  hem  redy  to  his  honde: 
Wberof  be  made  bis  trusse  and  bondf . 
Fro  daie  to  daie,  and  in  this  wise 
This  ape  profreth  his  seruise^ 
So  that  be  had  of  woodde  enough* 
Upon  a  tyme  and  as  he  drougb 
Towarde  tbe  woodde,  he  sigh  beside 
The  great  gastly  serpent  glide. 
Till  that  she  cam  in  bis  presence. 
And  in  bir  kinde  a  reuerence 
She  hatb  hym  do,  and  forth  witball 
A  stone  more  .bright  than  a  Christall 
Out  of  bir  mouth  to  fore  bis  waye 
She  let  dowde  lall,  and  weatawaye. 
For  tbat  he  shall  not  be  adrad. 

Tbo  was  this  poore  Bardus  glad, 
Thankendcflod,  and  to  the  stone 
He  goth,  aiid  taketh  it  vp  aooae, 
And  hatb  great  wonder  in  his  wittct 
Howe  that  the  beast  hym  batb  aquitte, ' 
Where  that  the  mans  son  hath  failed. 
For  whom  he  had  most  traoailed. 
But  all  he  put  in. gods  honde. 
And  toroeth  home,  and  what  be  fonde 
Unto  bis  wife  be  bath  it  sbewde. 
And  thei  that  were  bothe  lewde, 
Acorden,  tha^  be  shulde  it  selle. 

And  he  no  leoger  wolde  dwelle. 
But  forth  anone  vpon  tbe  tale 
Tbe  stone  be  profteth  to  the  sale. 
And  right  as  he  hym  selfe  it  sette. 
The  ieweller  anone  forth  fette 
Tlie  golde,  and  made  his  payement, 
Therof  was  no  detaiement. 
Thus  whan  fbis  stone  was  bought  and  sold, 
Homward  witb  ioye  many  folde 
This  Bardus  goth,  and  whan  he  cam 
Horn  to  his  hows,  and  tbat  be  nam 
His  gold  out  of  bis  pours  within. 
He  fonde  his  stone  also  therin : 
Wherof  for  ioye  hiaberte  plaide. 
Unto  his  wife  and  thus  he  saide. 

Lo  here  my  golde,  lo  here  my  stone; 
His  wife  hath  wonder  thervpon. 
And  asketh  hym  bowe  tbat  maye  be. 

Nowe  by  my  trouth  I  not  (quod  be) 
But  I  dare  swere  vpon  a  boke, 
Unto  my  marchant  I  it  toke, 
And  he  it  had.  Whan  I  went. 
So  knowe  I  nought  to  what  entcnt 
It  is  nowe  here,  but  it  be  gods  graoeb 
For  thy  to  morowe  in  other  place 
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1  wUle  it  fonde  forUttU^y 
And  if  it  wbU  not  with  hym  dwelle. 
But  crepe  to  to  my  pane  ageyoe. 
Than  dare  I  wuely  twere  and  teyne, 
It  is  the  vertue  of  the  ttone. 

The  morowe  came,  and  he  is  gone 
To  seche  about  in  other  itede, 
HiB  stone  to  lelle,  and  lo  he  dede. 
And  lefte  it  with  his  chapman  there. 
But  whan  that  he  came  eit  where, 
In  presence  of  his  wife  at  home. 
Out  of  his  purs  and  that  he  nome 
Mis  golde,  fonde  his  stone  withal. 
And  thus  it  feUe  hym  oueral. 
Where  he  it  solde  in  sondrie  place, 
Soche  was  the  fortune,  and  the  givce. ' 
But  so  well  maie  nothyng  he  htSp 
That  it  uis  at  last  kid. 

This  ftune  goth  about  Rome 
So  serforth,  that  the  woides  oome 
To  the  emperour  lustinian. 
And  he  let  send^  for  the  man^ 
And  asked  hym,  howe  that  it  was. 

And  Bardus  tolde  all  the  eas, 
Howe  that  the  worme,  and  eke  the  bette, 
A1  though  thei  made  no  biheste. 
His  trauaile  hadden  well  aquitte : 
But  he,  whiche  had  mans  witte. 
And  made  his  cooenant  by  mouth, 
And  swore  therto  all  that  he  couth. 
To  parte  and  gyue  halfe  his  good. 
Hath  nowe  foryete  howe  that  it  stood. 
As  he,  whiche  wol  no  trouth  holde. 

This  emperour  al  that  he  tolde. 
Hath  heide,  and  thiike  Tnkyndnesse 
He  saide,  be  wolde  hym  selfe  redresse. 
And  thus  in  oourte  of  iudgement 
This  Adrian  was  than  assent. 
And  the  quarell  in  audience 
Declared  was  in  the  presence 
Of  the  emperour  and  many  mo, 
Wherof  was  mochel  speche  tho. 
And  great  wondrsmg  among  the  prese. 

But  at  last  nethelese^ 
Por  the  partie,  whiche  hath  pleinedy 
The  lawe  hath  domed,  and  ordeined 
By  hem,  that  were  auised  wele, 
That  he  sbal  haue  the  haluen  dele 
Throughout  of  Adrians  good. 

And  thus  of  thiike  Tnkinde  blood 
Stant  the  memorie  vnto  this  dale, 
Wliere  that  eueiy  wise  man  maie 
Ensamplen  hynkf  and  take  in  mynde, 
What  shame  it  is,  to  beamkynde, 
Ageyne  the  whiche  reason  debatetfa. 
And  euery  creature  it  bateth. 

For  thy  my  sonne  in  thy  office 
I  rede  the  flee  that  ilke  vice. 
For  right  as  the  cronicle  lelth 
Of  Adrian,  howe  he  his  feith 
Forjrate  for  Worldes  couetise : 
Ful  oft  in  soche  a  manor  wise 
Of  loners  nowe  a  man  maie  see 
Ful  many,' that  vnkynde  bee 
For  wel  behote,  and  euel  last 
That  is  her  life,  for  at  last. 
Whan  that  thei  haue  her  wille  do» 
Her  looe  is  alUr  soone  ago. 
What  sayst  thou  sonne  to  this  ca»^ 

My  fiMler  I  wll  saie  alias. 


That  euer  suobe  a  man  was  bore, 
Whiche  whan  he  hath  his  trouth  swora^ 
And  hath  of  loue  what  he  wolde* 
That  he  at  any  tyme  sholde 
Euer  after  in  bis  hert  finde 
To  sin  fa\f  and  to  ben  vnkiode. 

But  fader  as  touchend  of  mce, 
I  maie  not  stood  in  that  degree. 
For  I  toke  neuer  of  loue.  why. 
That  I  n?  maie  go  therby. 
And  do  my  profile  els  where. 
Por  any  spede  I  finde  there, 
I  dare  wd  thynken  all  about: 
But  I  ne  dare  not  speke  it  out  t 
And  if  I  dorst,  I  wold  pleine, 
That  she,  for  whom  I  suffer  peine. 
And  loue  hir  euer  a  liche  bote. 
That  notlier  yeoe  ne  behote. 
In  rewardyng  of  my  sennoe. 
It  list  hir  in  no  manar  wis6. 
I  wille  not  sey,  that  she  is  kinde. 
And  for  to  sey»  she  is  Tnkinde, 
That  dare  I  not  by  god  abone^ 
Whiche  den»eth  euery  hecte  of  loue. 
He  wote,  that  on  myn  owne  aide 
Shall  none  vnkindenes  abide. 
If  it  shall  with  my  ladle  dwdle, 
Therof  dare  I  no  more  telle. 
Nowe  good  father  as  it  is 
Tell  me,  what  thinketh  yon  of  this? 

My  sonne  of  that  ▼nkindship. 
The  whiche  towasde  thy  ladisship. 
Thou  plainest,  for  she  woll  the  nought. 
Thou  art  to  blamen  of  thy  thought. 
For  it  maie  be,  thai  thy  desire, 
Though  it  brenne  euer,  as  doth  the  fiie» 
Percase  to  hir  honour  misset, 
Orels  tyme  come  nought  yet, 
Whiche  stant  vpon  thy  destinee. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  I  rede  thee, 
Thynke  well,  what  euer  the  be£atlr  • 
For  no  man  hath  his  lusCes  all : 
But  as  thou  toldest  me  before. 
That  thou  to  loue  art  nought  forswore^ 
And  bast  doone  no  vnkindnesse, 
Thou  might  therof  thy  grace  blesse. 
And  leue  nought  that  continuance, 
That  there  maie  be  none  suche  greoance 
To  lou6,  as  is  rnkindship, 
Wherof  to  kepe  thy  worship, 
So  as  these  olde  bokes  tale, 
I  shall  the  telle  a  redy  tale. 
Now  herken,  and  be  ware  theihy. 
For  I  will  tell  it  openly. 

Hie  ponit  ezemplum  contra  viros  amori  iogratoi. 
Et  narrat  qualiter  Theseus  Ategei  filius  consilio 
fultus  Ariadne  regis  Minos  filie  in  dome,  que 
Labyrinthos  dtcitnr,  Minotanrnm.  vieit,  ▼nde 
Theseus  Ariadne  sponsalia  certissime  promit- 
tens,  ipsam  vna  com  Phedra  sorore  sna  a  Creta 
secom  nauigio  duxit,  Sed  statim  postea  oblito 
gratitudinis  beneftcio,  Ariadnam  ipsum  saluan- 
tem,  in  insula  Chion  spretam  post  teigum  rdi- 
quit  Et  Phedram  Athenis  sibi  iponsatam  in- 
^ratus  coronauit. 

Miiros,  as  telleth  the  poete. 

The  whiche  whilom  was  kyng  of  Cie% 
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A  MBoe  bad,  and  Andraehee 
He  bight,  and  9o  befcOfi  that  lice, 
aato  iltbeaef  for  to  tan 
Wat  MBteyaDd  so  he  barehym  tbere. 
For  that  b^  was  of  high  UgMgc, 
Sncbe  pride  be  toke  in  his  ooiage, 
That  he  foryeten  bath  the  8Chooles» 
Aad  in  ryot  amooge  the  fooles. 
He  did  many  thyvges  wronge. 
And  vnd  tbUke  Ule  so  longe, 
Td  al  last  of  that  be  wrooght 
He  fnde  the  DiachMfe^  whiche  be  sought, 
Whenf  itfelt  tbtt  he  «as  slayiie. 
His  ftder,  whiche  it  barda  aayoe, 
Was  wroth,  and  all  that  eoer  be  might, 
or  men  of  annci  be  hym^light 
AHioage  power,  aad  fiwth  he  went 
Uato  Athenis,  where  he  brant 
The  pUiae  ooQotray  al  aboiite : 
The  cities  stode  of  hym  io  da«le. 
As  thei  that  oo  dateoe  bad 
A^eyae  the  power,  wMebe  be  lad. 
E^,  wbidM  waa  then  kynge, 
ffiseoaosell  tofce  vpon  this  thyoge. 
For  be  was  than  in  the  eitee : 
&  that  of  pees  in  to  Issatae, 
Betveae  Minos  and  E^eos 
Thei  feU,  and  bene  accarded  thus: 
That  kyoge  Minoa  fro  yera  to  ycra 
Keceyae  shal  as  tb«a  shah  beie 
(kit  of  Athenis  lor  tmage 
Of  men,  that  were  of  mighty  age 
I^nons  nyne :  of  whiche  be  aball 
HU  will  don  in  spectall. 
Bm-  venfceannce  of  bis  sonnes  detb 
Ndoe  other  grace  there  ne.geth 
Bat  for  to  take  the  luyse, 
iad  that  was  don  in  snche  a  wise. 
Upon  whiche  stodn  a  wipnder  cas. 
For  that  tyne  so  it  was* 
Wkerof  that  men  yet  rede  and  ftnge, 
K^sge  Minoe  bad  in  bis  kepynge 
A  cradl  monster,  aa  seith  the  iesL 
For  hewas  halfeDHo  aad  balfe  best. 
And  Minotennis  be  was  hole. 
Which  was  begotten  m  a  riote 
Upon  Pasipbae,  bis  owne  wilh. 
Whiles  be  was  oat  vpon  the  strife, 
<^f  that  grant  siege  of  Tloie. 
Rot  il^  whiche  lost  bnth  all  ioye, 
Whan  that  she  nghe  thb  monstre  bore, 
Bsd  men  ordeine  anon  thcrfere, 
And  feite  that  iike  tyme  thus,. 
There  was  a  clerke,  one  Dedialus, 
Whiche  had  ben  of  hir  assent. 
Of  that  btr  kmle,  wms  so  miswent. 
And  be  made  of  bis  owne  witte, 
Wherof  the  rennmhrance  is  yit. 
^  Ifinotanre  had  snche  a  boas, 
Tbat  was  so  stronge,  and  meruailooay 
Thst  what  man  that  within  went. 
There  was  so  many  a  sondrye  went. 
That  be  ne  shnlde  noagbt  come  out, 
te  fooe  nmastrt  all  about: 
And  ia  this  boose  to  locke  and  warde 
Was  Minotaoms  pot  in  warde, 
Thst  what  life,  that  therin  cam. 
Or  ana  or  beaat,  he  oneroam, 
Aad  Amgh,  and  Mde  hym  thervpon. 
And  in  this  wine  many  one. 


Out  of  Athenis  for  truage, 
Deooured  weren  id  that  rage. 
For  euery  yere  thei  sbopcn  hem  so 
Thei  of  Atbeois  er  thei  go 
Towarde  that  ilke  wof^  chance, 
As  it  was  sette  in  ordinance. 
Upon  fortune  her  lotte  thei  cast. 
Till  that  Theseus  at  laste, 
Whiche  was  the  kyuges  sonne  there, 
Amonges  other  that  there  were, 
Tn  tbiike  yere,  as  it  befelle. 
The  lotte  ypon  bis  chance  felle. 
He  was  a  worthye  koight  withalL 
And  whan  he  sigh  his  chance  falle« 
He  ferde,  as  though  he  toke  none  hede. 
But  all  that,euer  he  might  spede 
With  hym,  and  with  his  felauship, 
Forth  io  to  Crete  he  goth  by  ship, 
Where  that  the  kyng  Minos  besought. 
And  profiereth  all  that  be  hym  ooghte 
Upon  the  point  of  her  accorde. 

This  Sterne  kynge,  this  email  lorda 
Toke  euery  dale  one  of  the  nyne. 
And  put  hym  in  to  the  diaoipline 
Of  Minotanre  to  be  deooured. 

But  Theseus  was  so  fhuooredg 
That  he  was  kepte  till  at  last. 
And  the  meane  while  he  cast. 
What  thyog  hym  were  best  to  do. 
And  felle,  that  Ariadne  tho, 
Whiche  was  the  doughter  of  Mloos^ 
And  had  heide  the  worthye  los 
Of  Theseus,  and  of  his  might. 
And  sigh  he  was  a  lostie  knight, 
Hir  holle  herte  ou  hym  she  laide. 

And  he  also  of  lone  hir  praida 
So  ierforth,  that  thei  were  alone, 
And  she  ordeineth,  that  anone. 
In  what  maner  she  shuld  hym  sane. 
And  shope  so,  that  she  did  hym  haiia 
A  clewe  of  threde,  of  whiche  within 
First  at  d^rre  he  shall  begynne 
With  hym  to  take  that  one  ende: 
That  whan  he  wold  ageynward  wendet 
He  might  go  the  same  weye. 

And  ooer  this  so  as  1  seye. 
Of  pitche  she  toke  hym  a  pelote. 
The  whiche  he  shulde  in  to  the  tbrote 
Of  Minotaure  cast  right. 
Snche  wepon  also  for  hym  she  dight. 
That  he  by  reason  maie  not  faile 
To  make  an  ende  of  his  hataile. 
For  she  hym  taught  in  sondrie  wise, 
Tille  he  was  knowe  of  tbiike  empriae, 
Howe  he  this  best  shuld  quelle. 
And  thus  shortely.for  to  telle, 
So  as  this  maiden  hym  had  taught, 
Theseus  with  this  monster  (isught. 
And  smote  of,  bis  beds,  the  whiche  he  nni 
And  by  the  threde,  so  as  he  cam 
He  goth  ageyne,  til  he  wereoute : 
So  was  great  wonder  all  abonte. 

Minos  the  tribute  bath  leleeed. 
And  BO  was  all  the  wenre  seced 
Betweoe  Atheaes  and  hem  of  Crete. 

But  nowe  to  speke  of  that  sw   c. 
The  whose  beautee  was  withoote  wan. 
This  faire  maiden  Adrian: 
Whan  that  she  sigh  Thesens  soonde. 
Was  neuer  yet  rpon  this  g ronadOt 
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A  gladder  wight  than  fbe  wa»  tho« 
Theseus  dwelt  a  daie  or  two. 

Where  that  Minos  great  ebere  hym  ded. 

Theseus  in  a  preuie  sted 

Hath  with  this  maideD  spoke  and  lowned. 

That  she  to  hjm  was  aboidoiiDed 

Id  a1  that  euer  she  eouth. 

So  that  of  bir  lustie  youth, 

All  priuely  betwene  hem  twey. 

The  firste  floore  he  toke  awey. 

For  he  so  (aire  tbo  behight. 

That  euer  while  he  Hue  might. 

He  shuld  hir  take  for  his  wife. 

And  as  his  owne  hertes  life 

He  wolde  kit  loue,  and  trouUi  beare. 
And  she,  whiche  might  not  fofbeare,, 

So  sore  loueth  hym  ageyne, 

That  what  as  euer  he  wold  s^yae. 

With  all  hi(  hert  she  it  leucth. 

And  thus  his  purpose  be  acheoatb. 

So  that  assured  of  his  trouth 

With  hym  she  went,  and  that  was  routh 
Phedra  hir  yonge  snster  eke, 

A  lustie  maide,  a  sobre,  a  meke. 

Fulfilled  of  all  curtosie, 

For  susterhode  and  companie 

Of  loue,  whiche  was  hem  betwene. 

To  see  hir  suster  be  made  a  qnene, 

Hir  fader  lefle,  and  forth  she  went 

With  hym,  whiche  all  his  first  eaten! 

Foipit  within  a  litel  throwe. 

So  that  it  was  all  ouer  throwe. 

Whan  she  best  wend  it  shuld  stonde. 

The  ship  was  blowen  fro  the  londe 

Wherin  that  thei  sailend  were. 

This  Ariadne  had  mochel  fere, 
Of  that  the  wynde  so  lowde  blewe. 
As  she  whiche  of  the  sea  ne  knewe^ 
And  praid  for  to  reste  a  while. 
And  so  felle,  that  vpon  an  yle, 
Whiche  Chio  high,  thei  ben  dreue. 
Where  he  to  hir  leue  hath  yeue,  * 
That  she  shall  fond  and  take  hir  rest : 
But  that  was  nothyng  for  hir  best 
For  whan  she  was  to  lond  brought. 
She,  which  that  tyme  thought  nought 
But  all  trouthy  and  toke  no  kepe. 
Hath  laide  hir  soft  for  to  slepe: 
As  she  whiche  longe  bath  ben  forwatched. 
But  certes  she  was  euil  matched, 
And  fer  from  all  lones  kinde. 
For  more  than  thw  beast  midnde 
Theseus,  whiche  no  trowth  kept, 
(While  that  this  yonge  faidie  slept) 
Fulfilled  ofaU  rnkindship. 
Hath  all  forgeten  the  goodship, 
Whiche  Ariadne  hym  had  do. 
And  bad  vnto  the  shipmen  tbo 
Hale  vp  the  saile,  and  nought  abide^ 
And  forth  he  gothe  the  same  tide 
Towaide  Athenis,  and  hir  on  londe 
He  left,  whiche  laie  nigh  the  stroode 
Slepend,  til  that  she  awoke. 
But  whan  that  she  east  vp  hir  loke 
Towarde  the  stroade,  and  sigh  no  wight, 
Hir  hertewas  so  seie  afligbt. 
That  she  ne  wist  what  to-  thinke,    ' 
But  drough  hir  to  tte  mter  brioke. 
Where  she  b^eide  Idle  sea  at  large: 
She  sigh  no  sbipi  she  i%b  oo  baxge 


Als  ferforth  as  she  might  k€nne  i 

Ha  torde  (she  said)  whiche  a  senne , 

As  all  the  worlde  shall  after  here 

Upon  this  wofuli  woman  here. 

This  worthie  knight  hath  doone  and  wroaght 

I  wend  1  had  his  loue  bought. 

And  so  deserued  at  nede, 

Wlian  that  he  stode  vpon  his  drede^ 

And  eke  the  loue^  he  me  behight. 

It  is  great  wonder,  howe  he  might 

Towardis  me  nowe  ben  vnkinde. 

And  so  to  letle  out  of  his  minde 

Thyng,  which  he  said  his  owne  mouth. 

But  after  this,  whan  it  is  couth. 

And  drawe  (o  the  worldes  feme, 

It  shall  ben  hyndrynge  of  hts  name. 

For  well  he  wote,  and  so  wote  1, 

He  yafe  his  troutbe  bodily. 
That  he  myn  honour  sholde  kepe, 
And  with  that  woide  she  gan  wepe 

And  soroweth.more  than  enough. 

Hir  feire  tresses  she  to  drough 

And  with  hir  selfe  she  toke  such  ttrifie. 

That  she  betwene  the  deth  and  life 

Swounende  lay  full  ofle  amonge: 

And  all  was  this  on  hym  alonge, 

Whiche  was  to  loue  vukinde  so, 

Wherof  the  wronge  shall  euermo 

Stonde  in  cronike  of  remembraoeei. 

And  eke  it  asketh  a  ▼engeanoe 
.To  ben  vnlrinde  in  loues  cas. 

So  as  Theseus  than  was, 

All  though  he  were  a  noble  knight. 

For  be  the  lawe  of  loues  right 

Forfeited  hath  in  all  waye, 

That  Ariadne  he  put  awaye^ 

Whiche  was  a  great  Tnkinde  dede. 

And  after  that,  so  as  i  rede, 

Phedra,  the  whiche  hir  sister  is> 

He  toke  in  stede  of  hir,  and  this 

Fell  afterwarde  ta  mekell  tene. 

For  thiike  rice,  of  whiche  I  mene* 
Uttkyndship  where  it  fislleth, 

The  troutbe  <^  mans  berte  it  palleth* 

That  he  can  no  good  dede  acquit* : 

So  male  he  stonde  of  no  merite 

Towardes  god,  and  eke  also 

Men  calle  hym  the  worldes  fo. 

For  he  no  more  than  the  ibnde 

Unto  none  other  man  is  firende. 

But  all  toward  hym  seHb  alone. 
For  thy  my  sonne  in  thy  persoae 

This  vice  aboue  all  other  fiae. 

My  foder  as  3re  teehe  me, 

I  thinke  to  do  in  this  matere. 
But  ouer  this  I  wolde  fayn  here, 

Wherof  I  shall  me  shriue  more. 
My  good  Sonne  as  for  thy  lore. 

After  the  rente  of  eouetise, 

I  shall  the  propertee  deuisa 

Of  euery  vice  by  and  by. 

Nowe  herken,  and  be  wel  ware  theiby. 

Viribus  ex  clara  res  tdllit  luce  rapina 
Floribus  et  iuacta  virgine  mella  capit. 

Hie  tractat^super  ilia  specie  cupida,  <|tte  rapina 
nuncupatur,  cuius  mater  eztorcio  ipaam  ad  de^ 
seruiendum  magnatum  coriis  spectalius  coa- 
mendavit. 
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Iv  the  lignage  of  Annrice 

My  Mmoe  yet  there  n  a  vice, 

Bit  right  name  it  is  Rauine, 

Wbkhe  hath  a  roate  of  bis  conine* 

Rmim  amonge  the  maisters  dwelleth, 

And  with  his  semantes  as  men  tellcth, 

Extorooo  if  nowe  withoide. 

Ranioe  of  other  mens  iblde 

Maketh  his  larder,  and  payeth  nought. 

F«rvb«re  as  eiier  it  maie  be  sought 

In  bis  boos  there  sball  no  tbyng  lacke. 

And  that  fid  ofte  abieth  the  packe 

Ofpoore  meoy  that  dwelle  aboute. 

Thus  stant  the  commoBe  people  in  dodte, 

Whiche  can  do  none  amendement. 

For  vfaan  hym  &ileth  paiementy 

Rauoe  maketh  non  other  skille. 

Bat  taketh  by  strength  al  that  be  wiUe. 

So  ben  there  in  the  same  wise 
Looer^at  I  tb?  sbalJ  deuise: 
That  whan  nought  dies  maie  aoaile^ 
Anonewith  strepgth  tbei  assaile 
And  gette  of  loue  ibe  sesine, 
When  thei  le  tyme  by  ranine. 

For  thy  my  sonoe  shriue  the  here, 
If  thoQ  hast  ben  Raoinera 
or  lone.    Certes  lather  no. 
For  I  my  lady  knie  so. 
For  thoQgh  f  were  as  was  Pompeye 
Tbat  all  the  worlde  me.wolde  obeyet 
Or  els  sQche  as  Alisandrei 
1  volde  uoogbt  do  snche  a  sclander. 
k  is  DO  good  man,  whiche  so  doth. 

h  good  fieith  sonne  thou  saist  soothe. 
For  be  that  woll  of  pumeance, 
Bjr  laehe  a  wey  hia  loste  auance, 
Re  sball  it  after  sore  abie, 
Bot  if  these  olde  ensamples  lie. 

Nova  good  father  telle  me  one, 
So  Si  ye  conncn  many  one, 
Tooehende  of  looe  in  this  matere. 

Nov  list  my  sonne,  and  thou  shalta  here : 
Soasithathbefidlertbis, 
hkxies  caose  howe  that  it  is, 
A  naa  to  take  by  nuine 
Tbe  prcye,  whiche  is  fSeminine. 

flic  ponit  ezemplnm  oontim  istos  in  amoris  cansa 
nptorea,  Bt  narrat  qualiler  Fandion  rex  Athen. 
dttas  lil^  videlicet  Progucm  et  Philomenam 
b^boit:  Progne  antem  regi  Tracie  Thereo  de- 
*pOBsata  ooutigit,  qnod  cum  Tereus,  ad  insUn- 
tiam  Tsoiis  sue  Philomenam  de  Athen.  in 
Tiaeiam  sororis  Tisitationis  causa  secum  qoa- 
te  vice  perdneerat,  in  ooncupiscentiam  Philo- 
•eae  tanU  seoerjtate  in  Itioere  dilapsus  est, 
qnod  ipse  noo  solum  ane  violentia  rapine  virgi- 
ntatem  eius  oppressit,  sed  et  ipsius  linguam, 
M  lactam  detegeret  forcipe  mutnlauit,  vnde 
inpcrpetue  memorie  cronicam  tanti  riptoris 
uAerilatem,  iaiio  ordinedii  postea  Tindicarunt. 

Tuu  waa  a  riall  noble  kynge, 
A  nche  of  aU  wofUes  thynge, 
^iehe  of  his  propre  eoboritance 
Athenis  had  in  gouernance, 
Aadvho  so  thinketk  thervnon. 
His  name  was  kynge  Pandion. 

Two  doBgbtecs  had  be  by  his  wife, 
TW  vhich^be  loved  as  bit  life. 


Tbe  first  dougbter  Progne  bight, 

And  the  seconde,  as  sbe  well  might. 

Was  cleped  faire  Pbilomene, 

To  whom  fell  after  mochel  tene. 

The  ftither  ^f  his  purueance. 

His  dougbter  Progne  wolde  auance. 

And  gafe  bir  vnto  manage 

A  worthy  kyng  of  high  lignage, 

A  noble  knight  eke  of  his  bonde. 

So  was  be  kid  in  euery  londe. 

Of  Trace  he  hight  Tbereus, 

Tbe  clerke  Ouide  telletb  thus. 

This  Tbereus  bis  wife  borne  lad, 

A  lusty  life  with  tiir  he  bad, 

Till  it  befelle  fpon  a  tide. 

This  Progne,  as  she  lay  hym  beside. 

Bethought  bir,  howe  that  it  might  bee. 

That  she  bir  suster  might  see. 

And  to  bir  lorde  bir  will  sbe  saide 

With  goodly  wordes,  and  hym  praidc^ 

That  sbe  to  bir  might  go. 

And  if  it  liked  hym  not  so^ 

That  than  he  wolde  bym  selfe  wende. 

Or  ds  by  some  other  sonde, 

Whiche  might  bir  dere  suster  grete. 

And  shape,  hove  that  tbei  might  mete. 

Hir  lorde  anone  to  that  be  herde 
Yafe  his  accorde,  and  thus  answerde. 

1  will  (saide  be)  for  thy  sake. 
The  wey  after  thy  sister  take 
My  selfe,  and  bryng  bir,  if  1  maie. 

And  she  with  that,  there  as  sbe  laye, 
Bigan  bym  in  hir  armes  dippe, 
And  kist  bym  with  hir  softe  lippe« 
And  saide:  sire  graiint  mercy. 
And  he  soone  after  was  redy. 
And  toke  bis  leue  for  to  go. 

In  sory  t3rme  did  be  so. 
This  Tbereus  goth  forth  to  sbippci 
And  with  bym  his  felausbippe. 
By  sea  the  right  oours  he  nam. 
Unto  the  countrey  till  he  cam. 
Where  Pbilomene  was  dweUynge, 
And  of  hir  suster  the  tidynge 
He  tolde,  and  tho  thei  weren  gladde. 
And  mochel  ioye  of  hym  thei  made* 
The  &ther  and  the  mother  bothe 
To  leaue  her  dougbter  were  lothe» 
But  if  tbei  were  in  presence  : 
And  netbeles  at  reuerence 
Of  bym  that  wolde  hym  selfe  traua'de, 
Thei  wolde  nought  he  sbulde  faile. 
And  that  thei  pratde  geue  hir  leue. 
And  she  that  wolde  not  beleue, 
In  all  bast  made  hir  yare 
Towarde  hir  suster  for  to  fiire 
With  Tbereus,  and  forth  sbe  went. 
And  be  with  his  hole  entent, 
Whan  she  was  fro  bir  frendes  go, 
Assotteth  of  bir  loue  so. 
That  bis  eie  might  be  not  withoide. 
That  be  ne  must  on  bir  bebolde. 
And  with  the  sight  gan  desire. 
And  set  his  owne  herte  a  fire: 
And  fire,  whan  it  to  towe  approcbeth. 
To  hym  anone  the  strength  accrochetbi 
Till  with  his  bete  it  be  deuoured, 
Tbe  towe  ne  may  not  be  souccoured. 
And  so  the  tjmnne  rauener. 
Whan  that  sbe  wap  in  his  power. 
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And  he  therto  nwe  tjnne  and  place. 
As  he  that  lost  hath  all  grace, 
Forgate,  he  w^s  a  wedded  man, 
And  in  a  rage  on  fair  he  ran, 
Ri;?ht  as  a  wolfe,  that  Uketh  his  praye. 

And  she  began  to  crie  and  pimye, 
O  ftither,  o  mother  dere, 
Nowe  helpe.  but  tbei  ne  might  it  hetf. 
And  she  was  of  to  litell  might, 
.Defence  ageyne  so  rude  a  knight 
To  make,  whan  he  was  so  woode, 
That  he  no  reason  vnderstoode. 
Bat  heide  hir  vnder  in  snche  wise. 
That  she  ne  might  not  arise, 
But  laye  oppressed  and  diseased. 
As  if  a  Goashauke  had  seysed 
A  byrde,  wbiche  duret  not  for  fere 
Remoe.    J^nd  thus  this  tyranne  there 
Beraft  hir  ydohe  thyng,  a«  men  seyne. 
May  neuer  more  be  yolden  ageyne, 
And  that  was  the  viigiaitee: 
Of  suche  ruuyn  it  was  pitee. 

But  whan  she  to  hir  selfe  come. 
And  of  hir  mischiefe  hede  nome. 
And  knewe,  how  that  she  wiis  no  ttaide, 
With  wofull  herte  thas  she  satde. 

O  thou  of  all  men  the  werst. 
Where  was  there  euer  man  that  derst 
Do  snche  a  dede,  as  thou  hast  do? 
That  daie  shall  &lle,  I  hope  to. 
That  I  shall  tell  out  all  my  fille» 
And  with  my  speche  I  shall  fulOlle 
The  wide  worlde  in  brede  and  length. 
That  thou  hast  doone  to  me  by  strength, 
If  that  I  amonge  the  people  dwello. 
Unto  the  people  I  shall  it  telle. 
And  if  I  be  within  walle 
Of  stones  closed,  than  I  shalle 
Unto  the  stones  depe  and  crie. 
And  tell  hem  thy  felonie* 
And  if  I  be  the  woddes  wende, 
There  shall  I  tell  all  and  ende. 
And  crie  it  to  the  byrdes  out. 
That  thei  shall  here  it  all  aboute. 

For  I  so  lowde  it  shall  reherse, 
That  my  ^oice  shall  the  henen  perce| 
That  it  shall  sowne  in  goddes  eare. 
A  ials  man,  where  is  thy  fere? 
p  more  cruell  than  any  best* 
Howe  hast  thou  holden  thy  behest, 
Whicbe  thon  ynto  my  sister  madest? 
O  thou,  whiche  all  fowe  Tngladest, 
And  art  ensample  of  all  vntrewe : 
Nowe  wokle  god  my  sister  knewe 
Of  thyn  Tntrouthe,  howe  that  it  stode. 

And  he  than  as  a  lion  woode. 
With  his  vnhappye  handes  stroDge» 
He  caught  hir  by  the  tresses  longe. 
With  the  wbiche  he  bonde  both  hir  armes. 
That  was  a  feble  dede  of  armes. 
And  to  the  grouode  anone  hir  cast. 
And  out  he  dippeth  also  fisst 
Hir  tonge^  with  a  paire  of  sheres. 
So  what  with  blode,  and  what  with  teres, 
Out  of  hir  eyen,  and  of  hir  mouthe 
He  made  hir  fture  ftice  vncouthy 
She  laye  swownange  vnto  the  dethej. 
There  was  ▼nneth  any  bi^he. 
But  yet  whan  he  hir  tooge  refte^ 
A  litell  parte  therof  he  lefke: 


But  she  withal]  no  worie  i 
But  chitre,  and  as  a  byide  iaifowne. 
And  neuertheles  that  woode  howidc 
Hir  bodie  bent  vp  fro  the  gnwBde, 
And  sent  hir  there,  as  by  his  will. 
She  shulde  abide  in  pritone  still 
For  ener  mo,  but  nowe  tak<6  hede. 
What  after  feUe  of  this  mifldede. 
Whan  all  this  mischiefe  was  befrll 
This  Thereos,  that  foule  hym  feUe» 
Unto  his  oountrey  home  he  tigh. 
And  whan  he  come  bis  palais  nigh 
His  wife  alredy  there  byitf  kepte. 
Whan  he  hir  sigh,«noiie  he  wept. 
And  that  he  did  for  deoeite* 
For  she  began  to  aske  hym  streiis. 
Where  is  my  sister?     And  he  saide. 
That  she  was  dede,  and  Progne  abfttide. 
As  she  that  was  a  wofull  wife. 
And  stode  betwene  hir  deth  and  life,. 
Because  she  herde  suche  tidynge. 
But  for  she  sigh  hir  lord  wepynge, 
She  wende  nought  but  all  trouth, 
A  nd  had  wel  the  more  routh. 
The  perles  were  thn  forsake 
To  hir,  and  blacke  clothes  take. 
As  she  that  was  gentill  and  kynde. 
In  worship  of  hir  sisters  mynde. 
She  made  a  riche  enteremeot. 
For  she  fonde  none  amenderaent 
To  sigben  or  to  sob  more: 
So  was  there  gyle  Tader  the  gore. 
Nowe  leaoe  we  this  kynge  and  quenct 
And  tome  ayepe  to  Phitomene. 

As  I  beganne  to  tell  erste. 
Whan  she  cam  in  to  prison  ferst. 
It  thought  a  kynges  dottgfater  stnnge 
To  make  so  sodeine  a  change 
Fro  welthy  vnto  so  great  a  wo: 
And  she  began  to  thynke  tho. 
Though  she  by  mouth  nothyug  praid^ 
Within  hir  herte  thus  she  saide» 

O  thou  almighty  lupifcer, 
That  hie  sittest,  and  lokcst  ferrs, 
Thou  suffinest  many  wrongftdt  doynge. 
And  yet  it  is  not  thy  willynge* 
To  the  there  male  nothyng  ben  hid. 
Thou  west,  howe  it  is  betid. 
I  wolde  I  bad  not  be  bore. 
For  than  had  I  nought  foriore 
My  speche  and  my  virginitee. 
But  good  lorde  all  is  in  thee» 
Whan  thon  therfo  wolte  do  yengeance. 
And  shape  my  ddioeranoe. 
And  euer  amonge  this  lady  wepte. 
And  thought  that  she  neuer  kqpte 
To  be  a  worldes  woman  more. 
And  that  she  wissheth  euermove. 
Sot  ofte  vnto  hir  sister  dftre 
Hir  herte  speketh  in  thia  manete^ 
And  said:  O  sister,  if  ye  knewe 
Of  myn  estate,  ye  wolde  rewe, 
I  trowe,  and  my  deliueranoe 
Ye  wold  shape,  and  do  Tengeance 
On  hym,  that  is  so  fets  «i  man: 
And  netheles  so  as  I  can, 
I  will  you  sende  some  tdkenyng, 
Wherof  ye  shall  haue  knowlageyng 
Of  thyng,  1  wdtt  that  ilhall  yon  loHie, 
The  whiche  you  toodieth,  and  bm  bolii. 
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iUid  tlM>  vithia  m  white  as  tite 
She  wftfe  a  doth  of  nlke  all  white, 
WiUi  ktten  and  inagafie, 
la  vbiche  was  all  the  iUoiiie, 
WUche  Thereas  to  hir  hath  do, 
Aai  lapped  it  to  gather  tho, 
And  sette  hir  tigoet  thervpony 
And  tent  it  vnto  Progae  anon. 

The  meaMger,  whiche  forth  it  bare, 
What  it  amounted  is  nought  ware. 
And  netheles  to  Progne  be  gotb, 
And  prioely  taketh  hir  the  eloth» 
And  vent  again  right  as  he  cam : 
The  ooorte  of  bym  none  hede  name. 

Whan  Progne  of  Philomene  herde. 
She  wolde  knoite  bow  that  it  ferde, 
And  opeaeth  that  the  man  hath  brought. 
And  wot  tberby,  what  hath  be  wrought. 
And  what  miacfaiefe  there  is  beAdU 
In  f  ironoe  tho  she  gan  downe  Ml, 
And  eftfr  arose,  and  gan  to  stonde. 
And  efte  she  taketh  the  clothe  on  honde, 
Behelde  the  letters,  and  thymages: 
Bat  at  tost  of  sucbe  outrages 
She  saide:  wepyoge  is  nought  the  bote. 
And  sveietb,  if  that  die  leoe  mote, 
It  shall  be  Tenged  other  wise: 
And  witfi  that  she  gaa  hir  aniae. 
How  fint  sb».might  mto  bir  wyn, 
Hir  sister,  that  no  ann  wttfaio, 
But  oaely  thei,  that  were  swore, 
It  dndde  knowe,  and  sfaope  tbeiibre. 
That  Thereas  nothyog  it  wist : 
And  yet  right  as  hir  selnen  lists, 
Hir  sister  was  delinered  sooae 
Oat  of  prison,  and  by  the  moone 
To  Progne  she  was  brooght  by  nighte. 

Whan  echo  of  other  had  a  sight, 
hi  chambre  there  thei  were  alone, 
Thei  madeo  many  a  piiontBKme. 
Bat  Progne  most  of  sorow  made, 
Whiche  sigh  hir  sister  pale  and  iade, 
Aod  speeheles,  and  dishonoorady 
Of  that  she  bad  be  defloorsd. 
And  eke  ▼yon  hir  lorde  she  thought, 
or  that  be  so  Tatmely  wroaght. 
And  had  his  esponsaHe  broke. 
She  iMketb  anowe  it  shall  be  wroke. 
Aod  vith  that  word  she  kneleth  downe 
Wepynge  in  great  denocion, 
I'oto  Copide  and  to  Venos 
She  piaid,  and  said  than  thus : 

O  ye,  to  whom  no  thyng  astert 
Oftoae  maie,  for  eoery  herte 
Ye  kaove,  as  yt  that  ben  above 
The  god  and  the  goddeste  of  loue, 
Te  viten  well,  that  eoer  yit 
Withal  my  wille,  and  all  my  wit, 
Stb  irst  ye  shope  me  to  wsdde. 
That  1  hie  with  my  lorde  a  bedde, 
1  haae  bea  trewe  in  my  degree, 
Aad  caer  thought  for  to  bee, 
Aad  aeaer  lone  in  other  place^ 
Bat  all  oody  the  kyn«s  of  Trace, 
Whiche  is  my  loide,  andl  hia  wife. 
Bat  Bowe  alias  this  woAdl  strife. 
That  I  hym  thus  afehnraid  finde 
The  amst  mtrewe,  aad  most  vnkinde. 
That  eaer  in  ladies  armes  laie. 
Aad  wol  1  woU  that  be  at  maie 


Amend  his  wronge,  it  is  se  gret. 
For  to  litell  of  me  be  lete. 
Whan  be  myn  owne  sister  toke. 
And  me  that  am  his  wife  fonsoke. 

Lo  thus  to  Venus  and  Cupide 
She  praid,  and  ferthermora  she  cride 
Unto  Apollo  the  highest. 
And  said:  O  mightie  god  of  rest, 
Thou  da  vengeance  of  this  debate. 
My  sister  and  all  hir  estate 
Thou  wost,  and  how  she  hath  forlora 
Hir  maidenhede,  and  I  therfore 
In  all  the  worlde  shall  beare  a  blame. 
Of  that  my  sister  hath  a  shame. 
That  Thereus  to  hir  1  sent. 
And  well  thou  wost,  that  myn  eotent 
Was  all  for  worship  and  for  good. 
O  lorde,  that  geuest  the  lines  foode 
To  euery  wight,  I  praie  the  here. 
These  wofoli  suiters,  that  ben  here. 
And  let  vs  nought  to  the  ben  foth. 
We  ben  thyn  owne  women  both. 

Thus  plaineth  Progne,  and  aiccth  wreche. 
And  though  hir  sister  lackespecbe, 
To  hjrm,  that  all  thjmges  wote, 
Hir  sorowe  is  not  the  lesse  bote. 

But  he,  that  than  herd  them  two, 
Hym  ought  haue  sorowed  enermo. 
For  sorowe,  whiche  Was  hem  betwane. 
With  signes  plaineth  Philomene. 
And  Progne  saith,  it  shal  be  wreke. 
That  all  the  worlde  therof  shall  spnke. 

And  Progne  tho  sickeaes  feigned, 
Wherof  vnto  hir  lorde  she  pleined. 
And  preitb,  she  mote  her  chambre  kepe^ 
And  as  hir  liketh  wake  and  slope. 
And  he  hir  graunteth  to  be  so. 
And  thus  to  gether  ben  thei  two, 
Tbat-wolde  bym  but  a  litell  good. 
Nowe  berken  hereafter,  how  it  stooda 
Of  wofoU  auntres  that  befelle. 

These  sisters,  that  ben  both  felle. 
And  that  was  not  on  hem  aloage. 
But  onely  on  the  great  wronge, 
Whiche  Thereus  had  hem  do: 
Thei  shopen  for  to  Tenge  hem  tho. 

This  Thereus  by  Progne  bis  wife 
A  Sonne  hath,  whiche  as  his  life 
He  looeth,  aod  Itys  he  bight. 
His  mother  wist  well  she  might 
Do  Thereus  no  more  greoe. 
Than  slea  bis  childe,  whiche  was  so  leoe. 
Thus  she  that  was  as  who  saith  madde 
Of  wo,  whiche  bath  hir  ouerladde. 
Without  insight  of  motherbed, 
Forgate  pitee,  and  lost  drede. 
And  in  hir  ehambre  priuely 
This  childe  without  noyse  or  one 
9he  slough,  and  bewe  bym  all  to  peoes } 
And  after  with  diners  spieses 
The  flesshe,  whan  it  was  so  to  hewe» 
She  taketh,  and  maketh  therof  a  sewe. 
With  whiche  the  feder  at  his  meate 
Was  serued,  till  he  had  hym  eate. 
That  he  ne  wist,  bowe  that  it  stoode; 
But  thus  his  owne  flesshe  and  bloode 
Hym  selfe  deoouretb  ageyne  kiade. 
As  he  that  was  to  fore  Tnkinde. 
And  than  er  that  he  were  arise^ 
For  that  he  shulde  bene  agrise. 
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To  shewen  hym  the  ebilde  was  dede. 
This  Pbilomene  toke  the  hede 
Betwene  two  diflshe8,*and  all  wrotbe 
Tbu  came  forthe  the  sisters  botbei 
And  setteD  it  vpon  tbe  boide. 
^nd  Progne  than  began  the  worde 
And  seide:  O  went  of  all  wikke, 
Of  conscience  whom  no  prikke 
Maie  stere,  lo  what  thou  hast  do, 
Jjo  here  ben  now6  we  sisters  two. 

O  rauener,  U>  here  thy  preie. 
With  whom  so  falsely  on  the  weie 
Thou  hast  thy  tyranny  wrought, 
Lo  nowe  it  is  som  dele  abought : 
/Lnd  better  it  shall:  for  of  thy  dede 
The  worlde  shall  euer  singe  and  rede, 
In  remembrance  of  thy  defame. 
For  thou  to  loue  hast  done  suche  shame. 
That  it  shall  neuer  be  forgete. 

With  that  be  sterte  Tp  fro  tbe  mete. 
And  shoue  the  horde  in  to  the  flore. 
And  caught  a  sworde  anone,  and  swore, 
That  tM  shulde  of  his  bondes  die« 

And  thei  vnto  the  geddes  crie 
Began,  with  so  loude  a  sleuene. 
That  tliei  were  lierdc  vnto  heuene. 
And  in  the  twynkelyng  of  an  eie 
~  The  iroddes,  that  the  mischiefe  seie, 
Her  formes  channged  all  thre, 
£cbe  of  hem  in  his  degree 
Was  turned  in  to  a  briddes  kinde 
Diuerselichc  as  men  may  fiiide. 
After  the  state  that  thei  were  ynne 
^er  formes  were  set  a  twynne: 
And  as  it  t^Ueth  in  tbe  tale 
The  first  in  to  a  iiigbtyngale 
Was  shape,  and  that  was  Pbilomene, 
Whicbe  in  the  winter  is  not  sene. 
For  than  be  the  leuea  &lle. 
And  naked  ben  the  busshes  alle. 
for  after  that  she  was  a  bridde, 
Hir  wille  was  eper  to  be  hid. 
And  for  to  dwelle  in  priue  place. 
That  no  man  sbuld  se  hir  fkce 
For  shame,  wbiche  maie  not  be  iassid 
Of  thyng  that  was  tofore  ptassid, 
Whan  that  sbejoat  hir  maideohed. 
For  euer  Tpon  hir  womanbede. 
(l*hough  that  the  gods  wold  hir  change) 
She  thynketh,  and  is  the  more  strange. 
And  holt  hir  clos  the  winter  daie. 
But  whan  the  wynter  goth  awaie, 
And  that  nature  tbe  goddesse 
"Will  of  hir  owne  fre  largesse, 
With  herbes,  and  with  flours  both 
The  feldes,  and  the  medowes  clothe. 
And  eke  the  wooddes,  and  the  gieaues 
Ben  hilled  all  with  grene  leaues. 
So  that  a  bridde  hir  bide  maie 
Betwene  March,  April,  and  Maie, 
She  that  the  winter  held  hir  clos 
For  pure  shame,  and  nought  aros, 
Wban  that  she  sigh  the  bowes  thicke. 
And  that  there  is  no  bare  sticke. 
But  all  is  bid  witb-jeaues  grene. 
To  woodde  cometh  this  Philomeuey 
And  maketh  hir  first  yers  flight, 
Where  as  sbesiogeth  daie  and  night: 
And  in  hir  songe  all  openly 
$hc  maketh  hir  plaipt^  and  saitb:  O  why 


Why  ne  were  I  yet  a  maide  ? 
For  ao  this  olde  wise  said, 
Wbiche  understood,  what  she  ment, 
Hir  notes  ben  of  suche  entent 
And  eke  thei  said,  bow  in  hir  songe 
She  maketh  great  ioye,  and  mirthe  amongc. 
And  saith  : .  ha  noWe  I  am  a  bridde. 
Ha  nowe  my  fece  may  ben  bid» 
Though  I  bau^  lost  my  maidenbede. 
Shall  no  man  see  my  chekes  rede. 
Thus  medleth  she  with  ioyv  wo. 
And  with  her  sorowe  myrth  also  e 
So  that  of  lones  maladie 
She  maketh  diuers  melodie. 
And  saith :  loMe  is  a  wofuU  blisse, 
A  wisedome,  whicbe  can  no  man  wiaK, 
A  lustie  fener*  a  wounde  softe, 
This  note  sbe  rebersetb  ofte 
To  hem,  whicbe  vnderstonde  hir  tale^ 

Nowe  haue  I  of  this  night^gale, 
Whicbe  erst  was  cleped  Phiiomene, 
Tolde  all  that  euer  wolde  mene, 
Both  of  hir  forme,  and  of  hir  note, 
Wherof  men  maie  the  storie  note; 
And  of  hir  sister  Progne  1  finde. 
How  she  was  tqumed  out  of  kynde 
In  to  a  swalowe  swifte  of  wynge, 
Wbiche  eke  in  winter  lieth  swownynge 
There  as  sbe  maie  no  thyng  be  sene. 
But  whan  the  wodde  is  wozen  grene, 
And  comen  is  the  sommer  tide, 
Than  fleeth  she  forth,  and  ginneth  to  chide. 
And  chetereth  out  in  hir  langage. 
What  fidsebede  is  in  mariage. 
And  telleth  in  a  maner  speche 
Of  Thereu^the  spouse  brecbe: 
She  wol  not  in  the  wooddes  dwellr» 
For  sbe  wolde  openlich  telle, 
And  eke  for  that  sbe  was  a  spouse, 
Amonge  the  fblke  she  cometh  to  bouse. 
To  do  these  wiues  vnderstonde 
The  falshode  pf  her  hushonde, 
That  thei  of  hem  beware  also. 
For  there  be  many  Tutrewe  of  tho. 

Thus  ben  thp  sisters  briddes  bothe. 
And  ben  towaide  tbe  men  so  lothe. 
That  thei  ne  will  for  pure  shame 
To  no  mans  honde  be  tame. 
For  euer  it  dwelleth  in  her  mynde. 
Of  that  thei  fonde  a  man  Yukynde, 
And  that  was  fals  Thereus, 
1/ suche  one  he  amonge  ts 
I  note,  but  his  condicion 
Men  saie  in  euery  region, 
Within  towne  and  eke  without, 
Nowe  reigneth  comonly  about. 
And  natheles  in  remembrance 
I  will  declare,  what  vengeance 
The  goddes  hadden  hym  ordeiaed, 
Of  that  the  sistefs  hadden  pleined. 
For  anone  after  be  was  channged. 
And  from  his  owne  kinde  strannged, 
A  lapwynke  made  he  was. 
And  thus  he  boppeth  on  the  gras, 
And  on  bis  heed  there  stont  vp  right 
A  crest,  in  token  of  a  knight 
And  yet  vnto  this  day,  men  aeitb, 
A  lapynke  b%th  lost  his  feitb. 
And  is  the  birde  fklsest  of  alL 
Beware  my  sonne  er  tbe  so  W\^ 
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y«r  if  tbM  be  of  taehe  eoniue. 
To  get  of  kme  by  ranine 
Thy  lot:  it  OMiie  the  fiille  thus, 
Aff  it  befelle  Tbereus. 

Myfrthergodfiori>ede: 
Me  were  leoer  be  forlrede 
With  wilde  horses,  and  to  dravre, 
Er  I  ageine  loue^  and  bis  lawe. 
Did  oey  thyng,  or  leade  or  still, 
Whiche  veie  not  my  ladies  vill. 
Men  ssyeiiy  that  euery  loue  bath  drede : 
So  Iblovetb  it,  that  1  hir  drede, 
For  I  hir  loae,  and  who  so  dredeth. 
To  please  bis  loue  and  seme  hym  nedeth. 
Tlnu  maie  ye  kndwe  by  this  skill. 
That  no  ranine  doone  I  will 
Ageine  bir  wiU»  by  suche  a  weye,  ' 
Bat  while  I  line,  I  will  obeye, 
Abydynge  on  bir  courtesie. 
If  aay  merey  wolde  bir  plie. 

For  thy  my  father,  as  of  this 
I  vote  noofht  I  haoe  do  amisse. 
But  frrtheriDore  I  you  besecbe, 
Soae  other  pointe  that  ye  me  teche. 
And  asketh  fbitbeif  there  be  ought. 
That  I  meie  be  the  better  tought 

Vinat  ft  ev  ipoliis  g^endi  quam  scpe  tumnltu^ 
Sno  gFftditnr,  populus  latro  pernrget  iter : 

Sic  amor  ex  catu  potent,  quo  capere  prasdam. 
Si  locas  est  aptns,  csetera  nulla  timet 

Hie  loquitur  super  ilia  cupiditatis  specie,  <}Qam 
ftirtum  wocant*  cuius  ministri  alicuius  legis  o^ 
fensam  non  metuentes  tam  in  amoris  causa 
qoam  aliter,  snam  quam  saepe  conscientiam 


Whav  Cooelise  in  ponre  estate 

Stoat  with  hym  selfe  vpou  debate, 

Through  lacke  of  his  misgouemance, 

That  he  vato  bis  sustenance 

Ne  can  no  nother  waie  finde 

To  get  hym  good :  than  as  the  blinde 

Which  seeth  nought,  wbatshal  after  foil, 

That  iike  vice,  wbicbe  men  call 

Of  Robbery,  he  taketh  on  honde, 

Wherof  by  water  and  by  londe 

Of  thyng,  whicbe  other  men  beswynke, 

He  9Btt^  hym  clothe,  mete,  and  drinke : 

Hfm  letehetb  nought,  what  he  begynne 

Through  thefte,  so  that  he  maie  wynne. 

For  thy  to  makeliis  purchaas 

He  lieth  awaytende  6n  the  paas, 

Aod  what  thyng  that  be  seeth  tber  passe. 

Be  taketh  his  parte,  or  more  or  lasse, 

if  it  be  worthy  to  be  take: 

He  can  the  pekkes  well  ransake, 

So  priiidy  bearetb  none  aboute 

His  golde,  that  be  ne  fint  it  oote, 

Or  other  icwell  what  it  bee. 

He  taketh  it  as  his  propretee. 

Id  wooddes,  and  in  feldes  eke, 

Thus  robbety  goth  to  seke. 

Where  as  he  maie  his  pnrchas  finde. 

And  right  so  in  the  same  kinde, 
Uj  good  aono  as  thou  might  here. 
To  q^eke  of  looe  4n  this  mattere, 
Aad  make  a  very  resemblance, 
fUf  ht  at  a  tbefiB  ma&eth  bis  cbeoesaiice, 


And  robbeth  mens  gooddes  aboute, 

In  wooddeand  felde,  where  be  goth  onte. 

So  bene  there  of  these  loners  somaM 
In  wilde  stedes,  where  thei  come, 
And  finden  there  a  woman  able. 
And  therto  place  couenable, 
Withotiten  leue,  er  that  thei  fore, 
Thei  take  a  parte  of  that  cha&re^ 
Ye  though  she  were  a  shepeberdesse. 
Yet  woU  the  lorde  of  wantonnesse 
Assaie,  all  though  she  be  rnmete. 
For  other  mens  good  is  swete. 
But  theruf  wote  aothyng  the  wife 
At  home,  whiche  looeth  as  bir  life 
Hir  lorde,  and  sit  all  dale  wisshynge 
After  hir  lordes  home  comynge, 
But  whan  that  he.oometh  home  at  cue, 
Anone  he  maketh  his  wife  beleue. 
For  she  nought  els  shulde  knowe, 
He  telleth  hir,  how  his  hunt  hath  blow. 
And  howe  his  bouiides  haoe  well  ronne. 
And  howe  there  shone  a  meiy  Sonne, 
And  howe  his  hawkes  flowen  wele: 
But  he  wol  telle  hk  neuer  a  dele^ 
Howe  be  to  loue  vntrewe  was, 
Of  that  he  robbed  in  the  pas. 
And  toke  his  lost  ▼nder  the  shawe 
Ageyne  loue,  and  ageyne  his  lawe. 

Whiche  thyng  my  sonne  1  the  ibrbede. 
For  it  is  an  vngoodly  dede. 
For  wbo  %hat  taketh  by  robberie 
His  loue,  be  maie  not  iustifie 
His  cause:  and  so  full  oft  sithe. 
For  ones  that  he  hath  ben  blithe, 
He  shall  ben  after  sorie  thries. 
Examples  for  suche  robberies 
I  finde  written  as  thou  sbalt  here 
Accordende  vnto  this  matere^ 

Hie  loquitur  contra  istos  in  amoris  causa  pfe? 
dones,  qui  com  suam  furtiue  concnpisoentiam 
aspirant,  fortune  in  contrarium  operator,  Et 
narrat,  quod  cum  Neptunus  quandam  TirgineA 
nomine  Cornicem  solam  iuxta  mare  deambu- 
lantem  opprimere  suo  fhito  voluisiet,  enpeme- 
niens  Pallas  ipsam  de  manibus  eius,  viripittitaie 
aeruata  gratius  liberauit 

1  REDY  how  whilom  was  a  maide. 
The  fairest,  as  Ouide  saide, 
Whiche  was  in  hir  tyme  tho. 
And  she  was  of  the  chamber  also 
Of  Pallas,  whiche  is  the  goddesse. 
And  wife  to  Mars,  of  wbome  prowesse 
Is  youe  to  these  worthy  knightes. 
For  he  is  of  so  great  roightes, 
That  be  gouerneth  the  bataiie, 
Withouten  hym  maie  nought  auaile 
The  stronge  honde,  but  he  it  heipe, 
Tliere  maie  no  knight  of  armes  yelpe. 
But  he  fight  ynder  his  banerc : 
But  nowe  to  speke  of  my  matere, 
Tfais  faire  fresshe  tustie  maie. 
Alone  as  she  went  on  a  daie 
Upon  the  stroode  for  to  plaie. 
There  came  Neptunus  in  the  waie, 
Whiche  hath  the  sea  in  goueraance, 
And  in  his  berte  suche  plesance 
He  toke,  whan  he  this  maiden  sigh. 
That  all  bis  hert  aros  on  high. 
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For  he  80  lodeiiliclw  Tiiware 
Beheld  the  bemntee»  that  the  bore, 
And  cast  anone  within  hit  beite,    « 
That  she  hym  shall  no  waie  asterte, 
Bol  if  he  take  in  aoantage 
Fro  thiike  maide  somme  pilUge, 
Nought  of  the  brooches  ne  the  rynges. 
Bat  of  some  other  smale  thynges, 
He  thonght  parte,  er  that  be  went: 
And  hir  in  botbe  his  armes  bent. 
And  pat  his  honde  towarde  theooffe^ 
Where  to  robbe  be  made  a  profire^ 
That  lustie  treasour  for  to  Steele, 
Whicbe  passeth  other  goodesfele, 
Aod  cleped  is  the  maidenhead, 
'Whicbe  is  the  flours  of  womanhead. 

This  maide^whiche  Comix  by  natne 
Was  hote,  dredynge  all  shame, 
$igh»  that  she  might  nought  debate : 
And  well  she  wist,  he  wolde  algate 
Fulfille  his  histe  of  robberie: 
Anone  began  to  wepe  and  crie, 
And  saide:  O  Pallas  noble  qneno» 
9bewa  nowe  thy  might,  and  let  be  sene» 
To  kepe  and  saae  myn  hooonr, 
Helpe  that  I  lose  nought  my  flonre, 
Whicbe  nowe  voder  thy  key  is  loke« 

That  wcNfde  was  not  so  soone  spoke. 
Whan  Pallas  shope  recouire 
After  the  wille  and  the  desire 
Of  hif,  whicbe  a  maide  was : 
And  sodeinly  vpon  this  cas. 
Cut  of  hir  womanliche  kinde 
In  to  a  briddes  likenes  I  finde, 
She  was  traosibrmed  forth  withall. 
So  that  Neptunus  nothyng  stall 
Of  such  thyng  that  he  wolde  haue  stole. 

Wkh  fetbers  blacke  as  any  cole 
Out  of  his  armes  in  a  throwe 
She  fleth  before  his  eien  a  crowe, 
Whiebe  was  to  hir  a  more  delite. 
To  kepe  hir  maidenhead  white. 
Under  the  wede  of  fetbers  blacke, 
In  peries  white  than  forsake 
That  no  life  male  restore  agayne. 

But  this  Neptune  bis  herte  in  vayne 
Rath  vpon  robberie  sette. 
The  brid  is  flowe,  and  he  was  let. 
The  foire  maide  is  hym  escaped, 
YTherof  for  euer  he  was  beiaped. 
And  scorned  of  that  he  hath  lore. 

My  Sonne  be  thou  ware  tberfore, 
That  thou  no  maidenhead  stele, 
Wkerof  men  see  diseases  fele. 
That  haue  happened  in  sondrie  wise. 
So  as  I  shall  the  yet  deuise 
Another  tale  thervpon* 
Whicbe  feUe  by  olde  d^es  gone. 

Hie  ponit  evemphim  contra  istos  in  causa  viigini- 
tatis  lese  per  predones,  et  narrat  quod  cum  Ca- 
listo  regis  Lichaonis  mire  pulchritudinis  filia, 
suam  Tirginitatem  Diane  cooseruandam  castis- 
sima  yoniiset,  Et  in  siluam,  que  Tegea  dicitur, 
inter  alias  ibidem  nymphas  moraturam  se 
transtulisset,  lupiter  virgtnis  castitatem  subtili 
forto  sorripiens,  qoendam  filium,  qui  postea 
Archas  nominatns  est,  ex  ea  genuit,  vnde  luoo 
in  Calistonem  seuienSy  tius  pulcbritudinem  in 


Tne  turpissitte   defo|«it»tatt  Mbilo 
gurauit.  - 

KmOB  Uchaon  rpon  his  wife 
A  daughter  had,  a  goodly  life. 
And  dene  maiden  of  worthy  fame, 
Calistuna  whose  right  name 
Was  cleped,  and  of  many  a  lorde 
She  was  l>esought,  but  hir  accorde 
To  loue  might  no  man  wynne. 
As  she,  whiche  hath  no  lust  therione. 
But  swore  wKhin  hir  herte,  and  saide, 
I'bat  she  woll  euer  ben  a  maide. 
Wherfore  to  kepe  hir  selfe  in  pees 
With  suche  as  Amadriades 
Were  cleped  woodmaideos  tho, 
^nd  with  the  nympbes  eke  also. 
Upon  the  sprynge  of  freisbe  welles. 
She  shope  to  dwelle,  and  no  where  elles* 
And  thus  came  this  Calistona- 
Into  the  woodde  of  Tegea, 
Where  she  virginitee  behight 
Unto  Diane,  and  therto  plight 
Hir  trouth  vpon  the  bowes  grene. 
To  kepe  hir  maidenhead  clene. 
Whiche  aiterwarde  vpon  a  dale 
Was  priueliche  stole  awaie. 
For  lupiter  through  his  queintise 
From  hir  it  toke  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  sodenlicbe  foorth  withall 
Hir  wombe  arose,  and  she  to  swalt. 
So  that  it  might  not  be  hid 
And  thervpon  it  is  betid. 
That  Diane,  whicbe  it  herde  tdio 
In  priue  place  vnto  a  welle. 
With  Nympbes  al  a  oompanie 
Was  come,  and  in  a  ragerie 
She  saide,  that  she  bathe  woMe, 
And  bad  that  enery  maiden  8hold» 
With  hir  all  naked  bathe  also. 
And  tho  began  the  priuie  wo, 
Calistona  wex  rede  for  shame: 
But  thei  that  knewe  not  the  game. 
To  whom  no  suche  thyng  was  befoll, 
Anone  thei  made  hem  naked  all. 
As  thei  nothyng  wolde  hide. 
But  she  withdrewe  hir  euer  aside. 
And  nhtheles  in  the  floode. 
Where  that  Diana  hir  selfe  stoode. 
She  thought  to  come  vnpereeioed : 
But  therof  she  was  all  deceiued. 
For  whan  she  came  a  litell  night, 
Aod  that  Diana  hir  woQibe  sighe. 
She  said :  awaie  thou  foule  b^t. 
For  tbjrne  astate  is  not  honest 
This  chsLSt  water  for  to  touche. 
For  thou  hast  take  suche  a  touche, 
Whiche  neuer  male  ben  bole  ageyne. 
And  thus  goth  she,  whiche  was  forleine. 
With  shame,  and  the  Nympbes  fledde. 
Till  whan  that  nature  hir  spedde. 
That  of  a  sonne,  whicbe  Archas 
Was  named,  she  deliuered  was. 

And  tho  luno,  whiche  was  the  wife 
Of  lupiter  (wrothe  and  hastife 
In  purpose  for  to  do  vengeaunce) 
Came  forthe  vpon  thiike  chaaoce. 
And  so  Calistona  she  spake. 
And  set  vpon  hir  aaany  a  lacke 
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iBdaii:  anMetlMmafUUke, 

That  tboa  thy  werfce  migiit  not  fomke* 

A  tfaoa  TBgoodly  hypocrite. 

Thou  art  greatly  for  to  wite. 

But  oowe  thoa  shah  fall  tore  able 

That  Ukfl  ftdthe  of  micherie. 

That  tboQ  bast  both  take  and  do, 

Wherof  thy  foder  Lkhao 

Shall  not  be  glad,  trtian  he  it  wote, 

Of  that  hii  doughter  was  lo  bote, 

That  she  hath  broken  hir  chast  vowe : 

Bat  I  the  lhall  chastise  nowe. 

Thy  great  beantee  shall  be  tomed^ 

ThroQgh  iHiiche  that  thoa  hast  be  mestofaed. 

Thy  laige  froote,  thy  eien  greye 

1  shall  hem  chaisage  in  other  vaye, 

Aad  all  the  fetore  of  thy  (kct 

Is  soehe  a  wise  1  shall  delhoe, 

That  eaciy  man  the  shall  forbeare. 

With  that  the  likenes  of  a  beare 

She  toke,  and  was  forshapen  anooe. 

Within  a  tyme  and  thenrpon 

Befdle,  that  with  a  bowe  in  honde. 

To  hnate  and  game  for  to  fonde 

lo  lo  that  woodde  goth  to  plaie 

Hir  Sonne  Ardias,  aod  in  his  vaie 

It  bappeth  that  this  beare  caiae. 

And  whan  that  he  good  bede  navfe. 

Where  that  he  stode  Ynder  the  boogh. 

She  kneve  byni  well,  and  to  hym  drought 

For  thongh  aba  had  hir  fovme  lore. 

The  lone  waa  nonght  loit  theifore, 

Whicbe  kinde  hath  set  Tnder  his  lawe. 

Whan  she  mder  the  woodde  «hawe 

Hb  chiMe  bebe1d»  she  was  so  glad. 

That  she  with  both  Kir  armes  eprad, 

Ai  thongh  slie  were  in  womanhed, 

Toward  hym  oome,  and  toire  none  hede 

or  that  he  hare  a  bowe  hente, 

And  be  widi  that  an  aroae  bath  bent. 

And  gaa  to  teise  it  In  his  bowe, 

Ai  he  that  can  none  other  knowe, 

But  that  it  waa  a  beste  wiMe. 

But  lopiter,  whieha  woMa  rtiilde 
The  under,  and  the  somie  also, 
Ordeineth  for  hem  both  two. 
That  thei  for  eoer  were  sane. 

Bat  thns  my  sonne  thoa  might  bant 
Kasanple,  howe  that  it  is  to  iee> 
To  robbe  the  virginitae 
Of  a  yooge  Innocent  aweye. 

And  oner  thia  by  other  wwye, 

lo  okde  bokes  aa  I  rede 

Soche  nibbcrie  ia  for  to  drade, 

Aadaaaliclia  of  tUtkagood^ 

Whicheeneiy  woman  that  is  good, 

Demcth  for  to  kape  and  holde, 

At  wUhne  was  1^  dates  olde. 

F«  if  thoa  here  my  tale  wale 

or  that  was  tho,  thou  might  aoaBdele  . 

Of  olde  entampies  Uken  bade, 

Hoat  that  the  Boare  of  raaidenhede 

Was  thaka  tyme  hoUe  in  pris: 

And  so  it  was,  and  so  it  is. 

And  m  H  shaU  for  eoer  slonda: 

And  for  thoa  sbalt  it  fadaiatonde, 

Nove  herkan  a  tale  aeate  aewcade 
»istoi 


Hie  loqaitwr  da  Ttifinihatit  aoBmertnUoB^ 


Tbi 


dicit,  qnod  nnper  Impeiatovei  ob  taati 
dignitatem  ▼iigkubuscedebant  in  ria. 

Of  Rome  amonge  the  gestes  olde 
I  finde,  howe  that  Valery  tolde, 
That  what  men  was  tho  emperour 
Of  Rome,  he  thalde  done  honour 
To  the  virgin,  and  in  the  weye. 
Where  he  hir  mete,  he  shulde  obeya 
In  worship  of  virginitee, 
Whiche  was  tho  a  great  dignitee. 
Nought  onelicbe  of  the  women  tho. 
But  of  the  chaste  men  also 
It  was  commended  ouerall. 
And  for  to  tpeke  in  special], 
Touchend  of  men  ensample  I  finde« 


Hie  loquitur  qoaliter  Phirinus  iuuenum  Rome 
polcherrimus,  vt  iUesam  suam  yirginitatem  coa- 
aeniaret,  amboo  oculos  eruens  rultos  aui  deoa- 
rem  abhominabilem  constituit.. 

Phiriiius,  whiche  was  of  mans  kinde 
Abooe  all  other  the  faireste 
Of  Rome,  and  eke  the  comliett: 

Th9t  well  was  hir,  whiche  hym  might 
Beholde,  and  haoe  of  hym  a  sight 
Thus  was  he  tempted  ofte  sore. 
But  for  he  wolde  be  no  more 
Amonge  the  women  so  coueited. 
The  beautee  of  his  lace  streited 
He  hath,  and  pot  out  bothe  his  eien. 
That  all  women,  whicbe  it  seine. 
Than  afterwarde  of  hym  ne  rooght« 
And  thus  hit  maidenhead  he  boi^ht. 

So  may  I  proue  wel  for  thy, 
Aboue  all  other  vnder  the  tky. 
That  maidenhead  is  for  to  preise. 
Who  that  the  vertuet  wolde  peise, 
Whichf ,  as  the  Apocalipsis  recorded. 
To  Christe  in  heuen  best  acoordeth: 
So  may  it  shewe  well  therfore. 
As  I  haoe  tolde  it  here  to  fore« 
In  heoen,  and  eke  in  erth  al^o. 
It  is  accepte  to  bothe  two. 
Out  of  his  flesshe  a  man  to  liue, 
Gregorie  hath  this  ensample  yeue. 
And  saith :  it  shall  rather  be  tolde, 
Liche  to  an  angell  many  folde. 
Than  to  the  life  of  mans  kinde. 
There  is  no  reason  for  to  finde. 
But  onely  through  the  grace  ahone. 
In  flesshe  without  flesshely  loue 
A  man  to  liue  chaste  here. 
And  netheles  a  man  male  here 
Of  suche,  that  haue  bene  er  this. 
And  yet  there  bene,  but  for  it  is 
A  vertue,  whiche  is  selden  wonne: 
Nowe  t  this  matter  haue  begonne^ 
I  thynke  tellen  oner  more, 
Whiche  is  my  sonne  for  thy  lore* 
If  that  the  liste  to  taken  hede. 
To  trete  Tpon  the  maidenhede. 

Vt  rosa  de  spinis  spineto  preualet  ortat 

Et  lilii  floras  cespite  plora  valent: 
Sic  sibi  virginitas  carnis  sponaatiavincity 

Aeternos  flaetus  quae  sine  lahe  pant 

Tm  boke  8eith,thata  mans  life 
Upon  knii^thode  ia  a  warre  and  atrifo 
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Is  let  amonge  bis  ennemies, 

The  freyle  flessbe,  wboce  nature  is 

Ay  redy  for  to  spurne  and  fell, 

The  6r8t  foman  is  of  all. 

For  thiike  warre  is  redy  aie, 

It  warreth  night,  it  warretb  daie. 

So  that  a  man  hath  neuer  rest. 

For  thy  is  tbilke  knight  the  best, 

Through  might  and  grace  of  gods  sonde, 

"Whiche  that  bataile  maie  witbstoude, 

Wherof  yet  dwelleth  the  memorie 

Of  hem»  that  some  tyme  the  Tictorte 

Of  thiike  deadly  warre  hadden : 

The  high  prowe&se,  whiche  thei  ladden, 

Wheroif  the  soule  stode  amended. 

Upon  this  erthe  H  is  commended. 


Hie  loquitur,  qoaliter  Valentinianus  imperajtor, 
cum  ipse  octogeoarius  plures  prouincias  Romano 
Imperio  belliger  subiugauit,  dixit  se  super  om- 
nia magts  gaudere  de  eo,  que  contra  sue  caruis 
concupiscentiam  victoriam  optinnisset,  nam  et 
ipse  virgo  omnibus  diebus  Tite  sue  castissimos 
permansit. 

Ah  emperoar  by  olde  dales 
There  was,  and  he  at  all  assaics 
A  worthie  knight  was  of  his  honde, 
There  was  none  suche  in  all  the  londe. 
But  yet  for  all  his  vassellage. 
He  stode  vn  wedded  all  his  age. 
And  in  cronike  as  it  is  tolde. 
He  was  an  hundred  wynter  olde. 
But  whan  men  'wolde  his  dedes  peise. 
And  bis  knighthode  of  armes  preise. 
Of  that  he  did  with  his  hondes, 
Whan  he  the  kynges  of  the  londes 
To  his  Bubiection  put  vnder: 
Of  all  that  preise  hath  be  do  wonder. 
For  he  it  set  of  none  accounte, 
And  said,  all  that  maie  not  amounte 
Ayens  a  point,  whiche  he  hath  nome. 
That  he  his  flesshe  bath  ouercome. 
He  was  a  Yii^giney  as  he  saide, 
On  that  bataile  his  pris  he  laide. 

lio  nowe  my  sonne  auise  thee. 

Ye  f^er  all  this  maie  well  bee. 
But  if  all  other  dede  so. 
The  worlde  of  men  were  soone  ago. 
And  in  the  lawe  a  man  maie  finde, 
Howe  god  to  man  by  wey  of  kinde 
Hath  set  the  worlde  to  multiplie. 
And  who  that  woU  hym  iustifie, 
It  is  enough  to  do  the  lawe. 
And  netheles  your  good  sawe 
Is  good  to  kepe,  who  so  maie, 
1  wol  noai|;ht  there  ayen  say  naie. 

My  Sonne  take  it  as  I  say«. 
If  maidenhead  be  take  awaye, 
Without  lawes  oNlinaunce, 
It  may  not  faile  of  venge^uqce. 

And  if  thou  wolie  the  soth  witten, 
Bebolde  a  tale^  the  whiche  is  written 
Howe  that  ihe  kynge  Agamemnon, 
Whan  he  the  citee  of  lisbon 
Hath  wonhe,  a  maiden  there  he  fbnde, 
Whiche  was  the  fttirett  of  the  londe. 
In  thiike  tyme,  that  men  wist 
He  to^e  of  hii:  .what  bym  list 


Of  thyng,  whiche  was  most  predoof,    ■ 
Wherof  that  she  was  daungtrous. 
This  faire  maide  deped  it 
Chryseis,  the  doughter  of  Chrisisy 
Whiche  was  that  tyme  in  spedall 
Of  thiike  temple  prindpall, 
Where  Pbebus  had  bis  sacrifice : 
So  was  it  well  the  more  vice. 

Agamemnon  was  than  in  waye 
To  Troiwarde,  and  toke  a  waye 
This  maiden,  whiche  he  with  byte  Ud, 
So  great  lust  in  bir  he  had. 

But  Phebus,  which  hath  great  diadaia. 
Of  thajtr  his  maiden  was  fovlaio, 
Anone  as  he  to  Troie  came. 
Vengeance  vpon  this  dede  be  name. 
And  sent  a  commune  pestilence. 

Thd  soughten  than  her  euidenoe,. 
And  maden  calculacion, 
To  knowe  in  what  condicion 
This  deth  cam  \^  so  sodenly. 

And  atla.s1e  redily 
The  cause  and  eke  the  man  thei  fonder 
And  forth  with  ai  the  same  stdcmde 
Agamemnon  opposed  was, 
Whiche  hath  knowen  all  the  caa 
Of  the  folic,  whiche  he  hath  wrought : 
And  thenrpon  mercy  thei  sought 
Toward  the  god  in  sondrie  wise 
With  prayer  and  with  sacrifice. 

The  maiden  home  ayeae  thei  sende^ 
And  yafe  hir  good  enough  to  spende 
For  euer  whiles  she  wokle  line. 
And  thus  the  sinne  was  forgyua^ 
And  all  the  pestilence  seoed. 

Lo  what  it  is  to  ben  enoreecd 
Of  loue,  whiche  is  ylte  wonneb 
It  were  better  nought  b^^ne. 
Than  take  a  thjrng  without  lam, 
Whiche  thou  must  after  nedes  leue» 
And  yet  haue  maugre  forth  with  lU. 
For  thy  to  robben  oner  all 
In  lones  cause  if  thou  begynne,  ' 

I  not  what  ease  than  sbalt  wynoe. 

My  Sonne  be  well  ware  of  this. 
For  thus  of  robbery  it  it. 

My  fother  your  ezemplarit 
In  loues  cause  otrobberie^ 
I  haue  it  right  well  ▼nderttoadew 
But  oner  this  howe  so  it  stonde. 
Yet  wol  I  wite  of  your  apprise. 
What  thyng  is  more  of  couetiie. 

losidiando  latens  tempus  rimatur  et  honrm 
Fur  quibus  occulto  tempore  forta  parat: 

Sic  amor  insidiis  Tacat,  et  sub  tegmloe  ludct 
Prendere  furtiuoa  nocte  faaente  qacat 

Hie  tracUt  super  ilia  cupiditetis  specie,  qnsB  t»> 
cretum  latrocmium  dicitur,  cuius  natttra  casto* 
die  rerum  nesciente  ea  que  cupit,  tam  per  dien 
quam  per  noetem  absque  ttrepitu  dancuto  fu- 
ratur. 

WiTB  couetise  yet  I  fiode 
A  seruant  of  the  same  kinde, 
Whiche  stelth  is  bote,  and  micberie 
With  hym  is  euer  in  compaide» 
Of  whom  if  I  shall  telle  soothe. 
He  stalketb  as  a  peoocke  dbdthe; 
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And  taketii  hig  prtae  so  ooiierte» 

Tbftt  00  man  wote  it  in  aperte. 

For  wlian  he  wote  the  lorde  from  honuS, 

Than  woU  he  atalke  ahont  and  come. 

And  what  thyng  he  fint  in  his  wey, 

Whaa  that  he  seeth  the  men  awoy. 

He  stealeth  it,  and  goth  forth  withall, 

nat  therof  no  man  knowe  shall : 

And  eke  loll  ofte  he  goth  a  night, 

Witbottt  BOone  or  sterre  light. 

And  with  his  crafte  the  dore  mpiketh. 

And  tskelb  therin  what  hym  liketb. 

And  if  the  dme  be  so  sbette. 

That  he  be  of  his  eotre  lette. 

He  Will  in  at  the  wyndowe  crepe 

Aod  while  the  lorde  is  fast  a  slepe. 

He  sleleth,  what  thyng  hym  best  lisC^ 

And  goth  Iris  wey  er  it  be  wist, 

FbH  ofte  also  by  light  of  dale. 

Yet  wolf  he  Steele,  and  make  assaie : 

Under  the  cots  his  honde  he  pat, 

TOI  be  the  mans  pun  haue  cut. 

And  rifley  that  he  fint  therin: 

And  Ihos  be  annlreth  hym  to  wyn, 

And  bcaieth  an  horn,  and  nonfat  ne  bloweth 

For  no  maa  of  his  oooosaile  knoweth> 

What  he  maie  gette  of  bis  micbynge. 

It  is  an  bille  wnder  the  wjrnge. 

Asd  as  an  iKraode  that  goth  to  folde 

ind  hath  there  take  what  he  wolde. 

His  Booth  Tpon  the  gras  be  wipetb, 

Aod  so  with  feigned  ebere  hym  slipetb. 

That  what  an  eoer  of  sbepe  he  strangle, 

There  is  no  amn  therof  shall  iangle^ 

And  for  to  knowe  who  it  dede 

Rigbt  so  dotbe  stelthe  in  enery'stede. 

Where  as  hym  list  bis  preie  take, 

He  can  so  well  his  cause  make, 

And  so  well  leigne*  and  so  well  glose, 

That  there  ne  shall  no  man  suppof^^ 

Hot  that  he  were  an  innocent. 

And  thus  a  mans  eie  be  blent. 

So  that  this  cmfte  1  male  remeae 

Witbonten  beipe  of  any  mene. 

There  be  loners  of  that  degree, 
Whiche  all  her  lust  in  priuetee. 
As  who  saith  getten  all  by  stelth, 
And  ofte  atteinen  to  great  welth. 
As  for  the  tyme  that  it  lastetb. 
For  lone  awaytetb  euer,  and  casteth 
Howe  he  maie  stele,  and  catche  his  praie. 
Whan  be  therto  maie  fiode  a  way. 
For  be  it  night,  or  be  it  daie. 
He  taketh  his  parte,  whan  that  he  maie. 
And  if  he  maie  no  more  do, 
Yet  woll  he  stele  a  cnsse  or  two. 

if  7  Sonne  what  saist  thoa  therto  ? 
Telle  if  thoQ  didst  euer  so } 
Myfotherbow?    My  sonne  thus: 
If  thoa  bast  stole  any  cosse. 
Or  other  thyng,  whiche  therto  loogeth. 
For  no  man  suche  tfaenest  hongetb : 
TeOeon  for  thy,  and  saitb  the  trouth. 

My  father  naye,  and  that  is  routh. 
For  by  my  wille,  I  am  a  tbefe, 
Bat  the,  that  is  to  me  most  I^e 
Yet  durst  I  neoer  in  priuetee 
Noogbt  ones  take  hir  by  the  knee 
To  Steele  of  bir,  or  this,  or  that : 
And  if  1  dusty  I.wote  well  what. 


And  netbeles  but  if  I  lie. 

By  stelth  ne  by  robberie 

Of  loue,  whiche  fell  in  my  thought. 

To  hir  did  I  neper  nought. 

Bnt  as  men  seyne,  where  herte  is  failed. 

There  shall  no  castell  be  assailed. 

But  though  I  had  hertes  ten. 

And  were  as  stronge  as  all  men. 

If  I  be  not  myn  owne  man, 

And  dare  not  vsen,  that  I  can, 

I  maie  my  selfe  not  recouere, 

Thopgh  I  be  man  neuer  so  pouere. 

I  beare  an  herte,  and  hirs  it  is 

So  that  me  faileth  wit  in  tbtSy 

Hou'e  that  I  shuide  of  myne  accorde 

The  seruant  lede  ayenst  the  lorde. 

For  if  ray  foote  wolde  owhere  go. 

Or  that  my  honde  wolde  els  do, 

What  that  my  herte  is  there  againe. 

The  remeoant  is  all  in  ?i^ne. 

And  thns  me  lacketh  all  wele. 

And  yet  ne  dare  I  nothyng  stele 

Of  thyng,  whiche  longeth  vnto  loue: 

And  eke  it  is  so  high  abone^ 

I  maie  not  well  therto  areche. 

But  if  so  be  a  tyme  of  speche 

Full  seMe,  if  than  I  stele  maie 

A  worde  or  two,  and  go  my  waie. 

Betwixte  hir  high  estate  and  me 

Comparison  there  maie  none  be : 

So  that  I  fele,  and  well  I  wote. 

All  iff  to  heuy  and  to  bote 

To  set  on  honde  without  leue. 

And  thus  I  mot  algate  leue 

To  stele,  that  I  maie  not  take. 

And  in  this  wise  I  mote  forsake 

To  ben  a  thefe  ayen  my  wille 

Of  thyng,  whiche  I  maie  not  fulfille. 

For  that  serpent,  whiche  neuer  slept. 
The  flees  of  golde  so  well  ne  kepte 
•In  Colchos,  as  the  tale  is  tolde, 
That  my  lady  a  thousand  folde 
Nis  better  zemed,  and  bewaked, 
Where  she  be  clothed,  or  be  naked. 
To  kepe  hir  body  night  and  daie 
She  hath  a  wardein  redy  aie. 
Which  is  so  wounderfull  a  wight. 
That  hym  ne  male  no  mans  might 
With  swerd,  ne  with  no  wepon  daunts, 
Ne  with  no  sleight  of  charme  enchant, 
Wherof  be  might  be  made  tame. 
And  Danger  is  bis  right  name, 
Whiche  vnder  locke,  and  vnder  key. 
That  no  man  may  it  stele  awey. 
Hath  al  the  tresour  vnder  fonge. 
That  vnto  loue  maie  belonge: 
The  lest  lokyn{$e  of  bir  eye 
Maie  not  be  stole,  if  be  it  sey. 
And  who  so  grutcheth  for  so  lite. 
Me  wold  soone  set  a  wite 
On  hym,  that  wolde  stele  more. 
And  that  me  greueth  wonder  sore. 
For  this  prouerbe  is  euer  newe, 
That  stronge  looker  maken  trewe 
Of  hem  that  woiden  stele  and  pike. 
For  so  wel  can  there  no  man  slike 
By  hym  ne  by  no  other  mene, 
To  whom  Danger  wol  yeue  or  lena 
Of  that  tresour  he  hath  to  kepe : 
So  though  I  wold  staike  an^  crepe. 
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And  waite  6ii  tuc,  and  ekff  on  morowe, 

Of  Danger  shal  I  nothyng  boiowe : 

And  ftele  wet  ne  mai«  I  nought. 

And  tiras  I  am  right  wel  bethought. 

While  Danger  stont  in  his  office; 

Of  stelth,  whiche  ye  dope  a  rioe, 

I  shall  be  giltie  neuer  mo* 

Therfbre  I  wold  he  were  ago 

So  fer,  that  I  neuer  of  bym  herde, 

Howe  so  that  afterward  it  ierde. 

For  than  1  might  yet  percas 

Of  lone  make  some  purchas 

By  stelth,  or  by  some  other  «aye, 

That  nowe  fro  me  stont  fer  aiaaye. 

But  feder  as  ye  toikle  aboae 
How  stelth  goth  a  ntghl  for  lone, 
1  may  not  wel  thac  pointe  forsake. 
That  oft  tymes  I  oe  wake 
.  On  nightes,  whan  that  other  siepe. 
But  howe,  I  pray  you  take  kepe,  - 
Whan  I  am  lodged  in  suche  wise. 
That  I  by  night  maie^arisey 
At  some  wyndowe  and  lokeo  out. 
And  see  the  howsinge  al  about. 
So  that  I  maie  the  chamber  knowe. 
In  whiche  my  ladie,  as  I  trowe, 
Lieth  in  hir  bed,  and  slepeth  softe : 
Than  is  myn  hect  a  thefe  full  ofte. 
For  there  I  stonde  and  beliotde 
The  longe  nightea,  that  ben  colde. 
And  thynke  on  hir,  that  lieth  them: 
And  than  I  wisshe,  that  I  were 
Als  wise  as  was  Nectanabos, 
Or  elles  as  was  Protheus, 
That  couthen  both  of  Nigromance, 
In  what  Hkenesse,  in  wlmt  semblance, 
Right  as  hym  list  hym  selfe  transforme. 
For  if  I  were  of  snche  a  forme, 
I  sey  than, I  wolde  flee 
In  to  hir  chamber  for  to  aee, 
If  any  grace  wold  falle : 
So  that  I  might  vnder  the  palle 
Some  thyng  of  loue  pike  and  stele. 
And  thus  I  thipke  jthonghtes  fole : 
And  though  there  of  no  thyng  be  sotb. 
Vet  ease  as  for  a  tytoe  it  dotiu 
But  at  last  whan  1  flnde^ 
That  I  am  fall  in  to  my  minde. 
And  see,  thiat  I  haue  stonde  longe. 
And  bane  no  profite  Tnderfonge : 
Than  stalke  I  to  my  bedde  within* 
And  this  is  all  that  euer  1  winne 
Of  tone,  whan  I  waike  on  night, 
My  will  is  good,  but  of  my  might 
He  lacketh  both,  and  of  my  gmce. 
For  who  so  that  my  thought  embrace, 
Tet  haue  I  nought  the  better  feidew 
My  fother  lo,  n6we  haue  ye  herde. 
What  I  by  stelth  of  loue  baue  do. 
And  howe  my  wiDe  hath  be  therto^ 
K I  be  worthie  to  penance, 
I  pot  it  to  your  .ordinance* 

My  Sonne  of  stelth  f  the  bebete. 
Though  it  be  for  a  tyme  swete. 
At  ende  it  dooth  but  litell  good. 
As  by  ensample  howe  that  it  stood 
Whilom,  I  maie  the  tell  nowe. 

I  pray  you  fother  teU  me  howe. 

My  Sonne  of  him,  whiche  goth  by  dale 
By  way  of  ttolthe  to  asMie 


In  tones  came,  and  taketh  his  prsie, 
Ouide  saide,  as  I  shall  sale 
And  in  his  Methamor  he  tolde 
A  tale,  whiche  is  g^to  holds. 

Hie  in  amoris  causa  super  islo  ItftfoeiBio,  qnod  de 
nocte  contingit,  poatt  ezemphim.  Et  narrat, 
qood  cum  Lenaihea  Oroawi  Om  in  eameris 
subarcta  matris  custodia  Titgo  presennbatnr, 
Pbebus  eius  pniehrttadineai  concuptscens  in 
conclaue  domos  dara  lues  sobiBtnms,  TiifioM 
podidtaam  naatre  abaente  defloratift,  vade  ipsa 
impregnata  iratos  pater  fillam  snam  ad  sepe- 
lieodum  vivam  effbdit,  ex  cuiua  tumnlo  florem, 
quern  solsequium  Tocant,  dknznt  tunc  cons** 
quenter  primitas  acreuisse. 

The  poet,  vpoo  this  matere 

Of  stelth,  wrote  in  this  manere. 

Venus,  whiche  hath  the  lawe  in  bonde 

Of  thyng,  whiche  male  not  be  wilbstoade. 

As  she,  whiche  the  tresoure  to  waida 

Of  loue,  bath  within  hir  warde, 

Phebus  to  loue  hath  so  constreignedf 

That  he  without  rest  is  peined 

With  all  his  beate  to  ooueyte 

A  maiden,  wbicbe  wak  warded  streyte 

Within  chambre,  and  kepte  so  close. 

That  selden  was,  whan  she  disclose^ 

Goth  with  hir  mother  for  to  plaie^ 

Leochotfaea,  so  as  men  sale. 

This  maidon  bight,  and  Orchamoa 

Hir  fother  was :  and  befolle  tfan% 

This  doughter,  that  was  kept  so.dere,^ 

And  had  ben  fro  yere  to  yere. 

Under  hir  mothers  disdpline^ 

A  dene  maide,  and  a  riigine: 

Upon  the  wose  natiuitee. 

Of  comely  head,  and  of  beautea 

Nature  hath  set  all  that  she  maie 

That  liche  vnto  the  fressbe  maie, 

Whiche  other  monethes  of  the  yeie 

Surmonnteth :  so-  without  pere 

Was  of  this  maiden  the  feytnre, 

Wherof  Phebus  out  of  measure 

Hir  louetfa,  and  on  enery  side 

Awaiteth,  if  so  may  betide, 

That  he  through  any  sleight  might 

Hir  lustie  maiden  head  vnrigfat. 

The  whiche  were  all  his  worldes  welth. 

And  thns  lurkynge  Tpon  his  stelth. 
In  his  awaite  so  longe  be  lais. 
Till  it  befell  vpoo  a  dale. 
That  he  through  out  bircbambre  wall 
Came  in  all  soddnliche,  and  stall 
That  thyng,  that  was  to  hym  so  liefc : 
But  wo  the  while,  he  was  a  thefe. 
For  Venus,  whiche  was  eaemia 
Of  thilke  looes  micherie, 
DisoooereUi  all  the  plaine  caas 
To  Climene,  whiche  than  was 
Towarde  Phebus  his  concubine. 

And  she  to  let  the  couine 
Of  thilke  loue,  deadly  wrothe 
To  plein  Tpon  this  maide  she  goth. 
And  tolde  hir  fether  howe  it  stoode  & 
Wherof  for  sorowe  well  nigbe  woods. 
Unto  hir  mother  thus  be  saide : 
Lo  what  it  is  to  kepe  a  maide  ? 
To  Phebtti  dare  I  nothyng  speke. 
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ftol  vpoii  bir  it  thall  b«  wnkt, 
So  that  tbeie  maidens  afttr  this 
Mome  take  enample^  what  it  is 
To  aafte  her  naidea  bead  be  stole, 
Wbcrof  ttet  she  the  deth  shall  thole: 
Aod  bed  «kh  that,  to  make  a  pitte» 
Wherin  he  hath  his  dougfater  sette. 
As  he  that  voA  ■•  pitee  haue, 
So  that  she  was  all  quieke  begimoe, 
And  deide  aaoae  in  his  presence. 
Bat  Phebu,  for  the  reoerence 
or  that  sbe  had  ben  his  loue. 
Hath  wonghty  through  his  power  aboue^ 
That  she  apfonge  rp  out  of  the  molde 
la  to  a  flonret  was  named  goldoy 
VhtdM  stoote  fouerned  of  the  sonne. 

And  thus  whan  loue  it  enill  wonne, 
¥dl  ofte  it  eometfa  to  lepentaile. 

My  Inder  that  is  no  meruaile, 
Vhan  that  the  counseil  Is  bewreyed: 
But  oft  tyme  lone  hath  pleyed, 
And  gfeelle  nsany  a  prioe  game, 
Wkiche  aener  yet  cam  in  to  Uame 
Whan  that  the  thynges  weren  hid. 
Bnt  in  yonre  tale  as  it  betid, 
VcMU  discooereth  all  the  cas. 
And  eke  also  brade  date  it  was. 
Whan  Phebos  soche  a  stelthe  wrought, 
Wherof  the  maide  in  blame  he  brought. 
That  afterward  she  was  so  lore. 
Bat  for  ye  saiden  nowe  to  fore, 
Hoare  stelth  of  lone  goth  by  night. 
And  deth' bis  thynges  out  of  light, 
Therof  me  lust  also  to  here 
A  tale  liche  to  the  matere, 
Whcffof  1  flsight  ensample  take. 

My  good  Sonne  for  thy  sake. 
So  as  it  befeUe  by  daies  olde. 
And  80  as  the  poet  it  tolde, 
Upoo  the  nigbtes  micberie, 
Nowe  herkea  a  tale  of  poesie. 

Hie  pooit  exempimi  super  eodem,  quod  de  nocte 
contii^t.  £t  narrat  qualiter  Hercules  cum 
lok  in  quadam  spelnnca  nobili,  Thophis  diota, 
•■b  monte  Tmolo,  rbi  sylna  Bacohi  est,  hospi- 
cio  pemoctarunt.  Et  cum  ipsi  variis  lectis  se- 
pavatim  iaeentes  dormieront,  contigit  tectum 
Herenlis  ▼estimeotis  lole,  tectum  quod  lole 
pclle  leonis,  qua  Hercules  indocbatur,  operiri : 
super  quo  Faunns  a  syhia  descendens  speloo- 
cam  snbintrauit,  temptans  si  forte  cum  lole  sue 
eoncnpiscentie  Yohiptatem,  nesciente  Hercule 
Ibrari  posset.  Et  cum  ad  tectum  HercuUs  mu- 
lidbfi  palpate  reste  ez  casu  pemenisset,  putans 
loka  foisse,  cnbiculom  undo  corpors  iogredi- 
tnr:  qnem  sentiens  Henrales  manibus  appre* 
hensom  ipsnm  ad  terram  ita  fortiter  allistc,  vt 
impoCeas  sui  corporis  eSectus  rsqne  mane  ibi* 
dem  requieoit,  Vbi  Saba  cum  Nymphis  sylues- 
tribos  supemenieos,  ipsum  sic  illusnm  deride* 
bat. 

TBI  mightiest  of  all  men 
Whan  Hercules  with  loleo, 
Whicbe  was  the  lone  of  bis  courage. 
To  getber  rpon  a  pilgremage 
Towarde  Rome  shulden  go. 
It  foil  hem  by  iKe  waie  so, 
That  tbd  rpon  a  date  a  caue 
WkhiD  a  Toche  foonden  haaei 


Whiche  was  roiall  and  glorioosy 
And  of  entaile  curiobs, 
By  name  and  Thophis  it  was  hole : 
The  Sonne  shone  tho  wonder  bote. 
As  it  was  iu  the  somer  tide. 

This  Hercules,  whiche  by  his  side 
Hsith  lolen  his  loue  there, 
Whau  thei  at  tbilke  caue  were. 
He  seyd,  he  thought  it  for  the  best. 
That  she  bir  for  the  bete  rest 
All  thiike  daie,  and  thiike  night. 
And  she  that  was  a  lustie  wight. 
It  liketh  bir  all  that  he  seyde. 
And  thus  thei  dwell  yet  and  pleyde 
The  longe  daie,  and  so  beflU 
This  caue  was  rnder  the  by  11 
OfTmolus,  whiche  was  begrowc 
With  vines,  and  at  thiike  throws 
Faunus  with  Saba  the  goddesse. 
By  whom  the  large  wilderaesse 
In  thiike  tyme  stode  gooemed. 
Were  in  a  place,  as  I  am  lerned, 
Nigbe  by,  whicbe  Bacchus  woodde  highU 

This  Faunus  take  a  great  insight 
Of  lelen  that  was  aowe  nighe. 
For  whan  that  he  bir  beautie  sigbe. 
Out  of  bis  wit  he  was  assoted 
And  in  his  herte  it  hath  so  noted. 
That  he  foraoke  the  Nimphes.all, 
And  sayde,  he  wolde,  howe  so  it  foil, 
Assaie  an  other  for  to  winne: 
So  that  his  hertz  thought  within 
He  set,  and  cast,  howe  that  it  might 
Of  loue  pike  awaie  by  night. 
That  be  by  daie  in  other  wise 
To  stele  might  not  soflse:     . 
And  thervpon  bis  time  awaiteth. 
Now  take  good  hede  howe  lone  vthtiM 
Jlym,  whicbe  with  all  is  ouercome* 
Faire  lolen  whan  she  was  come 
With  Herctdes  in  to  the  caue. 
She  sayde  hym,  that  she  wolde  bane 
His  clothes  o^  and  hirs  bothe. 
And  echo  of  hem  shuld  other  doth. 
And  all  was  do  right  as  she  bad. 
He  hath  bir  in  his  clothes  clad. 
And  cast  on  hir  his  golion, 
Whiche  of  the  skin  of  a  lion 
Was  made,  ai  he  rpon  tlie  weie 
It  slough :  and  ouer  this  to  pleie 
She  toke  his  great  mase  also. 
And  knit  it  at  hir  gyrddl  tho  s 
So  was  she  liche  the  man  arraied. 
And  Hercules  than  hath  assaied 
To  clothen  hym  in  hir  arrais : 
And  thus  tbei  iape  forth  the  daie. 
Till  that  her  souper  redy  were. 
And  whau  thei  hadden  souped  there, 
Thei  shopen  hem  to  go  to  rest, 
And  as  it  thought  hem  for  the  best. 
They  bad,  as  for  thiike  night. 
Two  sondry  beddes  shuld  be  dight^ 
For  th«i  iogeder  linge  nolde. 
Because  that  tbei  offer  wolde 
Upon  the  morowe  her  sacrifice. 
The  seniantes  didden  her  oAoe, 
And  sondry  beddes  made  anone; 
Wherin  that  they  to  rest  gone 
Eche  by  hem  seHe  in  sondry  place. 

Fayre  lolen  hath  set  the  i 
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Besides  bir  beddes  head  abooe, 
And  with  the  clothes  of  bir  loue 
She  hilled  all  hir  bedde  aboute : 
And  he,  whiche  nothyog  had  in  doute, 
Hir  wimple  woode  aboute  hiscbeke, 
Hir  kyrtell,  and  hir  mantell  eke, 
Abrode  vpon  his  bedde  be  spredde : 
And  thus  thei  slepen  botbe  a  bedde. 
"What^of  tranaile,  what  of  wioe. 
The  seruantes  like  to  drookeo  swine 
Began  for  to  route  faste. 
This  Faunas,  whiche  his -steltb  cast, 
Was  than  comen  to  tbe  caue. 
And  fbnde  thei  were  all  saue 
Without  noyse,  and  in  he  went. 
The  derke  night  bis  sight  blent. 
And  yet  it  happed  hym  to  go, 
Where  loleu  a  bedde  tho 
Was  layde  alone  for  to  slepe. 
But  for  he  wolde  take  kepe, 
¥rhose  bedde  it  was,  he  made  assale> 
And  of  a  lion  where  be  laie 
The  cote  he  foande,  and  eke  he  feleth 
The  mace,  and  than  his  herte  kdeth. 
That  there  durst  be  not  abide. 
But  stalketh  vpon  euery  side, 
And  sought  about  with  his  honde. 
That  other  bedde  tyll  that  be  fonde. 
Where  laie  bewympled  a  visage : 
Tho  was  he  glad  in  bis  courage. 
For  be  hir  kirtell  fonde  also. 
And  eke  hir  mantell  both  two   . 
Bespred  vpon  the  bed  alofte. 
He  made  hym  naked  than,  and  softe 
Into  the  bed  vnware  he  crepte. 
Where  Hercules  that  tyme  slepte^ 
And  wende  well  it  were  she. 
And  thus  in  stede  of  lole 
Anone  he  profreth  hym  to  loue. 
But  he,  whiche  felte  a  man  aboue. 
This  Hercules  hym  threwe  to  grounde 
So  sore,  that  th^  baue  hym  founde 
Lyggende  there  vpon  the  morowe. 
And  tho  was  nought  a  Utell  sorowe. 
That  Faunus  of  hym  selfe  made/ 
But  e)s  thei  were  all  glade, 
And  lottgb  hym  to  scome  aboute. 
Saba  with  Nymphes  all  a  route. 
Came  downe  to  loke  howe  it  ferde : 
And  whan  that  thei  the  soth  herde. 
He  was  beiaped  ouerall. 

My  «onne  be  thou  ware  with  all 
To  secbe  suche  micheries,  . 
But  if  thou  baue  the  better  aspies, 
In  aunter  if  the  so  betide. 
As  Faunns  did  thilke  tide: 
Wherof  thou  might  be  shamed  so. 

Myn  holy  iader  certes  no. 
But  if  I  had  right  good  leue, 
Suche  micherie  I  thinke  leue. 
My  faynt  herte  woll  not  seme. 
For  maogre  woMe  I  not  deserue 
|n  thilke  place,  where  I  loue. 
But  for  ye  tolden  here  aboue. 
Of  couetise  and  his  pillage. 
If  there  be  more  of  that  lignage, 
Whiche  toucbeth  to  my  shrifte,  I  praie. 
That  ye  therof  me  wolde  sale, 
So  that  1  male  the  vice  eschewe. 

Sonne  if  I  by  order  sbewe 
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The  vices,  as  thei  stoode  a  roife 
Of  couetise^  thou  sbalt  knowe. 
There  is  yet  one,  Wbkhe  is  the  last. 
In  whome  there  maie  no  vertue  last. 
For  he  with  god  hym  selfe  debateth, 
Wherof  that  all  the  henen  hym  hateth 

Sacrilegus  tantom  fnrto  loca  sacra  prophasat, 
Vt  sibi  sint  agri,  lic  domus  alma  dei. 

Nee  locus  est,  in  quo  noB  temptat  amaaa,  qui 
amatur, 
Si  quae  posse  nequit,  carpero  velle  capit. 

Hie  tractat  super  vltima  Capiditatis  specie,  que 
sacrileginm  dicitur,  cuius  furtum  ea  que  altis- 
simo  sancti6cantur  bona  dcpredans,  ecclcsie 
tantum  spoliis  insidiatur. 

Thjb  high  god,  whiche  all  good 
Purueied  hath  for  mans  foode, 
Of  clothes  and  of  meate  and  dryuke. 
Bade  Adam,  that  he  shuld  swynke. 
To  getten  hym  his  substance : 
And  eke  be  set  an  ordinance 
Upon  a  lawe  of  Moyses, 
That  though  a  man  be  haueles. 
Vet  shall  he  not  by  theft  stele. 
But  nowe  a  dales  there  ben  fele. 
That  woll  no  labour  vndertake. 
But  what  thei  male  by  stelth  take^ 
Thei  holde  it  sikerliche  vvonne. 
And  thus  the  lawe  is  ouerroune, 
Whiche  god  bath  set,  and  namely 
With  hem  that  so  vntruly 
The  gooddes  robbe  of  holy  churche. 
The  theft,  whiche  thei  than  wucche. 
By  name  is  cleped  Sacrilege, 
Ayen  the  whom  I  thinke  allege. 
Upon  the  pointes  as  we  ben  taught, 
Stont  Sacrilege,  and  elles  nought.' 

The  first  point  is  for  to  saye^ 
Whan  that  a  thefe  sball  stele  awaia 
The  holy  thyng  from  holy  place. 

Tbe  seoonde  is,  if  he  pnrchace 
By  waye  of  theft  vnholy  thynge, 
Whiche  he  vpon  bis  knowlageynge 
Fro  holy  place  awaie  toke. 

The  thirde  point,  as  saieth  the  boke. 
Is  suche,  as  where  as  ener  it  be, 
lu  woodde,  in  folde,  or  in  citee. 
Shall  no  mau  stele  by  no  wise. 
That  halowed  is  to  tbe  aeruite 
Of  god,  whicbe  all  thynges  wotte. 
But  there  is  nother  eold  ne  hotte, 
Whiche  he  for  god  or  man  woll  spare. 
So  that  tbe  body  maie  wel  ftire, 
And  that  he  male  the  world  escape, 
Tbe  beuen  hym  thynketh  is  but  a  iapew 
And  thus  the  sooth  for  to  telle,  < 
He  rifeleth  both  boke  and  beDe, 
So  forth  with  all  the  remenant. 
To  gods  hows  appertinant 
Where  that  be  shulde  bidde  bis  bede^ 
He  doth  his  theft  in  holy  stede, 
And  taketh  what  thyng  he  fint  tberin. 
For  whan  he'8eeth,thathe  maie  wyn» 
He  wonneth  for  no  cursidnesse. 
That  he  oe  breketh  tbe  holynesse. 
And  doth  to  god  no  ceuerence^ 
For  he  bath  lost  his  conscience. 
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That  thoagb  the  prette  therfure  curse. 
He  sdtb,  he  Ikreth  not  the  wune. 
And  for  to  speke  it  other  wife. 
What  man  that  lasseth  the  franchise. 
And  taketb  of  holy  cburche  bis  praie, 
I  not  what  hades  he  shall  praie, 
WhMi  be  fro  god,  whiche  bath  yeue  all, 
The  purpartie  in  special], 
Whiche  vnto  Christe  hym  selfe  is  dae, 
Bynemcth,  be  male  not  wel  eschue 
The  peine  comyn;  afterwarde. 
For  he  hath  made  his  Ibrewai^e, 
With  Sacrilege  for  to  dwetle, 
Whiche  bath  his  heritage  in  belle. 

Hie  tractat  precipue  de  tribus  sacrilegis,  quorum 
THUS  fait  Antiocbus,  alter  Nabuzardan,  tertius 
Nabi^odonosor. 

Ax D  if  ire  rede  of  thotdf?  lawe, 
I  finde  vritte  in  thiike  lawe 
Of  princes,  howc  there  weren  three 
CoIpaMe  sore  in  this  degree. 
That  one  of  hem  was  cleped  thiy. 
The  proude  kynge  Antiocbus. 
That  other  Nabusardan  bight, 
Whiche  of  his  cruettee  behight 
The  temple  to  distroie  and  waste : 
And  so  be  did  in  all  baste. 
The  thirde,  whiche  was  after  shamed, 
Was  Nabogodonosor  named : 
Aad  be  Hiemsalem  put  vnder, 
CVttcrilege  and  many  a  wonder 
I'bere  in  the  holy  temple  be  wrought, 
Whicbe  Balthasar  bis  beire  abougbt. 

Kuta  descripta  in  pariete  tempore  regis  Baltbasar, 
qusB  fuity  Mane  Tecbel  Phares. 

Whar  Mane  Techel  Phares  writte 

Was  on  the  walle,  as  thou  might  witte. 

So  as  the  bible  it  bath  declared. 

Bat  for  al  that  it  is  nought  spared 

Tet  DO  we  m.  daJe,  that  men  ne  pi  lie, 

Aod  maken  ar^ment  and  skiila 

To  sacrilege  as  it  belongeth. 

Fur  wliat  man  that  there  after  longetb. 

He  taketb  none  bede,  what  he  dootb. 

And  if  a  man  shall  telt  sooth 

(>f  gile,  and  of  sobtilitee, 

U  none  so  sligh  in  his  degree. 

To  feigne  a  thyng  for  bis  beyete. 

As  is  this  vice,  of  whiche  I  trete : 

He  can  ao  prinfliche  pike. 

He  caa  so  well  bis  wordes  slike, 

To  put  awaie  snspiciao. 

That  in  bis  excusacion 

There  shall  no  man  defaute  6nde. 

And  thus  foil  ofte  men  be  blinde. 
That  stonden  of  his  worde  deceiued, 
Er  his  qoeintise  be  perceiued. 
fiat  oetbeles  yet  other  while. 
For  all  his  stettb,  and  all  his  gile^ 
Of  that  be  wolde  his  werke  forsake. 
He  is  atteint,  and  ouertake : 
Wherof  thoo  shalte  a  tale  rede. 

Hie  loqritrr  de  illis,  qui  laruata  conscicntia  sacri- 
legium  sibi  licere  Bngunt.    £t  narrat,  quod  cum 
qoidam  Lucius  Clericus,  fiimosus  et  imperatori 
▼OL.IL 


notus,  deum  suum  Apollinem  in  tempio  Rome 
de  anulo  sno,  pallio,  et  barba  aurea  spoliasset, 
ipse  tandem  apprehensus,  et  coram  imperat^re 
accusatus,  taliter  se  ezcusando  ait :  Anulum  a 
deo  recepl,  quia  ipse  digito  protenso  ex  sua  Iar<- 
gitate  anulum  hunc  gratiose  mihi  obtulit.  Pal- 
lium ex  lamine  aureo  constructum  tuli:  quia 
aurum  maxime  ponderosum  et  frigidum  natura- 
liter  consistit  Vnde  nee  in  estate,  propter 
pondus,  nee  in  hyeme  propter  frigus  ad  dei  ves- 
tes  Ttile  foit:  Barbara  a  deo  deposui,  quia  ip- 
sum  patri  suo  assimqlare  volui.  Nam  et  Apol- 
lo stetit  absque  barba,  iuuenis  apparuit,  Etsie 
ea  que  gessi  non  ex  furto,  sed  ex  bonestate  pro- 
cessisse  manifeste  declaraui. 

£r  Rome  came  to  the  creanee 
Of  Christis  feith  it  felle  perchance, 
Cesar,  whiche  tho  was  emperour, 
Hym  list  for  to  doone  honour 
Unto  the  temple  Apollinis, 
And  made  an  image  vpon  tins. 
The  whiche  was  cleped  Apollo, 
Was  none  so  riche  in  Rome  tho. 

Of  plate  of  golde  a  berde  he  had, 
The  whiche  his  brest  all  ouer  spradde. 

Of  golde  also  without  faile 
His  mantell  was  of  large  entaile. 
Be  sette  with  perrey  all  about : 
Forth  right  he  straught  his  finger  out. 
Upon  the  whiche  he  had  a  rynge. 
To  seen  it  was  a  riche  thyng, 
A  fine  carbuncle  for  the  nones, 
Moste  precious  of  all  stones. 

And  fell  that  tyme  in  Rome  thus. 
There  was  a  clerke  one  Lucius, 
A  courtier,  a  famous  man. 
Of  euery  witte  somwhat  he  can. 
Out  take  that  hym  lacketh  rule. 
His  owne  estate  to  guyde  and,  rule: 
Howc  so  it  stode  of  his  spekynge, 
He  was  not  wise  in  his  dooynge 
But  euery  riote  at  last 
Mote  nedes  falle,  aod  maie  not  laste. 
After  the  nede  of  his  deserte : 
So  felle  this  clerke  in  pauerte. 
And  wist  uot  howe  for  to  rise, 
Wherof  in  many  a  sondrie  wise 
He  cast  his  wittes  here  and  ther. 
He  loketh  nigh,  he  loketh  ferre. 
Till  on  a  tyme  that  he  come 
Into  the  temple,  and  bede  nome> 
Where  that  the  god  Apollo  stoodK 
He  sigh  the  riches,  and  the  good. 
And  thought  he  wolde  by  some  waie 
The  treasure  ptcke  and  stele  awaie: 
And  thervpon  so  sleighly  wrought. 
That  his  purpose  ab<^t  he  brought. 
And  went  awey  vuaperceued : 
Thus  hath  the  man  his  god  deceiued. 
His  rynge,  his  mantell,  and  his  berde. 
As  be  whicbe  notbyng  was  aferde. 
All  priuely  with  hym  be  bare. 
And  whan  the  wardeins  were  ware. 
Of  that  her  god  despoiled  was. 
Hem  thought  it  was  a  wonder  cas» 
Howe  that  a  man  for  any  wele, 
Durste  in  so  holy  place  stele. 
And  namely  so  great  a  tbyng. 
This  tale  came  vnto  the  kyng. 
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And  Vfii  tbtough  spokeii  ouerall* 
But  for  to  koowe  io  Bpeciall, 
What  maner  man  hath  do  the  dede, 
Thei  soughten  helpe  vpon  the  nede. 
And  maden  calculacion, 
Wiierof  by  demonstracion  ' 
The  man  was  founde  with  the  goo^: 
In  iu^emeiit  and  whan  he  stnbde 
The  kynge  hath  asked  of  hym  thusi 

Sey  then  vnsely  Lucius, 
Why  hast  thou  done  this  sacrilege? 

My  lorde,  if  I  the  cause  allege, 
(Sued  he  ay^ne)  nic  thynketh  this. 
That  I  haue  do  nothyng  amis. 
Thre  pointes  ther  ben,  wfiich  f  haue  do, 
Wberof  the  firste  point  stant  so, 
That  I  the  rynge  haue  take  awaye: 
Unto  that  point  this  woll  I  saye. 
When  I  the  god  bcheldc  about, 
I  sigh,  howe  he  his  honde  streught  out. 
And  profred  me  the  rynge  to  yeue. 
And  I,  whiche  wolde  gladly  line 
Out  of  pouertee^  through  bis  laigesse, 
it  vnderfiinge,  so  that  I  gesse. 
And  therof  am  noo^fht  to  wite« 

And  ouermore  I  woll  me  quite, 
Of  golde  that  I  the  mantell  toke: 
Goide  in  his  kynde,  as  saitbe  the  bokc. 
Is  heuy  both  and  colde  also. 
And  for  that  it  was  hvuy  so, 
Me  thought  it  was  no  garnement 
Unto  tbe  god  conuenienf, 
To  clothen  bym  tbe  sommer  tide. 
1  thought  vpon  that  other  side, 
Howe  gold  is  colde,  and  sucbe  a  clothe 
By  reason  ought  to  be  lothe 
In  wynter  tyme  for  the  chele. 
.And  thus  thynkende  thougbtes  feLe, 
As  I  myn  eie  aboute  <Aste, 
His  laige  berde  than  at  lastd 
I  sigh,  and  thougbC  a  none  tberfore, 
Howe  that  his  father  hym  before, 
Whicbe  stode  vpon  tbQ  same  place. 
Was  berdles,  with  a  yongly  face. 
And  in  suche  wise,  as  ye  haue  bei^e, 
I  toke  away  the  sonnes  berde. 
For  that  his  father  had  none, 
To  make  hem  licbe,  and  here  vpon 
I  aske  for  to  ben  excused.  ., 

Lo  thus  where  sdcrilegio  is  vsec^ 
A  man  can  feigne  his  couscience. 
And  right  vpon  suche  euidence. 
In  loues  cause  if  I  shall  treate. 
There  ben  of  suChe  small  and  great. 
If  thei  BO  leyfer  finde  elles, 
Thei  wol  not  xvondc  for  the  belles, 
Ke  though  thei  see  the  preest  at  masse^ 
That  thei  wol  leten  ouerpasse, 
If  that  thei  finde  her  lone  there, 
Tbei  stonde  and  tille  in  hir  ere. 
And  aske  of  god  none  other  grace. 
While  thei  ben  in  that  holy  place. 
But  er  tbei  gon  some  auantage 
There  will  thei  haue,  and  som  pillieige 
Of  goodly  wordcs,  or  of  beheste. 
Or  elles  thei  take  at  leste 
Out  of  bir  bonde  a  lynge  or  glone. 
So  nigh  tbe  weder  thei  will  houe: 
As  who  saith,  she  shall  not  foryet, 
JHowe  I  tbU  token  of  bir  haue  gete* 


Thus  balowe  thei  tbe  bi«  fesle^ 
Suche  thefte  maie  no  churcbe  areite/ 
For  ail  is  lefull  that  hem  liketh. 
To  whom  that  elles  it  misliketb. 

And  eke  right  in  the  selfe  kinde 
In  great  citees  men  may  finde 
This  lustie  folke,  that  make  bem  faye^ 
And  waite  vpon  the  holy  daye. 
In  churches,  and  in  ninstres  eke 
Thei  gon  the  women  for  to  seke. 
And  where  that  suche  ona  goth  aboute 
To  fore  the  fairest  of  the  route. 
Where  as  thei  sitten  all  a  rewe, 
There  wille  be  moste  big  body  shewe^ 
His  croked  kempt,  and  tbervpoo  set 
An  ouche,  with  a  cbapelet: 
Or  elles  one  of  grene  leues, 
Whicbe  late  come  out  of  tbe  greues. 
All  for  he  shulde  seme  firemhe. 
And  thus  he  loketh  on  bis  dessbe, 
Right  as  an  hauke,  whicbe  bath  a  sight 
Upon  the  fowie,  there  be  shall  light. 
And  as  he  were  p  fiiirie. 
He  sheweth  hym  to  for  her  eie 
In  holy  place,  where  tbei  sitte, 
Al  for  to  make  her  hertes  flitte. 

Hitf  eie  no  where  woll  abide. 
But  loke  and  prie  on  enery  side 
On  hir  and  hir,  as  hym  U»t  liketh < 
And  other  while  a  monge  he  siketb. 

Thinketh  one  of  bem  that  was  for  me. 
And  so  there  thynken  two  or  thre. 
And  yet  he  loueth  none  of  all, 
But  where  as  euer  his  chance  hlL 
And  netheles  to  sey  a  sooth. 
The  cause  why  that  he  so  dooth, 
Is  for  to  stele  an  berte  or  two 
Out  of  the  churche  er  that  he  go. 
And  as  I  said  it  here  abooe. 
All  that  is  sacrilege  of  loue. 
Fur  well  maie  be  he  steleth  awaie 
That  be  neuer  after  yeld  maie. 

Telle  me  for  thy  my  sonne  anone. 
Hast  thou  do  sacrilege  or  none,. 
As  I  haue  said  in  this  manere } 

My  fader  as  of  this  matere, 
I  will  you  telle  redily 
What  I  haue  do,  but  truly 
I  may  excuse  myn  entent. 
That  f  neuer  yet  to  churche  went 
In  suche  maner,  as  ye  me  shriue^ 
For  no  woman  that  is  on  Hue. 
The  cause  why  I  haue  it  laft. 
May  be,  for  I  vnto  that  crafte 
Am  nothyng  able  for  to  stele. 
Though  there  be  women  not  so  fele. 
But  yet  wille  I  not  sey  this, 
Whan  I  am  there  my  lady  is. 
In  whom  lieth  holy  my  quarale. 
And  she  to  churche,  or  to  chappele 
Wdll  go  to  matens  or  to  messe: 
That  tyme  I  waite  well  and  gesse. 
To  churche  I  come,  and  there  1  stonde. 
And  though  I  take  a  boke  on  honde, 
My  countenande  is  on  the  boke. 
But  toward  hir  is  all  my  loke. 
Aud  if  so  falle,  that  I  praie 
Unto  my  god,  and  som  what  saie 
Of  Fater  noster,  or  of  Crede, 
All  is  for  that  I  wolde  spcde.^ 
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So  that  ny  bedo  in  holy  chiirche 

There  mi^t  som  miracle  wurche^ 

Mj  ladis  hertc  for  to  chaunge, 

Wkiche  eiier  bath  be  to  me  bo  straunge: 

So  that  til  my  deuodon. 

And  all  my  conteoiplaeion, 

With  all  myn  berte  and  my  corage,- 

k  ooely  set  on  bir  ymage. 

And  euer  I  waite  vpon  the  tide^ 

ifibe  loke  aoy  tbyng  aaide, 

Tbat  I  me  maie  of  bir  auiae, 

Aoow  I  am  with  conetiae 

Sotmite,  tbat  me  were  lefe 

To  be  in  holy  chnrcbe  a  thefe, 

Bot  not  to  ttele  a  veatement. 

For  that  is  nothyng  my  talent. 

Bat  I  wolde  stele,  if  that  I  might, 

A  glad  worde,  or  a  goodly  sight. 

And  eoer  my  seruice  I  profere, 

Aad  namely  whan  she  woll  goue  offre^ 

For  than  I  lede  hir,  if  I  maie. 

For  lomvbat  wolde  I  stele  awaie^ 

Whao  I  beclippe  bir  on  the  wast^ 

Tetatlestlsteleataatei 

Aod  other  while  grant  mercy 

She  »ith,  and  so  wynne  I  tbeiby 

A  losty  toocbe,  a  good  worde  eke. 

Bat  all  the  remenant  to  aeke, 

Ii  fro  my  purpos  wonder  ferre. 

So  maie  I  saie^as  I  B»ide  erre, 

Ib  holy  cborcbe  if  tbat  I  wowe. 

My  conscience  I  wolde  allowe, 

fie  so  tbat  vp  amendement, 

I  might  gete  assignement, 

Where  for  to  spede  in  other  place, 

Socbe  sacrilege  I  bolde  a  grace. 

Aad  thus  my  £ather  sooth  to  sale. 
In  chnrche  right  as  in  the  waie. 
If  I  might  ought  ot  loue  take, 
Sacbe  hansell  haue  I  nought  forsake.. 
Bat  finally  I  me  confesse, 
There  is  in  me  no  bolynesse^ 
While  I  hir  see  in  holy  stede: 
And  yet  for  onght  that  euer  1  dede^ 
No  sacrilege  of  hir  I  toke, 
But  if  it  were  of  worde  or  loke, 
OreUiftbatlhirfrede, 
Whan  I  towarde  offryng  bir  lede. 
Take  therof  what  I  Uke  maie: 
For  els  bear*  I  nought  awaie. 
For  though  I  wolde  ought  els  haoe. 
All  oUier  thynges  t>ene  so  saue. 
And  kepte  with  suche  a  priuilege. 
That  1  maie  do  no  sacrilege. 
God  wote  my  wit  netbeles. 
Though  1  must  nedes  kepe  pees. 
And  maugre  myn  so  let  it  passe, 
My  vill  tberto  is  not  the  lasse. 
If  I  mifbt  other  wise  awaie. 

For  thy  my  father  1  you  praie^ 
Tdl  what  you  thinketh  tberrpon. 
If  I  therof  bane  gilte  or  none. 

Thy  will  my  sonne  is  for  to  blame. 
The  remenant  is  but  a  game. 
That  1  haue  the  tolde  as  yit. 
Bat  take  this  lore  in  to  thy  wit. 
That  all  tbyiig  bath  tyme  and  stede: 
The  churebe  seruetb  for  the  bede. 
The  chambie  is  of  an  other  specbe. 
But  if  tfaoQ  wiit«ft  jof  the  wrecbe, 


Howe  sacril^e  ithstb  siboughf. 
Thou  woldest  bettre'be  bethought, 
And  for  thou  sbalte  the  more  amende, 
A  tale  I  will  on  the  dispende. 

Hie  in  amoris  causdi  super  istius  vitii  arttculo  ponit 
exemplum,  £t  narrat  pro  eo  quod  Paris,  Priami 
regis  filius  Helenam  Menelai  vxorem  in  quadam 
Grecie  Insula  a  templo  Veneris  sacrilegus  ab- 
duxityillaTroie  famosissima  obsidia  per  vniuersa 
orbis  climata  diuulgata  precipue  causabat,  ita 
quod  huiusmodi  sacril^um  don  itolum  ad  ipsius 
regis  Priami,  oiuniumque  suorum  interitum,  sed 
ad  -perpetnam  Trbis  desoIaUonem  vindicte  fomi* 
tern  ministrabat. 

To  all  men,  as  who  saitb,  knowe 

it  is,  and  in  the  worlde  through  blowe^ 

Howe  that  of  Troie  Lamedod, 

To  Hercules,  and  to  lason. 

Whan  toward  Colcbos  out  of  Orece 

By  sea  seilend  vpon  a  pece 

Of  londe  of  Troie  reste  preyde: 

But  he  wrothfully  conieyde: 

And  for  thei  founde  hym  so  villeyne* 

Whan  thei  came  in  to  Orece  ageyne, 

With  power,  that  thei  get  might, 

Towardes  Troie  thei  hem  dight: 

And  there  thei  toke  sacbe  vengeance, 

Wherof  stant  yet  the  remembrance. 

For  thei  destroied  kynge  and  all. 

And  leften  but  the  brent  walle. 

The  grekes  of  Troiens  many  slOwe, 

And  pritoners  thei  toke  enowe: 

Amonge  the  whicbe  there  was  one, 

The  kynges  dongbter  Lamedon, 

Bssiona  the  foire  thynge, 

Whicbe  vnto  Thelamon  the  kynge 

By  Hercules,  and  by  thassent 

Of  ail  the  holle  parliament. 

Was  at  bis  wille  yeue  and  graunted. 

And  thus  bath  Grece  Troie  daunted. 

And  home  thei  tounie  in  suche  manere. 

But  after  this,  nowe  shalt  thou  here 

The  cause  why  this  tale  I  telle. 

Upon  the  chances  that  befelle. 

Kynge  Lamedon,  tvhicbe  deide  thus. 
He  bad  a  sonne  one  Priamus, 
Which  was  nought  thiike  tyme  at  home: 
But  whan  he  herde  of  this,  he  come. 
And  fonde  howe  the  citee  was  falle^ 
Whiche  he  began  anon  to  walle. 
And  made  there  a  citee  newe. 
That  tliei,  whiche  other  londes  knewe, 
Tho  seiden,  that  of  lyme  and  stone 
In  all  the  worlde  so  &ire  was  none: 
And  on  tbat  o  side  of  the  towne 
The  kynge  let  m«ke  Ilion, 
That  high  toure,  that  stronge  place, 
Whiche  was  adrad  of  no  manace. 
Of  quarele,  nor  of  none  engyne: 
Aod  though  men  wolden  make  a  myne. 
No  mans  crafte  it  might  approche. 
For  it  was  set  ypon  a  roche. 
The  walles  of  the  towne  about 
Hem  stode  of  all  the  worlde  no  dcut. 
And  after  the  proporeion, 
Sixe  gates  were  there  of  the  towne. 
Of  suche  a  forme,  of  suche  entaile. 
That  hem  to  see  was  great  meruaile. 
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The  dicbes  wereo  brode  and  depe, 
A  fewe  men  it  might  kepe 
From  all  the  worlde,  as  semeih  tbo. 
But  if  the  goddes  weren  fo. 
Great  prees  VDto  that  citee  drough, 
Sp  that  there  was  of  people  enough^ 
Of  burgeisthat  theriD  dwellen. 
There  maie  no  mans  tunge  tellen, 
Howe  that  citee  was  riche  and  good. 

Whan  a  I  was  made,  and  all  well  stoode^ 
Kynge  Priamus  tho  hym  bethought. 
What  thei  of  Grece  whilom  wrought. 
And  what  was  of  her  sworde  deuoured. 
And  howe  his  sister  dishonoured. 
With  Thelamon  awaie  was  lad. 
And  tho  thrnkende  he  waxte  vnglad. 
And  sette  anone  a-parliment:  • 
To  whicbe  the  lordes  were  assent. 
In  many  a  wise  there  was  spoke, 
Howe  that  thei  migbten  ben  awroke. 
But  at  the  last  netheles 
Thei  saiden  all,  accorde  and  pees 
'  To  setten  eoery  parte  in  rest 
It  thought  hem  than  for  the  best. 
With  reasonable  amendement. 
And  thus  was  Antbenor  forth  sent. 
To  aske  Esiona  ageyno, 
And  wittcn  what  thei  wolde  scjme. 

So  passetb  be  the  sea  by  barge 
To  Grece,  for  to  sey  his  charge^ 
The  whicbe  he  saide  redily 
Unto  the  lordes  by  and  by. 
But  where  he  spake  in  Grece  aboute, 
He  herde  nought  but  wordes  stoute* 
And  namelicbe  of  Thelamon : 
The  maiden  wolde  he  not  forgone 
He  saide  for  no  maner  thyng. 
And  bad  hym  gone  home  to  his  kyng. 
For  there  gate  be  none  amende, 
For  ought  he  couth  do  or  sende. 

This  Antbenor  ayene  goth  home 
Unto  his  kynge,  and  whan  he  come, 
He  tolde,  in-  Grece  of  that  be  berde: 
And  bowe  that  Thelamon  answerde, 
And  bowe  thei  were  at  her  aboue, 
That  thei  wol  neither  pees  ne  looe, 
But  euery  man  shall  done  his  best.  , 

But  for  men  seyen,  that  night  bath  rest. 
The  kyng  bethought  iiym  all  that  nighty 
And  erely  whan  the  dale  was  light. 
He  toke  councell  of  this  roatere. 
And  thei  accorde  in  this  manere. 
That  be  withouten  any  let, 
A  certeync  tyme  shulde  set 
A  parlement  to  ben  auised, 
And  in  this  wise  it  was  auised. 
Of  parlement  he  set  a  dale, 
And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  Maie. 
This  Priamus  bad  in  his  igfat 
A  wife,  and  Hecuba  she  bight: 
By  whom  that  tyme  eke  bad  he 
Sonnes  fiue,  and  doughters  thre, 
Besiden  hem  and  thirty  mo, 
And  weren  knightes  also  tho, 
But  not  vpon  bis  wife  begete,  - 
But  els  where  be  inight  hem  gete 
Of  women,  whicbe  he  had  knowe, 
Suche  was  the  worlde  that  ilke  throwe: 
So  that  he  was  of  children  riche. 
So  tberof  was  no  man  bym  liche. 


Of  parlement  the  daie  was  come. 
There  bene  Jordes  aU  and  some. 
Tbo  was  pronounced  and  purposed. 
And  all  the  cause  was  hem'disclosed, 
Howe  Antbenor  in  Grece  ferde.     . 
Thei  sitten  all  still  and  Jierde. 
And  tho  spake  euery  man  aboate. 
There  was  alledged  many  a  doate. 
And  many  a  proude  woide  spoke  also^ 
But  for  the  moste  parte  as  tbo, 
Thei  wi&ten  not  what  was  the  beste. 
Or  for  to  warre,  or  for  to  reste. 
But  be  that  was  without  fere 
Hector  amonge  the  lordes  there 
His  tale  tolde  in  suche  a  wise. 
And  saide:  Lordes  ye  ben  wise^ 
Ye  knowen  this,  as  well  as  I, 
Aboue  all  other  most  worthy 
Stant  nowe  in  Grece  the  manbod. 
Of  worthynes  and  of  knigbthod. 
For  who  so  will  it  wel  agrope, 
To  bem  belongeth  all  Europe, 
Whicbe  is  the  third  parte  euen 
Of  all  the  worlde  vnder  the  heuen: 
And  we  be  but  of  fblke  a  fewe* 
So  were  it  reson  to  escliewe 
The  perill,  er  we  fall  therin: 
Better  is  to  leue  than  begin 
Thyng,  whiche  as  maie  not  beo  acbened. 
He  is  not  wise,  that  finde  hym  greoed. 
And  doth  so,  that  his  greue  be  more. 
For  who  that  lokethall  tofore. 
And  woll  not  see,  what  is  bebynde: 
He  maie  full  ofte  his  barmes  finde. 
Wicke  is  to  striue,  and  baoe  the  worse. 
We  haue  encheson  for  to  cone. 
This  wote  I  well,  and  for  to  bate 
The  grekes,  but  er  that  we  debate 
With  bem,  that  ben  of  suche  a  might. 
It  is  full  good^  that  euery  wight 
Be  of  hym  selfe  right  well  bethought.  • 
But  as  for  me  thus  saye  I  nought. 
For  while  that  my  life  woll  stonde. 
If  that  ye  take  werre  in  honde, 
Falle  it  to  best,  or  to  the  werst, 
I  shall  my  seluen  be  the  ferst 
To  greuen  hem,  what  euer  I  maie, 
I  wolle  not  ones  sale  naie 
To  thyng,  which  that  your  counceii  demetb. 
For  vnto  me  welle  more  it  quemeth 
The  werre  certes  than  the  pees. 
But  this  I  saie  netheles. 
As  me  belongeth  for  to  saie: 
Nowe  shape  ye  the  beste  waie. 

When  Hector  hath  saide  bis  aoise. 
Next  after  hym  tbo  spake  Paris, 
Whicbe  was  his  brother,  and  aleyed, 
Whan  hym  best  thought,  thus  he  seyde. 

Stronge  thyng  it  is  to  suffer  wronge. 
And  su^r  shame  is  more  stronge: 
But  we  bane  suffred  both  two, 
And  for  all  that  yet  haue  we  do 
What  so  we  might  to  reforme 
The  pees,  whan  we  in  suche  a  forme 
Sent  Antbenor,  as  ye  well  knowe. 
And  thei  hir  great  woides  blowe 
Upon  her  wrongfhll  dedeseke. 
And  who  that  woll  not  hym  selfe  m«ke 
To  pees,  and  list  no  reason  take. 
Men  seyn,  reason  wil  bym  fomke. 
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For  in  the  multitiide  of  men 
!•  not  the  streogtbe,  for  with  ten 
It  hath  be  sene  in  trewe  quarele 
Ayeue  an  lionderd  false,  dele, 
And  bad  the  better  of  gods  graces 
Thus  hath  be&Ue  in  many  place. 
Aad  if  it  like  vnto  yoa  all, 
I  wille  asaaie  howe  so  it  &Ue, 
Oar  enemies  if  I  maie  greue. 
For  I  bane  caught  a  great  beleue 
Upon  a  paint  I  vol  declare. 

Thb  ender  daie  as  [  gan  fore . 
To  hoote  Tnto  the  grreat  herte, 
Wbiche  was  tofore  myti  houndet  sterte, 
Aad  eoery  man  went  on  his  side, 
Hym  to  pursi  we,  and  I  to  ride 
B^n  to  chase,  and  sooth  to  saie. 
Within  a  while  out  of  my  waie 
I  rode,  and  nist  where  I  was: 
Aad  slepe  me  caught,  and  on  the  grasse 
Beside  a  wclle  I  leyd  me  downe 
To  siepe,  and  in  a  vision 
To  me  th«  god  Mercurie  came,. 
Goddesses  thre  with  hym  he  nam, 
Mioeraey  Venus,  and  luno: 
And  in  his  hoade  an  apple  tho 
He  hdde  of  goMe,  with  letters  writte: 
And  this  be  did  me  to  witte, 
Howe  that  tbei  put  hem  vpon  mee, 
That  to  the  foirest  of  hem  three. 
Of  golde  that  apple  sbolde  I  yeue. 
With  eche  of  hem,  tho  was  I  shryue. 
And  eche  one  faire  me  behight: 
Bat  Venus  saide,  if  that  she  might 
Tbst  apple  of  my  yefte  gette. 
She  wolde  it  neoermore  foryete, 
Asd  saide«  bo\re  that  in  Grece  londe 
Sb«  wold  bryog  in  to  myn  honde 
Of  all  this  erth  the  fairest. 
So  that  me  thought  it  for  the  best, 
To  hir  and  yafe  the  apple  tho. 
Thus  hope  1  well,  if  that  I  go. 
That  she  for  me  woll  so  ordeine. 
That  tbei  matere  lor  to  pleine 
Sfcutl  baoe,  er  that  I  come  ayene. 

Nowe  bane  ye  berde,  that  I  woll  seyne, 
Ssy  ya,  what  stant  in  your  auis. 
And  eoery  man  tho  saide  his. 
And  soodrie  causes  tbei  recorde: 
But  at  last  tbei  accorde. 
That  Paris  shall  to  Orece  wende 
Aad  tbus  the  parliament  toke  ende. 

Cassandra  whan  sjie  berde  of  this, 
Tbe  wbiche  of  Paris  sister  is: 
Aaoae  sbe  gan  to  wepe  and  wayle. 
And  saida  alas^  whiit  may  vs  ayle: 
Fottnoe  with  bir  Uynde  whele 
Ne  won  nought  let  vs  stonde  wele. 
For  this  1  dare  well  Tndertake, 
That  if  Paris  his  way  take. 
As  it  is  nide,  that  be  shall  do, 
We  ben  for  ener  than  vndo. 
The  whicbe  Cawaiidra  than  bight. 
In  an  tbe  woilde  as  it  beareth  sight, 
la  bokes  as  men  fiade  writte. 
Is  that  Sybille,  of  whom  ye  witte. 
That  all  men  yet  clepen  sage: 
Wban  that  sbe  wist  oiF  this  viagey 
How  Paris  shall  to  Greoe  &re, 
Ko  wonMB  might  woise  fore. 


Ne  sorowe  more  than  she  dede. 
,  And  rfght  so  in  the  same  stede 
Ferde  Helenus,  whiche  was  hir  brother, 
Of  prophecy  and  suche  another: 
And  all  was  holdebut  a  iape, 
So  that  the  purpose,  whicbe  was  shape. 
Or  were  hem  lefe,  or  were  hem  lotbe. 
Was  holde:  and  in  to  Grece  goth 
This  Paris,  with  his  retenance. 
And  as  it  fell  vpon  his  chance. 
Of  Grece  he  londeth  in  an  ile. 
And  hym  was  tolde  tbe  same  while 
Of  folke,  whicbe  he  began  to  freyne, 
Tho  was  in  tbeyle  queue  Heleyne: 
And  eke  of  count ren  there  aboute 
Of  ladies  many  a  lusty  route. 
With  mochel  worthy  people  also.  * 
And  why  thci  comeii  tbedertho. 
The  cause  stode  in  suche  a  wise. 
For  worship  and  for  sacri6ce, 
That  thei  to  Venus  wolden  make. 
As  thei  to  fore  had  vndertake: 
Some  of  good  will,  some  of  behest. 
For  than  was  hir  highe  fest 
Within  a  temple,  whicbe  was  there. 

Whan  Paris  wist,  what  thei  were, 
Anone  he  shope  his  ordinance 
To  gone  to  done  his  obeisance 
To  Venus,  on  bir  holy  daie: 
And  did  vpon  his  best  araie. 

With  great  richesse  he  hym  behongetb. 
As  it  to  suche  a  lorde  belongeth. 
He  was  nought  armed  netheles. 
But  as  it  were  in  londe  of  pees: 
And  thus  he  goth  forth  but  of  ship. 
And  taketh  wiUi  hym  his  felauship. 
In  suche  manere,  as  I  you  saie. 
Unto  the  temple  he  helde  his  waie. 

Tidyng,  whiche  goth  ooerall, 
To  great  and  small  forthe  withall. 
Come  to  the  queues  eare,  and  tolde, 
Howe  Paris  came,  and  that  he  wolde 
Do  sacrifice  to  Venus. 
And  wban  she  herdc  toll  thus. 
She  thought,  howe  that  it  euer  bee. 
That  she  will  hym  abide  and  see. 

Forth  Cometh  Paris  with  glad  visage 
In  to  the  temple  on  pilgremage. 
Where  vnto  Venus  the  goddesse 
He  ytoeth,  and  oifreth  great  richesse. 
And  prayeth  hir,  that  he  pray  wolde. 

And  than  aside  he  gan  beholde 
And  see,  where  that  this  lady  stode. 
And  he  forthe  in  his  fresshe  mode 
Goth  there  she  was,  and  made  hjr  chere. 
As  he  wellcouth  in  his  manere ; 
That  of  his  wordes  suche  plesance 
Sbe  toke,  that  all  bir  aqueintance, 
Als  ferforth  as  the  herte  laye 
He  stale,  er  that  he  went  awaye. 
So  goth  he  forthe,  and  toke  his  leae. 
And  thought  anone,  as  it  was  eue. 
He  wolde  doone  his  sacrilege, 
Tliat  many  a  man  sbulde  it  abedge. 

Whan  he  to  ship  ayene  was  come. 
To  hym  he  hath  his  counsaile  nome. 
And  all  deuised  tbe  matiere. 
In  suche  a  wise  as  thou  shalt  here. 

Within  night  all  priuely 
His  men  be  warneth  by  aod  by. 
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That  thei  be  redy  finned  jMone 
For  certeine  thyng,  whiche  is  to  doDd. 
And  thei  anone  ben  redjr  all. 
And  echone  other  gan  to  call, 
And  went  hem  oat  ypon  the  ttronde. 
And  toke  a  purpoae  there  a  londe. 
Of  what  tbyuge  that  thei  wolden  do, 
Towarde  the  temple  and  forth  thei  go. 

So  felJe  it  of  deuocion, 
Heleyne  in  contemplaciony 
With  nmny  an  other  worthy  wight, 
Wai  in  the  temple  and  woke  all  night. 
To  bidde  and  praye  vnto  jLhimage 
Of  Venns,  as  wps  than  vsage. 
So  that  Paris  right  as  hym  list. 
In  to  the  temple  er  thei  it  wist 
Came  with  his  roen  all  sodenly, 
And  all  at  ones  se^  askrie 
In  hem,  whiche  in  the  temple  were. 
iPor  tho  was  muche  peple  there, 
^nt  of  defence  vftta  no  boote, 
So  suffren  their,  that  suffre  mote. 

Paris  vnto  the  qnene  weute. 
And  hir  in  both  his  armes  bente 
With  hym,  and  with  bis  felanship. 
And  forth  thei  beare  hir  vnto  ship. 
yp  goth  the  saile,  and  forth  thei  wente: 
And  suche  a  wynide  fortune  hem  sent. 
Till  thei  the  hanen  of  Troie  caught, 
Where  out  of  ship  anone  thei  straught. 
And  gone  hem  forth  towarde  the  towne: 
The  whiche  came  with  procession 
Ayene  Paris,  to  sene  bis  praie. 
And  euery  man  began  to  saie 
To  Paris,  and  %o  his  felauship. 
All  that  thei  cputhen  of  worship. 
Was  none  so  littell  man  in  Troie, 
That  he  ne  made  mirthe  and  ioye. 
Of  that  Paris  had  w,onnen  Heleynis. 

But  all  that  mirthe  is  sorow  and  peyne 
To  Helenus,  and  to  Cassandre. 
For  thei  it  tojden  shame  and  sklandre 
And  losse  of  all  the  common  grace, 
That  Paris  out  of  holy  place 
By  stelth  hath  take  a  mans  wifos 
Wherof  he  shall  lese  bis  life. 
And  many  a  worthy  man  therto. 
And  all  the  citee  be  fordo, 
Whiche  neuer  shall  be  made  ayene. 
And  so  it  fell  right  as  thei  seyne: 
The  sacrilege  whiche  he  wrought 
Was  cause,  why  the  grekes  sought 
Unto  the  towne,  and  it  belaie. 
And  wolden  neuer  parte  awaie. 
Till  what  by  sleight,  and  ivfaat  by  strength. 
They  had  it  wonne  in  brede  and  length. 
And  brente,  and  slayne,  that  was  within. 

Kowe  se  my  ^ne  suche  a  synne 
Is  sacrilege  in  holy  stede. 
Beware  therfore  and  bid  thy  bede, . 
And  do  nothypg  in  holy  churche, 
But  that  thou  might  by  reason  worche. 

And  eke  take  hede  of  Achilles, 
Whan  he  vnto  his  loue  chees 
PoHxena,  th^t  was  also 
In  holy  tem(>le  of  Apollo, 
Whiche  was  the  cause  why  he  diede^ 
And  all  bis  luste  was  leide  aside.      * 

And  Troilus  vpon  Creseide 
Also  his  first  lou^  leyd^ 


In  holy  place,  and  howe  it  ferde, 
As  who  seith,  all  the  worlde  it  herde: 
Forsake  he  was  for  Dioniede, 
Suche  was  of  loue  his  last  mede. 

For  thy  my  soone  I  wolde  rede| 
By  this  ensample  as  thou  might  rede, 
Secbe  els  where  thou  wilte  tkry  grace. 
And  ware  the  well  in  holy  place. 
What  thou  to  krae  do  or  8p«ke, 
In  annter  if  it  so  he  wreke. 
As  thou  hast  herde  me  tell  to  fore. 
And  take  good  hede  also  therfore: 
Upon  the  forme  of  auarioe, 
More  than  of  any  other  vice, 
I  bane  deuided  in  parties 
The  branches,  which  of  companies. 
Through  out  the  worlde  in  generall. 
Be  nowe  the  ledersouer  all. 
Of  couetise,  and  of  periurie. 
Of  fisls  brocage,  and  of  vsurie, 
Of  scarcenes  and  of  vnkyndeship, 
Which  neuer  drough  to  felaushi)». 
Of  Tobberie  and  of  priue  sCelth, 

Whiche  done  is  for  the  worides  weltb. 
Of  rauine,  and  of  sacrilege, 

Which  maketh  the  conscience  agrege. 

All  though  it  male  riches  atteyne. 

It  floureth,but  it  shall  not  greyne 

Unto  the  fmtte  of  rightwisnesse. 

But  who  that  wokfe  do  laigesse 

Upon  the  reole,  as  it  is  yeue, 

So  might  a  man  in  trouth  line 

Toward  his  god,  and  eke  also 

Toward  the  worlde:  for  both  two. 

Largesse  awaiteth  as  belongeth, 

To  neither  part  that  he  ne  wrongeth : 

He  kepeth  him  selfa,  he  kepeth  bis  frendes^ 

So  stant  he  saufe  to  both  his  endes. 

That  he  excedeth  no  measure. 

So  well  he  can  hym  selfe  measure, 

Wherof  my  sonne  thou  shalt  witte 

So  as  the  philosophe  hath  writte, 

Prodigus  et  parens  duo  sunt  extremaqvic  laigns. 
Est  horum  medius  plebis  in  ore  bonus. 

Nota  hie  de  rirtote  largitatis,  que  ad  oppositom 
auaricie  inter  duo  extrema  videlicet  perci- 
moniam  et  prodigal itatem  specialiter  consistit 

Bktwi^C  the  two  extremities 

Of  vie/,  stent  the  properties 

or  vettue,  and  to  preue  it  so. 

Take  Aoarice,  and  take  also 

The  vice  of  prodigalitee  . ' 

Betwyx  hem  liberalitee 

(Whiche  is  the  vertue  of  Urgesae) 

Stant,  and  gouerneth  his  nobtesae. 

For  tho  two  vices  in  disoorde 

Stonde  euer,  as  I  fynde  of  recorde: 

So  that  betwene  hcjr  two  debate 

Largesse  ruleth  his  astate. 

For  in  suche  wise  as  aoarice. 

As  I  to  fore  bane  tolde  the  vice. 

Through  streit  holding,  and  throsigh  scarsoes 

Stant  contrary  to  laigesse: 

Right  so  stant  prodigalitee 

Reuen,  but  noul^ht  in  suche  degree. 

For  so  as  anarice  sparetb, 

And  for  to  kepe  his  treasour  careth» 
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That  other  all  bfs  owne  and  more. 
Ay aae  the  wise  mannts  lore, 
Yeaeth  and  dispendeth  here  and  there,  ' 
So  that  hym  reebeth  neoer  where, 
While  be  naie  borowe,  he  woll  dispende, 
TrU  at  hist  he  saith,  I  wende. 
&it  that  is  spokeo  all  to  late. 
For  than  is  poneitee  at  gate, 
And  taketh  hym  enen  by  the  sletie. 
For  ent  well  he  no  wisedome  lene. 
And  rygfat  as  anarice  is  synne, 
Tnat  woide  his  treasoar  kepe  and  wynne: 
Ri^ht  so  is  prodigatitee. 
Bot  of  largesse  in  his  degree, 
Whiche  euen  stent  betwene  the  two. 
The  high  god  and  man  aim) 
The  rertue  ecbe  of  hem  comtnendetb. 
For  he  hym  salnen  fyrst  amend  eth. 
That  oner  all  bis  name  spredeth, ' ' 
And  to  all  other,  where  it  nedeth 
He  yeneth  his  good  in  snche  a  wise, 
That  he  maketh  many  a  man  arise, 
Whiche  ela  shtiide  ftUe  lowe. 
larfeaae  maie  not  ben  rnknowe. 
For  what  kmd«  that  he  reigneth  inne. 
It  may  not  ftyle  for  to  winne 
Throogh  his  desert  lone  and  grace. 
Where  it  ahall  IbHe  m  other  place. 
And  thos  betwene  to  mnche  and  lyte, 
Isrjresse,  which  is  nongbt  to  wite. 
Holt  ener  forth  the  myddell  waie. 
Bat  who  that  woll  torne  awaie 
Fn>  that,  to  prodigatitee, 
Anone  he  leueth  the  propirtee 
Of  rerUie,  and  goth  to  the  vice. 
For  in  auche  wise  as  AnaHce 
Lnieth  for  scarsnesse  his  good  name: 
Right  so  that  other  is  to  blame. 
Which  throogh  his  waste  mesare  excedetb. 
For  no  man  wote  what  harme  it  bredeth. 
While  that  a  man  hath  good  to  yeue. 
With  great  rowtes  he  maie  leue. 
And  hath  bis  frendes  ouerail. 

And  eoericbe  of  hym  tdl  shall. 

The  while  Iw  hath  his  full  packe. 
They  say:  m  good  felawe  is  lacke. 

Whan  it  fisyletb  at  last, 

Aaaae  his  price  tbei  ooeroast. 

For  than  U  there  nofie  other  lawe. 

Bat  hcke  was  a  good  felawe. 

Whan  tbei  hem  ppore  and  nedie  sf  e 

Thry  let  hym  passe,  and  lare  well  hee. 

All  that  be  wend  of  cdmpanie 

b  than  tomed  to  foKe. 
Bat  nowe  to  spekein  other  kinds 

Of  hMM,  a  man  maie  soohe  fynde. 

That  where  tbei  come  in  enery  route, 

Tbei  cast  and  wast  her  tone  ahoute. 

Tin  all  her  time  is  ouergooe. 

And  than  baue  tbei  looe  none. 

For  who  tb^  kmetb  ouenH. 

It  is  no  reason,  that  be  shall 

Of  hme  bane  apy  prortirtie. 

For  thy  ny  sonne  anise  tbee^ 

If  thoQ  of  loue  bast  be  to  laige. 

Forsneba  a  aap  is  wt  to  chaiga. 

And  if  it  so  be,  that  thou  bast 

Dispended  all  thy  tyme  in  wast. 

And  set  tby  h)ae  in  9ondry  place, 

Thoogb  tfaow  the  sabstaiice  of  thy  graee 


Lese  at  the  last  it  is  qo  wonder 
For  he  that  pot  hym  seluen  vnder. 
As  who  saitn,  commyn  ouer  alt. 
He  lesetb  the  lone  speciall 
Of  euery  one,  if  she  be  wise. 
For  looe  shall  nonght  beare  his  prise 
By  reabon,  wtian  it  passeth  one. 
So  hane  1  sen  ftill  many  one, 
That  were  of  looe  wele  at  ease, 
Whiche  after  felte  in  great  disease. 
Through  wast  of  loue,  that  the!  spent 
In  sondry  places  where  thei  went. 
Right  so  my  Sonne  I  aske  of  the. 
If  thou  with  prodigatitee . 
Hast  here  and  there  thy  tone  wasted  > 

My  father  nay,  but  I  haue  tasted 
In  many  a  place,  as  I  haue  go. 
And  yet  loue  I  neuer  one  of  tho^ 
But  for  to  driue  foorth  the  daie. 
For  leueth  well,  my  herte  is  aye 
Withouten  mo,  for  euermore 
All  vpon  one,  for  I  no  more 
Desire,  hut  hi r  loue  alone : 
So  make  I  many  a  priue  mone. 
For  well  I  fete,  I  bane  dispended 
My  longe  loue,  and  not  amended 
My  spMie:  for  ought  I  finde  yit. 
If  this  be  wast  ^nto  your  wit 
Of  loue,  and  prodigalftee, 
Now  good  father  demeth  yee. 
But  of  o  thyng  I  will  me  sbriue. 
That  1  Rhall  for  no  loue  thriue, 
But  if  hir  selfe  will  me  releue. 

My  Sonne  that  I  male  well  leue. 
And  netheles  me  semeth  so, 
For  ought  that  thou  hast  yet  misdo 
Of  tyme,  whiche  thou  hast  spended, 
It  maie  with  grace  ben  amended. 
For  thyng  whiche  maie  be  worth  the  coste, 
Perchaunce  is  notber  wast  ne  loste» 
For  what  thyng  stant  on  aoenture. 
That  can  no  worides  creature 
Tell  in  certaine,  ho  we  it  shall  wende. 
Till  he  therof  maie  sene  ^n  code: 
So  that  I  note  as  yet  therfnre. 
If  thou  my  sonne  hast  wonne  or  lore. 
For  ofte  tyme,  as  it  is  sene 
Whan  sommer  hath  lost  all  his  grene. 
And  is  with  wynter  wast  and  have. 
That  hym  is  lefte  nothyng  to  spare. 
All  is  recouered  in  a  throwe. 
The  colde  wyndes  ouerblowe. 
And  stilled  ben -the  sharpe  shoores. 
And  sodeinliche  ayene  his  (loores 
The  sommer  happeneth,  and  is  ricbe. 
And  so  percase  thy  grace  is  liobe. 

My  sonne  though  thou  be  now  pooer 
Of  loue:  yet  thou  migbt  recouer. 

My  iader  certes  grant  mercy: 
Ye  haue  me  teught  so  redily. 
That  euer  while  I  line  shall. 
The  better  I  maie  beware  with  all 
Of  thyng,  which  ye  haue  said  er  this. 
But  euermore  how  that  it  is 
Toward  my  sbrifle,  as  it  belongeth. 
To  wit  of  other  pointes  me  longeth, 
Wherof  that  ye  me  wolden  teche. 
With  all  my  herte  I  you  beseche. 

HXPUaT  U9BA  QUtFTUC. 
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[■  Est  gula,  quae  nostram  maculauit  prima pairentem, 
£x  vetito  pomo  quo  dotet  omnJs  homo, 

HsBfi  agit,  vt  corpus  animae  contraria  spiral: 

^   fiao  caro  fit  crassa,  spiritus  atque  maoer. 

Intus  et  exterius  si  quae  virtutis  faabentar, 
Potibos  ebrietas  oonuiciata  ruit , 

Mersa  sopore  labis,  que  Bacchus  inebriat  hospes 
IndigData  Venus  oscula  raro  premit. 

Uic  in  Sexto  libro  tractare  inteodit  de  iUo  capitali 
vitio,  quod  gula  dicitur,  nee  non  et  eiusdem  dua- 
bus  solummodo  speciebus,  videlicet  ebrietate  et 
delicacia,  ex  quibus  humane  concupiscentis  ob- 
lectamentum  habundantius  augmentatur. 

INCIPIT  UBER  SEXTVS. 

The  great  sinne  originall, 

Which  euery  man  in  generall 

Upon  bis  birth  hath  enoennomed. 

In  paradise  itjsrasmistimedy 

Whan  Adam  of  thilke  apple  bcte» 

His  swete  morcell  was  to  bote, 

Wbiche  dedly  made  the  mankynde. 

And  in  the  bokes  as  1  finde» 

This  Tice,  whiche  so  out  of  rule 

Hath  set  vs  all,  is  clep^  Gule; 

Of  whiche  the  branches  ben  so  great. 

That  of  hem  all  I  woll  not  treat. 

But  onliche  as  touchende  of  two 

I  thynke  to  speke,  and  of  no  mo. 

Wherof  the  firste  is  dronkeship,  • 

Whiche  beareth  the  cuppe  feiauahip. 

Pul  many  a  wonder  doth  that  vice. 

He  can  make  of  a  wisman  nice. 

And  of  a  foole,  that  hym  shall  seme. 

That  he  can  all  the  lawe  deme. 

And  yeue  euery  iuclgement,  • 

Whiche  longeth  tp  the  firmament, 

Both  of  the  sterre,  and  of  the  moone: 

And  thus  he  maketh  a  great  clerke  soone 

Of  hym,  that  is  a  lewde  man. 

There  is  no  thyng,  whiche  he  ne  can 

While  he  hath  dronkeship  on  bonde: 

He  knoweth  the  sea,  he  knoweth  the  stronde, 

He  is  a  noble  man  of  armes, 

.And  yet  no  strength  is  in  his  armes. 

There  he  was  stronge  enowe  tofore 

With  dronkeship  it  is  forlore. 

And  all  is  changed  his  estate, 

And  wexeth  apone  so  feble  and  mate, . 

That  he  male  neither  go  ne  come. 

But  all  to  gether  he  is  benome 

The  power  both  of  honde  and  fote^ 

So  that  algate  abide  he  mote, 

And  all  his  wittes  lie  foryete. 

The  whiche  is  to  hym  suche  a  lete. 

That  he  wote  nener^  what  be  dootb, 

Ke  whiche  is  fals,  ne  whiche  is  sooth, 

Ke  whiche  is  daie,  ne  whiche  is  night, 

As  for  the  tyme  he  knoweth  no  wigfate. 

That  he  ne  wote  so  muche  as  this. 

What  majier  thyng  hym  seloen  is. 

Or  he  be  man,  or  he  be  beast, 

That  holde  I  right  a  sory  feast: 

Whan  he,  tliat  reason  vnderstoode, 

So  sodeinltche  is  wexe  woode. 

Or  elles  liche  the  dende  man, 

Whiche  nother  go  ne  speke  can. 

Thus  ofte  he  is  to  bedde  brought. 

But  yet  where  he  lietb  wotetb  he  nought. 


Till  he  arfse  vpon  the  tnorowe. 

And  than  he  saith :  O  wbiche  a  sorowe 

It  is  for  to  be  driokeles, 

So  that  halfe  dronke  in  sucbe  a  rees 

With  drie  mouth  he  sterte  hym  rp,  . 

And  saith :  Bailie  ca  the  cuppe. 

That  made  hjrm  lese  his  wit  at  eue. 

Is  than  a  morowe  all  his  beleue. 

The  cup  Is  all  that  euer  hym  pleaaeth, 

4nd  also  that  hym  most  distaseth. 

It  is  the  cup  whom  he  seruetb, 

Whiche  all  cares  fit>m  hym  kemeth. 

And.  all  bales  to  hym  bryngeth. 

In  ioye  be  wepeth,  in  sorowe  be  singctb. 

For  dronkenship  is  so  diuers. 

It  male  no  while  stonde  inuers. 

He  drinketh  the  wine,  but  at  lost 

The  wine  drinketh  him,  and  bynt  htm  £i8t» 

And  leith  hym  dronke  by  the  walle. 

As  hym,  whiche  is  bis  boudd  thraUe,  • 

And  all  in  his  subiection. 

And  liche  to  sucbe  condicion, 

As  for  to  speke  it  otherwise* 

It  falleth  that  the  most  wise 

Ben  other  while  of  loue  adoted. 

And  so  bewhapped  and  assoted. 

Of  dronken  men  that  neuer  yit 

Was  none,  whiche  balfo  so  lost  his  wit 

Of  drinke,  as  thei  of  sucbe  th3mges  do, 

Whiche  cleped  is  the  iolifo  wo. 

And  wexen  of  her  owne  thought 

So  dronke,  that  thei  knowe  nought 

What  reoson  is,  or  more  or  lesse, 

Sucbe  is  the  kinde  of  that  sikenesse. 

And  that  Ts  not  for  lacke  of  braynie: 

But  loue  is  of  so  great  a  mayne,  • 

That  where  he  taketh  a  herte  on  bonde. 

There  male  nothing  bis  might  withstonde* 

The  wise  Salomon  was  nome, 

And  stronge  Sampson  onercome. 

The  knightly  Dauid  hym  ne  might 

Rescue,  that  he  with  the  sight 

Of  Bersabee  ne  was  bestade. 

Virgiie  also  was  ouerlade. 
And  Aristotle  was  put  vnder.    ^ 

For  thy  my  sonne  it  is  no  wonder, 
Yf  thou  be  dronke  of  loue  amonge, 
Whiche  is  aboue  all  other  stronge. 
And  if  so  is,  that  thou  so  bee. 
Telle  me  thy  shrifte  in  priuitee. 
It  is  no  shame  of  suche  a  tbewe, 
A  yonge  man  to  be  dronkelewe, 
Of  suche  phisike  as  I  can  a  parte. 
And  as  me  semeth  by  that  arte, 
Thou  sbuldest  by  phisonomie 
Be  shapen  to  that  maladie 
Of  louedronke,  and  that  is  routhe. 

A  holy  fader  all  is  trouthe. 
That  ye  me  telle,  I  am  be  knowe. 
That  I  with  loue  am  so  bethrowe. 
And  all  my  herte  is  so  through  sonke. 
That  I  am  veriliche  dronke : 
And  yet  I  maie  both  speke  and  go: 
But  I  am  ouercome  so. 
And  totned  fro  my  sdfe  so  dene. 
That  ofle  I  wote  not  what  I  mene. 
So  that  excusen  I  ne  maie 
My  hert  fro  the  first  daie, 
That  I  cam  to  my  ladie  kitbe, 
I  was  neuer  yet  sobre  sithe: 
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Where  I  hir  te,  or  se  hir  nought. 

With  masyoge  of  myn  owne  thought 

Of  lone,  whiche  my  herte  atsailctb. 

So  droDke  I  am,  that  my  witte  iaileth. 

Anil  all  my  brayne  is  ouertorned. 

And  my  maner  so  mistorned, 

That  I  foryete  all  that  I  cao. 

And  ftoode  like  a  mased  man. 

That  ortie  whan  I  shalde  plaie, 

It  maketb  me  drawe  oate  of  the  waie 

lo  soleyn  place  by  my  selfe. 

As  doth  a  laborer  to  delfe, 

Whiche  can  no  gentilmaos  chore, 

Or  eUes  as  a  lei^e  Itcre, 

Whao  he  is  pot  to  bis  penance: 

Kifht  to  lese  I  my  contenance. 

And  if  it  nedes  so  betide. 

That  I JD  companie  abyde, 

There  as  I  must  daance  and  synge, 

The  hoae  daance  and  carolsmge, 

Or  for  to  go  the  newe  foote, 

I  oa J  not  well  bene  vp  my  foQta» 

If  that  she  be  not  in  the  waie. 

For  than  is  all  my  myrth  awaie. 

And  were  anone  of  tbooght  so  fall* 

Wherof  my  lymmes  ben  so  dull 

I  naie  rnnethes  gon  the  pas. 

For  thos  it  is,  and  eiier  it  was. 

Whan  I  OD  soche  thoughtes  muse 

The  last  and  m3rTtb,  that  men  vse. 

Whan  I  see  not  my  lady  by  me: 

All  is  foryete  for  the  tyme 

So  ferforlb,  that  my  wittes  chaungen, 

And  all  lustes  fro  me  straungen : 

That  thei  sein  all  truly, 

Aad  swere,  that  it  am  not  I. 

For  as  the  man,  which  ofte  drynketh 

The  wine,  that  in  his  stomake  synketh, 

Waxeth  dronke  an  witles  for  a  throwe. 

Right  so  my  lost*  is  ouearthrowe, 

Aod  of  mine -owne  thought  so  mate. 

I  waxe,  that  to  myn  astate 

There  is  no  lym  wyll  me  serue, 

sat  as  a  dmnkeii  man  I  swerue. 

And  saffre  suche  a  passion, 

That  men  bane  great  compassion 

Aad  ecbe  by  hym  adfe  meruaileth. 

What  tfayng'  it  is,  that  ma  so  ayleth. 

Such  is  the  maner  of  my  wo, 

Whiche  time  that  I  am  hir  fro. 

Tin  efte  ayene  that  I  hir  see: 

Bot  than  it  were  a  nicetee 

To  tell  you  how  that  1  fare. 

For  whan  I  maie  rpon  hir  stare, 

Hir  womanbead,  hir  gentilnesse, 

Myn  herte  is  full  of  suche  gladnesse. 

That  ouerpasseth  so  my  wit. 

That  1  wote  neuer  where  it  sit. 

Bat  am  so  drunken  of  that  sight. 

He  tbinketh,  that  for  the  time  I  might, 

^ght  sterte  through  the  wholle  walle. 

Aod  than  1  maie  well,  if  I  shall. 

Both  synge  and  dannce,  and  lepe  abonte, 

And  holde  fotthe  the  lustie  route. 

Bot  netheles  it  folleCh  so 

Fmi  ofte,  that  1  fro  hir  go 

Ne  msy,  but  as  it  were  a  stake 

I  itotide,  auisement  to  take. 

And  loke  vpou  hir  faiie  face. 

That  far  the  while  out  of  the  place. 


For  all  the  worlde  ne  might  I  wende. 

Such  lust  comth  than  into  my  mynde: 

So  that  without  meate  and  drynke. 

Of  lusty  thoughtes,  whiche  I  tbinke* 

Me  thinketh  I  might  stonden  euer. 

And  so  it  were  to  me  leuer. 

Than  suche  a  sight  for  to  leue. 

If  that  she  wolde  yeue  me  leue. 

To  baue  so  mochell  of  my  wiile. 

And  thus  thinkende  I  stonde  still 

Without  blenchinge  of  mine  eie. 

Right  as  me  thought  that  I  seie 

Of  paiadis  the  most  ioie. 

And  so  there  wbyle  I  me  reioie 

Unto  my  herte  a  great  desyre, 

The  whiche  is  hotter  than  the  fire. 

All  sodenlicbe  vpon  me  renneth. 

That  all  my  thought. within  brenneth. 

And  am  so  ferforth  ouercome. 

That  I  note  where  I  am  become: 

So  that  amonge  tbo  bertes  stronge 

In  stede  of  drynj^e  I  vnderfonge 

A  thought  so  swete  in  my  courage. 

That  neuer  pyement,  ne  vemage 

Was  halfe  so  swete  for  to  drynjce. 

For  as  1  wolde,  than  I  thyoke,      « 

As  though  I  were  at  .mine  aboue. 

For  so  through  dronke  I  am  of  loue, 

That  all  that  my  sotie  demeth. 

Is  SDth,  as  th&n  it  to  me  semeth. 

And  while  I  maie  tho  thoughtes  kepe, 

Me  thinketh  as  though  I  were  aslepe, 

And  that  I  were  in  g^des  barme. 

But  whan  I  see  myn  owne  barme, 

And  that  1  sodenlicbe  awake 

Out  of  my  thought,  and  bede  take, 

Howe  that  the  sothe  stant  in  dede. 

Than  is  my  sikemesse  in  drede. 

Anil  ioye  tornetb  into  wo. 

So  that  the  bete  is  all  ago 

Of  suche  sotie,  as  I  was  inne: 

And  than  ayenewarde  L  begynne 

To  take  of  loue  a  newe  thurst, 

Whiche  me  greueth  all  there  wurst. 

For  than.  Cometh  the  blanche  Feuer 

With  chele,  and  maketh  me  so  to  cheuer. 

And  so  it  coldeth  at  myn  herte, 

That  wonder  is,  howe  I  asterte 

In  suche  a  poynte,  that  I  ne  deye. 

For  certes  there  was  neuer  keye, 

Ne  frosen  ise  vpon  the  walle 

More  inly  colde  than  I  am  all. 

And  thus  suffer  I  the  bote  chele, 

Whiche  passetb  other  peynes  fele. 

In  colde  I  brenne,  and  frese  in  bete. 

And  than  I  drynke  a  bitter  swete 

With  drie  lippe,  and  eien  wete. 

Lo  thus  I  temper  my  diete. 

And  take  a  draught  of  soche  relees. 

That  all  my  wit  is  berteles. 

And  all  my  hert  there  it  sitte. 

Is,  as  who  saith,  without  witte. 

So  that  I  preue  it  by  reason, 

In  makynge  of  comparison 

There  maie  no  difference  bee 

Betwix  a  dronken  man  and  mee. 

But  all  the  werst  of  euericheone 

Is  euer,  that  I  thurst  in  one. 

Tlie  more  that  my  herte  drynketh 

The  more  I  maie,  so  that  me  thinketh 
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My  thnntthaU  neuer  be  acqueint, 
Ood  ihelde,  that  I  be  oot  dreynt 
Of  sucbe  a  superflnitee. 
For  wde  I  feel*  in  my  degree, 
Tbat  all  my  witte  is  uaercast, 
Wbarof  1  am  the  more  agrast. 
That  in  defaate  of  ladiship* 
]^erchance  in  suche  a  drankenihip 
1  may  be  dead,  er  1  beware. 

For  oertes  father  this  I  dara 
Beknowe,  and  in  my  sbrifte  telle. 
But  I  a  draught  haue  of  that  welie. 
In  whicfae  my  delh  is  and  my  life: 
My  ioye  is  toorned  in  to  strife, 
That  sobre  shall  1  never  worthe, 
*  But  as  a  dronkes  man  for  worthe. 

So  tbat  in  londe  where  I  fare. 

The  lust  is  lore  of  my  welfare. 

As  he  that  maie  no  bote  fynde. 

But  this  me  thinketh  a  wonder  kynde. 

As  I  am  dronke  of  that  I  dryuke 

Of  these  thoughtes,  that  I  thyoke^ 

Of  whiche  I  fynde  no  relees. 

But  if  I  myght  netheles 

Of  suche  a  drynke  as  I  couey te, 

So  as  me  lust  haue  o  receite 

1  sbulde  assobre  and  fare  wele. 

But  BO  fortune  vpon  hir  whclc 

On  high  me  deigneth  not  to  sette. 

For  euermore  1  fynde  a  lette, 
The  botiler  is  not  my  frende, 

Whiche  hath  the  key  by  the  bendc  : 
.  I  may  well  wissbe,  and  thlit  is  waste. 

For  well  I  wote  so  fresshe  a  taste 

(But  if  my  grace  be  the  more)  . 

I  shall  assaie  neuermore. 

Thus  am  I  dronke  of  that  1  see. 

For  tattynge  is  defisaded  me. 

And  1  can  not  my  seluen  ktanche. 

So  that  my  fader  of  this  branche 

]  am  gyltife,  to  telle  trouth. 

My  Sonne  that  me  thinketh  routli. 

For  loue  dronke  is  the  mischiefe 

Aboue  all  other  the  noost  chief. 

If  he  no  lusty  thought  assaye, 

Whiche  may  his  sory  thurst  alaye. 

As  fbr  the  tyroe  yet  it  lesseth 

To  hym,  whiche  other  ioye  missetb. 
Fbr  thy  my  sonne  aboue  all 

Thinke  well,  how  sq  it  the  befall, 

And  kepe  ^y  wittes  that  thou  ban. 

And  let  hem  not  be  dronke  in  #a6t. 
But  netheles  there  is  no  wight. 

That  maie  w^thstonde  loues  might, 

But  why  the  cause  is,  as  1  6nde, 

But  that  there  is  diuerse  kinde 

Of  loue  dronke  why  men  pleineth. 

After  the  courte,  whiche  all  ordeineth, 

1  will  the  telle  Abe  manere, 

Now  list  my  sonne,  and  thou  shalt  here. 

Hie  oarrat  secundum  poetam,  quallter  in  rao 
c^ario  duo  dolia  lupiter  habet,  quorum  primum 
liquoris  dulcissimi,  secundum  amarissimi  plenum 
consistit,  iU  quod  ille,  cui  fatata  est  prosperitas, 
de  duici  potabit.  Alter  vero  cui  a4.ttersabitur 
poculum  gustabit  amarum. 

For  the  fortune  of  euery  chancej, 
After  the  goddes  purueanon^ 


To  man  it  growetb  from  aboue ; 
So  that  the  spade  of  euery  looe 
Is  shape  there,  er  it  befalL 
For  lupiter  abouen  all, 
Whiche  is  of  goddes  souerarae 
Hath  in  his  seller,  as  men  saine. 
Two  tonnes  full  of  loue  drinke, 
Ihat  maketh  many  a'herte  sinke. 
And  many  an  berte  aho  to  flete 
Or  of  the  sowre,  or  of  the  swete. 
That  one  is  full  of  suche  pfementy 
Whiche  passeth  all  entendemeat 
Of  mans  wit,  if  he  it  taste. 
And  maketh  a  ioylife  herte  In  has^. 

That  other  bitter  as  the  galle, 
Whiche  maketh  a  mans  hert  palle. 
Whose  dronkeship  is  a  sikenesse. 
Through  felynge  of  the  bittemesse. 
Cupide  is  botiler  of  bothe, 
Whiche  to  the  leefe,  ami  to  the  lothe^ 
Veueth  of  the  swete,  and  of  the  souro:      ' ,    ' 
That  som  laugh,  and  some  loore. 
But  for  so  mucbe  as  he  blinde  is. 
Full  oft  tyme  he  gotb  amis. 
And  taketh  the  badde  for  the  gobd« 
Whiche  hyndreth  many  a  mans  foode 
Witboote  cause,  and  forthereth  eke : 
So  beu  there  som  of  loue  seke, 
Whiche  ought  of  reason  to  ben  bole. 
And  ^om  comen  to  the  dole 
In  happe,  and  as  hem  selfe  lest 
Drinke,  vndeserued  of  the  best. 

And  thus  this  blynde  botiler 
Yeoeth  ofte  trouble  in  stede  of  chore. 
And  eke  chere  in  8t<>de  of  trouble. 
Lo  howe  he  can  the  hsrtes  trouble. 
And  maketh  men  dronke  al  vpon  chance, 
Withoute  laa'e  of  gouemance. 
If  be  drawe.of  the  swete  tonne, 
Than  is  the  sorowe  all  ouer  roone   • 
Of  loue  dronke,  and  shall  nought  greaen 
So  to  be  drunke  euery  euen« 
For  all  is  than  but  a  game. 
But  whan  it  is  nought  of  the  same. 
And  he  the  better  tonne  draweth, 
Suche  dronkeship  an  herte  gnawetb. 
And  fehleth  all  a  mannes  thought. 
That  better  bym  were  haue  dronke  nought. 
And  all  his  breade  haue  eaten  drie. 
For  than  he  leseth  his  lustie  weie. 
With  dronkeship,  and  wote  not  whither 
To  go,  the  waies  bene  so  slider. 
In  whiche  he  maie  percas  so  fkll. 
That  he  shall  breke  his  wittes  all. 
And  in  this  wise  men  ben  drunke. 
After  the  drinke  the!  haue  drunke^ 

But  all  drinken  not  ylike. 
For  some  shall  singe,  and  some  shall  sike. 
So  tbat  it  me  notbynge  meruayleth 
My  sonne^of  loue  that  the  avieth. 

For  I  wel  knowe  by  thy  tale. 
That  thou  bast  drunken  of  the  dwale, 
Whiche  bitter  is,  till  god  the  sende 
Sucbe  grace,  that  thou  might  amende. 

But  Sonne  thou  shalt  bidde  and  praie. 
In  such  a  wise,  as  I  shall  saie, 
That  thou  the  lust  well  atteyne 
Thy  wofiiU  thurstes  to  restreyue 
Of  loue,  and  taste  the  swetenes» 
As  Bacchus  did  in  hia  diatresji 
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WbsB  bodilich«  thurste  bym  l^eot, 
lo  stmBDge  londes  where  he  went. 

Vctk  hie  qoalitcnr  potus  aliqaan^o  aitienti  precibns 
adqairitari  Et  narrat  exemplain,  qood  cum 
Bacchus  de  quodam  belio  ah  Oriente  repatrians 
in  quibusdam  Liby«  partibas  alicuins  generis 
poCum  non  innenit,  fusis  ad  louem  precibus, 
apparait  et  aries,  qui  terra  pede  percussit,  sta- 
timqoe  fbns  emanauit,  et  sic  potum  petenti  pe- 
titio  prekwinit. 

Tbu  Bacchus,  sonne  of  lupiter 

Was  bote,  and  as  be  went  fer. 

By  his  &thers  assignement 

To  make  a  werre  in  tborient, 

Aad  great  power  with  bjrm  he  ladde. 

So  that  the  higher  honde  he  badde, 

Aad  Tictorie  of  his  enmis. 

And  toorneth  homwarde  with  his  prise. 

In  sucbe  a  oountrei  whicbe  was  drey 

A  meschiefe  fell  vpon  the  weye. 

As  he  rode  with  his  companye'. 

Nigh  to  the  strondes  of  Libye, 

There  might  thei  no  drinke  finde 

Of  water,  nor  of  other  kinde : 

So  that  bjrm  selfe,  and  all  his  hoste 

Were  for  defajit  of  drinke  almoste 

Distroyed :  and  than  Bacchus  praide 

To  lapiter,  and  thus  he  saide: 

O  high  father^  that  seest  all. 
To  whom  is  reason,  that  I  shall 
Besecfae,  and  praie  in  euery  nede, 
BehoMe  my  father,  and  take  hede. 
This  lull  thorst,  that  we  be  inne 
To  staanche,  and  grannt  vs  for  to  winne> 
And  saufe  mto  the  conntrei  fare, 
Where  that  our  lustie  loues  «ire 
Waytende  vpon  pur  home  comynge. 
And  with  the  voyce  of  his  prayeng^e, 
Whicbe  herde  was  to  the  ^oddes  hie. 
He  B^fa  anone  tofore  his  eie 
A  wether,  whicbe  the  grounde  hath  spumed. 
And  where  he  bath  it  ooerturoed. 
There  spronge  a  ivelle  fresshe  and  clere: 
Wbeiof  his  owue  botilere^ 
After  the  lustes  of  his  wille, 

Yane  euery  man  to  drinke  his  fille. 

And  for  this  iike  great  grace 

Bacchus  vpon  the  same  place 

A  riehe  temple  let  arere, 

Whicbe  euer  shulde  stonde  there^ 

To  thmstie  men  in  remembrance 
For  thy  my  sonne  after  this  chance. 

It  sitte  tbe  well  to  taken  hede, 

So  lor  to  prey  vpon  thy  nede. 

As  Bacchus  preide  for  the  well, 

Aad  tfainke,  as  thou  hast  barde  me  tell, 

Howe  grace  he  gradde,  and  grace  he  had. 

He  was  no  foole,  that  lint  so  rad. 

For  seldeo  get  a  dombe  man  londe, 

'Take  that  prouerbe,  and  vnderstonde. 

That  wordes  ben  of  vertue  grctte. 

For  thy  to  speke  thou  ne  lette. 

And  aake,  and  preie  ereAy  and  late, 

Tby  thurst  to  qoenche,  and  tbinke  algate 

The  botiller,  whicbe  beareth  tbe  keye 

Is  Uynde,  as  thou  hast  herde  me  seye. 

And  if  it  niight  so  betide 

That  be  vpon  the  biynde  tide 


Parcas  the  swete  tonne  araught. 
Than  shalte  tbou  bane  a  lustie  draught, 
And  wasc  of  loue  dronke  sobre. 
And  tlius  I  rede  thou  assobre 
Th3ni  berle,  in  hope  of  sucbe  a  grace. 
For  ditNikcship  in  euery  place. 
To  whether  side  that  it  turne, 
I>oth  barme,  and  maketh  a  man  to  spnrne, 
And  ofle  iaile  in  sucbe  a  wise. 
Where  he  percas  maie  nought  arise. 

Hie  de  amoris  ebrietate  ponit  exemplom  qnaliter 
Tristram  ob  potum,  quern  Brangwejm  in  vani 
ei  porrexit  de  amore  belle  Isolde  inebriatui 
extitit. 

And  for  to  loke  in  euidence 

Upon  the  sothe  experience. 

So  that  it  hath  befall  er  this. 

In  euery  mans  mouth  it  is, 

Howe  Tristram  was  of  loue  dronkcv 

With  b^le  Isolde  whan  thei  dronke 

The  drinke,  which  Brangweine  hem  betoke 

Er  that  kyng  Marke  his  eme  bir  toke 

To  wife,  as  it  was  after  knowe. 

And  eke  my  sonne,  if  tbou  wilte  knowe, 
As  it  hath  fallen  ouer  more 
In  loues  cause,  and  what  is  more 
Of  dronkesbip  for  to  drede. 
As  it  whilom  befell  in  dedc, 
Wherof  thou  might  the  better  escbewe. 
Of  dronken  men  that  tbou  ne  sewe 
The  companie  in  no  manere, 
A  great  ensample  tbou  sbalt  here. 

Hie  dc  periculis  ebrietatis  causa  in  amore  contifK 
gcntibus  narrat,  quod  cum  Perithous  iUam  puK 
cbcrrimam  Ipotatiam  in  vxorem  duceret,  quos- 
dam  qui  Centauri  vocabantur,  inter  alios  vici> 
nos  ad  nuptias  inuitauit,  qui  vino  imbuti,  noiie 
nupte  formocitatem  aspicientes,  duplici  cbrie^ 
tate  a  mensa  Ipotatiam  a  Perithoq  marito  va» 
impetu  rapuenint. 

This  finde  I  writte  in  poesie 
Of  thilkefaire  IpoUsie, 
Of  whose  beautee  there  as  s^e  was 
Spake  euery  man,  and  felle  per  cas. 
That  Perithous  so  hym  sped, 
That  hi  to  wife  bir  shulde  wed : 
Wherof  that  he  great  ioye  made. 
And  for  he  wolde  his  loue  glade, 
Ageyne  the  daie  of  mariage, 
Ry  mouthe  botbe,  and  by  message. 
His  frendes  to  the  fest  he  praied, 
With  great  worship  and  as  men  said. 
He  hath  this  yooge  lady  spoused. 

And  whan  that  thei  were  all  housed. 
And  set  and  serued  at  mete. 
There  was  no  wyne,  whiehe  maie  begete. 
That  there  ne  was  plcntie  enough. 
But  Bacchus  tbilke  tonne  drough, 
Wherof  by  waie  of  dronkesbip. 
The  greatest  of  the  felaushtp, 
Were  out  of  reason  ouer  take, 
Aud  Venus,  whicbe  bath  also  take 
Tlie  cause  mostin  speciall. 
Hath  yeue  hem  driqke  forth  with  all 
Of  thiike  cuppe,  whicbe  exciteth 
The  lust,  i^ren  a  man  delitetb. 
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And  thus  by  double  wey  dronke 
Of  lust  that  like  6rie  fonke 
Hath  made  hem,  as  who  leith,  half  woode. 
That  thei  no  reason  mderstoode, 
Ne  to  none  other  thyng  thei  seyen, 
But  hir,  whiche  to  fore  her  eien 
Was  wedded  thilke  same  daie. 
That  fresshe  wife»  that  lustie  maie. 
Of  hir  it  was  all  that  thei  thoughten : 
And  so  farforth  her  lustes  saughten, 
That  thei,  whiche  named  were 
Centauri,  at  the  feste  there 
Of  one  assent,  of  one  accorde, 
This  yonge  wife  maugre  hir  lorde,     ' 
In  suche  a  rage  awaie  forth  ladden, 
As  thei,  whiche  none  insight  hadden, 
But  onely  to  her  drunken  fere, 
Whiche  many  a  man  hath  made  misfare 
In  loue,  als  wel  as  other  weye^ 
Wherof,  if  1  shall  more  seye 
Upon  the  nature  of  this  vice, 
Of  custome,  and  of  exercise. 
The  mans  grace,  howe  it  fordootb , 
A  tale,  whiche  was  whilom  sooth. 
Of  fooles,  that  so  dronken  were^ 
I  shall  reherce  vnto  thyne  ere, 

Hie  loquitur  specialiter  contra  vitium  illoram, 
qui  nimia  potatione  'ex  consuetudine  ebriosi 
efBciuntnr,  £t  narrat  exemplnm  de  Oalba  et 
Vitello  qui  potentes  in  Hispania  principes  fue- 

I  runt,  sed  ipse  cotidiane  ebrietatis  potibus  assuetj, 
tanta  vicinis  intnlerunt  enormia,  quod  tandem 
toto  condamante  popolo,  pena  sententie  capi- 
talis  in  eos  iudicialiler  diffinita  est,  qui  prius- 
quam  morerentur,  Tt  penam  mortis  alleuiarent, 
spontanea  vim  ebrietate  sopiti,  quasi  porci 
semimortui  gladio  interierunt. 

I  REDE  in  a  crooicle  thus 

Of  Oalba,  and  of  Vitelius, 

The  Whiche  of  Spayne  both  were 

The  greattest  of  all  other  there. 

And  bothe  of  o  condicion, ' 

After  the  disposicion , 

Of  glotony,  and  dronkship 

That  was  a  sorie  felauship. 

For  this  thou  might  wel  vnderstonde. 

That  man  male  welle  not  longe  stonde» 

Whiche  is  wine  dronke  of  common  vse. 

For  be  hath  lore  the  vertues, 

Wherof  reason  shuld  hym  cloth: 

And  that  was  sen  vpon  hem  both. 

Men  seyn,  there, is  no  euidencc, 

Wherof  to  knowe  a  difference 

Betwene  the  dronken  and  the  weode. 

For  thei  be  neuer  nother  good. 

For  where  that  wine  doth  wit  a  weye, 
Wisdome  hath  lost  the  right  weye, 
That  he  no  maner  vice  dredetb. 
No  more  than  a  blynd  man  thredetb 
His  nedel  by  the  sonne  light: 
No  more  is  reason  than  of  might, 
Whan  be  with  dronkeship  is  blent 
And  in  this  point  thei  weren  shent, 
-    This  Oalba  both  and  eke  Vitelle, 
Upon  the  cause  as  1  shall  tell, 
Wherof  good  is  to  take  hede. 
For  thei  two  through  her  dronkenhede. 


Of  witles  excitacion 

Oppressed  all  the  nacion 

Of  Spajrne:  for  all  foule  vsaunce, 

Whiche  done  was  of  continnaance 

Of  hem,  whiche  all  daie  dronke  were. 

There  was  no  wife  ne  maiden  there, 

What  so  thei  were,  or  feire  or  foule. 

Whom  thei  ne  taken  to  defoule: 

Wherof  the  londe  was  often  wo. 

And  eke  in  other  tbynges  mo 

Thei  wroughten  many  a  sondrie  wrong*. 

But  howe  so  that  the  daie  be  longe. 

The  derkc  night  cometh  at  last, 

God  wolde  nought,  thei  shulden  last, 

An4  shope  the  lawe  in  suche  a  wise. 

That  thei  through  dome  to  the  luise 

Be  damned  for  to  be  forlore. 

But  thei,  that  had  be  tofore 

Enclined  to  all  dronkenesse^ 

Her  ende  than  bare  witneaie. 

For  thei  in  hope  to  ass  wage 

The  peine  of  dethe  vpon  the  rage. 

That  thei  lasse  shulden  fede. 

Of  wyne  let  fill  full  a  roeele. 

And  dronken  till  so  was  befell, 

That  thei  her  strengthes  losen  all, 

Withouten  wit  of  ony  brayne, 

And  thus  thei  ben  halfe  deed  slayne, 

That  hem  ne  greueth  bat  a  lite. 

My  Sonne  If  thou  be  for  to  wite 
In  ony  point,  whiche  I  bane  saide, 
Wherof  thy  w.ittes  bene  vnteide, 
I  rede  clepe  hem  home  ageyne. 

I  shall  do  father  as  ye  seyne, 
Als  ferforth  as  I  male  snffise. 
But  well  I  wote,  that  in  no  wise, 
The  dronkeship  of  lone  aweye 
I  male  remue  by  no  weye: 
It  stant  nought  vpon  my  fortune. 
But  if  you  list  to  commune 
Of  the  seconde  glotonie, 
Whiche  cleped  is  delicacie, 
Wherof  ye  spake  here  to  fore, 
Beseche  I  wolde  you  therfore. 

My  Sonne  as  of  that  ilke  vice^ 
Whiche  of  all  other  is  the  norioe. 
And  stant  vpon  the  retenue 
Of  Venus,  so  as  it  is  due, 
The  propertee  howe  tliat  it  feieth, 
The  boke  herafter  nowe  declaretb. 

Delitise  cum  dinitiis  sunt  rara  potentnm. 
In  qoibus  orta  Venus  excitat  ora  guise. 

Non  sunt  delitise  tales,  quae  corpora  pascunt. 
Ex  quibus  impletos  gaudia  venter  agit. 

9ui  completos  amor  maiori  munere  gaudet : 
Cum  data  delitiis  mens  in  amante  fetnr. 

Hie  tractat  super  ilia  specie  gule,  que  delicatia 
nuncupatur,  cuius  moUicies  voluptnoee  cami 
personis  precipue  potentibus  queque  complin 
centia  oorponditermioistnt. 

Of  this  chapter,  in  whiche  we  trete, 
There  is  yet  one  of  suche  diete. 
To  whiche  no  poore  jnay  attaine. 
For  all  is  past  as  paindemaiuei 
And  tondrie  wyne,  and  sondry  drioke, 
Wherof  that  be  wcd|  eate  and  drinka* 
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Hts  oookes  ben  for  bym  afiaited. 

So  that  bis  body  is  awaited. 

That  bym  ifaall  lacte  no  delite 

Als  ferfoith  as  bis  appetite 

Soffiieth  to  ibe  meates  bot^y 

Wberof  the  lostie  vice  is  bote 

Of  Gule  the  delicacie, 

Whicbe  all  the  bolle  progenie 

OriiisUc  Ibike  hath  undertake 

To  fede,  while  that  be  mate  take 

Ricbeuey  wberof  to  be  founde 

Of  abatineoce  be  wote  no  bounde 

To  vhal  profile  it  sbulde  seme, 

And  yet  pbisike  of  bis  cooserae 

Maketb  many  a  restranracion 

Uoto  bis  recreacion  : 

Whicbe  wolde  be  to  Venus  leie. 

Tbos  for  the  point  of  his  relefe 

The  cooke,  whicbe  shal  bis  meate  araye. 

Bat  he  the  better  his  month  assaye, 

His  lofdes  thonke  shall  ofte  lese, 

Er  be  be  senied  to  the  chese. 

For  there  maie  lacke  not  so  lite, 

That  be  ne  fint  anone  a  wite. 

But  his  Inst  be  fully  senied, 

There  hath  no  wight  his  thonke  decerned. 

And  yet  for  mans  susteoaunoe. 

To  kq>e  and  bolde  in  gonemannce, 

To  bym  that  woll  hishde  geate 

U  none  so  good,  as  common  meate. 

For  who  that  loketh  on  the  bokes, 

It  seith,  confection  of  cookes, 

A  man  bym  sbnlde  well  anise. 

Hove  be  it  toke,  and  in  what  wise. 

For  who  that  vseth,  that  be  knowcth, 

Full  aelden  sikenes  on  hym  groweth : 

Aod  who  that  vseth  meates  stmonge. 

Though  his  nature  empayre  and  cbaunge. 

It  is  no  wonder  liefe  sonne, 

Whan  that  he  both  ayene  his  wonne. 

For  io  sikenesae  this  I  fynde, 

Osage  is  the  seoonde  kynde 

In  lotte,  als  well  as  other  wey. 

For  as  these  holy  bokes  sey, 

The  bodily  dclices  all, 

hi  eaery  poynt  howe  so  tiiei  fal]«- 

Unto  the  soulc  done  greuance. 

And  for  to  take  in  remembrance    ■ 

A  tale  accordant  vnto  this, 

Whicbe  of  great  vndersUndyng  is 

To  maas  sonle  reasonable, 

1  thynke  tell,  and  is  no  foble. 

Hie  ponit  ezemplvm  contra  jstos  delicatosr  et 
Qsrrat  de  dinite  et  Lazaro,  quorum  gesta.  in 
taaagello  Lucas  eoidentius  describit. 

Op  Christis  wolde,  who  woll  it  rede. 

Hove  that  this  vice  is  for  to  drede, 

In  theuangite  it  Ullcth  pleyne, 

Whicbe  mote  algat6  be  certeine. 

For  Cbriste  bym  selfe  bearetb  witness : 

And  tbottgb  the  clerke,  and  tb«  clergesse 

In  latCQ  tooge  It  rede  and  synge. 

Vet  for  the  more  knowlecbeynge 

f)f  troutbe,  whiche  is  good  to  witte 

UhaH  declare,  as  it  is  writte 

lo  englishe,  for  thni  it  b^gan, 
Chnste  aeith,  there  was  a  riehe  man. 

A  nyghty  lorde  of  great  astate, 

Aad  he  was  eke  10  daUcate 


Of  bis  dotbyng  that  eoery  daie 

Of  purpre  and  bysse  he  made  hym  gaie^ 

And  ete  and  dranke  therto  his  fyll. 

After  the  lustes  of  his  wyll : 

As  he,  whiche  all  stoode  in  delice. 

And  toke  none  hede  of  thiike  vice. 

And  as  it  shulde  so  betide, 
A  poure  la^ar  vpon  a  tide 
Came  to  the  gate,  and  axed  meate : 
But  there  might  he  nolhyng  geate 
His  deedely  hungre  for  to  staunche. 
For  he,  tvhiche  had  his  foil  pauoche 
Of  all  lastes  at  horde, 
Ne  deigneth  to  speake  a  worde, 
Onliche  a  cromme  for  to  yeue, 
Wberof  this  poure  might  leue 
Upon  the  yefte  of  bis  almesse. 
Thus  laie  this  poure  in  great  distresse, 
A  colde  and  hongred  at  the  gate. 
For  whiche  he  might  go  no  gate. 
So  was  he  wofully  besene. 
And  as  these  holy  bokes  seyri, 
The  houndes  comen  fro  the  halle, 
Where  that  this  sicke  man  was  falle. 
And  as  he  lale  there  for  to  deie 
The  woundes  of  his  maladie 
Thef  licken,  for  to  doone  hym  ease. 
But  he  was  full  of  suche  disease, 
That  be  maie  not  the  deth  escape: 
But  as  it  was  that  time  shape, 
The  soule  fro  the  body  passeth : 
And  he,  whom  nothyng  ouerpassetb, 
The  high  god  vp  to  the  heuen 
Hym  toke,  where  he  hath  set  hym  euen 
In  Abrahams  barme  on  bighe. 
Where  he  the  heuens  ioye  sighe. 
And  had  all  that  be  baue  wolde, 
And  fell  as  it  befall  sholde: 
This  riche  man  the  same  throwe 
With  sodein  deth  was  ooerthrowe, 
And  forth  withouten  any  went 
Unto  the  belt  straught  he  went: 
The  fende  into  the  lyre  hym  drough 
Where  that  he  had  peine  enough 
Of  flame,  whiche  that  euer  breon 
And  as  his  eie  about  renneth,  . 
Toward  the  heuen  be  cast  his  loke. 
Where  that  he  sigh,  and  hede  toke. 
How  lazar  set  was  in  his  see, 
Als  iarre  as  euer  he  might  see. 
With  Abraham,  and  than  he  praide 
Unto  the  patriarche  and  sayde: 
Sende  lazar  downe  fro  thiike  sete 
And  do,  that  he  his  -fing^  wete 
In  water,  so  that  he  maie  droppe 
Upon  my  tonge,  for  to  stoppe 
The  great  bete,  in  whiche  I  brenne. 

But  Abraham  answerde  then. 
And  sayd  to  hym  in  this  wise: 

Salomon.    Sni  obturat  aures  suas  ad  clamorem 
pauperum,  ipse  damabit,  et  non  exaudietur. 

My  Sonne,  thon  the  might  anise, 
And  take  in  to  thy  remembrance, 
Howe  lazar  had  great  penance, 
While  be  was  in  that  other  life, 
But  thou  in  all  thy  Inst  iolife 
The  bodely  delices  songbtest. 
For  thy-so  as  thou  than  wroogbieal. 
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Kowd  sbaHe  thoii  take  tby  rewarde 
Of  deadly  peyne  here  afterwarde 
Id  bell,  wbicbe  sball  euer  last, 
And  tbifl  lazar  nowe  at  last 
This  worldes  peyne  is  ouerronDe. 
In  heuen  and  hath  his  life  begounc 
Of  ioye,  wbicbe  is  endeles. 

But  that  thou  preidest  netbeles. 
That  I  sball  lazar  to  the  seode, 
With  vater  on  bis  finger  ende, 
Tbyne  bote  tonge  for  to  kele; 
Thou  sbalt  no  sucbe  graces  fide. 
For  to  that  fbule  place  of  synne. 
For  eaer  in  wbicbe  thou  sbalt  be  inne, 
Cometh  none  out  of  this  place  tbider^ 
Ne  none  of  you  may  come  bider. 
Thus  be  ye  parted  nowe  a  two. 
The  riche  ayeneward  cride  tho  s 

0  Abraham,  sitbe  it  so  is 

That  lazar  male  nought  do  me  thfSx 
YTbiche  I  baue  axed  in  this  place^ 
't  wolde  praie  an  other  grace. 
For  I  baue  yet  bretherne  fiae. 
That  with  my*  father  bene  a  Hue, 
To  gekber  dwelleiide  in  one  bous, 
To  whom,  as  thou  art  gpracious, 

1  praie,  that  thou  woldest  sende 
lazar,  so  that  be  might  wcnde 

To  wame  hem,  bow  the  worlde  is  went. 
That  afterward  thei  be  not  shent 
Of  sucbe  peines  as  thei  dri«. 
liQ  this  I  praie,  and  this  1  crie, 
Howe  1  maie  not  my  selfe  amende. 

The  patriarke  aaooe  sewende,^ 
To  this  praier  answerde  Kaie, 
And  saide  hym,  hove  that  euery  date 
His  bretherne  might  knowe  and  here 
Of  Moyses  on  erthe  here^ 
And  of  prophettes  other  mo, 
What  hem  was  best:  And  he  saith  no. 
But  if  there  might  a  man  arise 
From  deth  to  life  in  suche  a  wise 
To  cellen  hem,  bowe  that  it  were. 
He  saide  than  of  pure  fere 
Tbei  sholden  well  beware  therby. 

duod  Abraham,  nay  sikerly. 
For  if  thei  nowe  will  not  obey 
To  sucbe,  as  teche  hem  the  wey. 
And  all  day  teacbe,  and  all  dale  telle, 
Howe  that  it  stant  of  heuen  and  belle, 
Tbei  will  not  than  taken  hede, 
Though  it  befell  so  in  dede. 
That  any  deade  nnn  were  arreved. 
To  ben  of  by m  no  better  lered 
Than  of  an  other  man  on  liue.- 

If  thou  my  soone  canst  descriue 
This  tale,  as  Christe  hym  selfe  it  tolde^ 
Thou  sbalt  baue  cause  U>  beboide, 
1*0  se  so  great  an  euidence, 
Wherof  the  soth  experience 
Hath  shewed  openliche  at  eie. 
That  bodcly  delicacie 
Of  hym,  wbicbe  yeueth  none  almesse, 
'  Shall  after  fall  in  great  distretwe. 
And  that  was  seoe  vpon  the  riclie. 
For  he  ne  wolde  vnto  his  liche 
A  cromme  yeuen  of  his  breadde. 
Than  afterwarde  whan  be  was  deade, 
A  droppe  of  water  bjrni  was  werned. 
Thus  maie  a  oaiui  wit  be  lenied 


Of  hem,  tliat  so  deUtes  taken. 

Whan  tbei  with  death  ben  ouertakevr 

That  erst  was  swele  is  than  sowre. 

But  be  that  is  a  gouemour 

Of  wortdes  ioye,  if  he  be  wise, 

Within  bis  hertelie  set  no  pnee 

Of  all  the  worlde,  ted  yet  he  vsethr 

The  good»  that  he  tloUiy  o^  refusetb. 

As  he,  whicbe  lorde  is  of  the  thyngea^ 

The  ouches,  and  the  riche  rynges. 

The  cloth  of  gohle,  and  the  perrie 

He  taketb :  and  yet  the  delicacie 

He  leueth,  though  he  weareall  this. 

The  best  mete,  that  there  is 

He  eateth,  and  drinketh  the  beat  drinkes 

But  bowe  that  euer  he  eate  or  drinker 

Delicacie  be  put  aweie. 

As  he,  whicbe  goth  the  right  w&e, 

Nougbt  only  for  to  fede  and  clothe 

His  body,  but  bis  aoale  botbe. 

But  thei  that  taken  other  wise 

Her  lustes,  bene  none  of  the  miac^ 

But  nowe  a  dale  a  man  maie  se& 

The  worlde  so  full  of  vanitee. 

That  no  man  taketb  of  reason  hede. 

Or  for  to  clothe,  or  for  to  fede: 

But  all  is  set  vnto  the  vipe. 

To  newe  and  cbangen  bis  deliee. 

And  right  so  ebaiiio^eth  his  astater 
He  that  of  louc  is  delicater 
For  though  be  bad  to  his  faowie 
The  best  wife  of  all  the  londe. 
Or  the  feirest  loue  of  all : 
Yet  wolde  his  berte  on  other  iaU«^ 
And  thiuke  hem  more  delicions, 
Thau  be  hath  in  his  owne  Iuhu. 

Men  seyoe  H  is  nowe  ofte  so^ 
Auise  hem  well,  thei  that  so  do. 
And  for  to  speke  in  other  waie. 
Full  ofte  tyme  1  baue  herde  sale, 
That  he,  whicha  bath  no  loue  acheued, 
Hym  thioketfa  that  he  is  not  relieued. 
Though  that  bis  ladie  make  hym  cherer 
So  as  she  maie  in  good  mauere 
Hir  honour,  and  hir  name  saue. 
But  he  the  surplus  might  baue, 
Notbyng  withstandyng  hir  astatf 
Of  loue  more  delicate. 
He  set  hir  chere  at  no  delikef 
But  if  he  baue  all  his  appetite. 

My  Sonne  if  it  with  the  be  so. 
Tell  me  >    Myn  holy  father  no.^ 
For  delicate  in  suche  a  wise 
Of  lone,  as  ye  to  me  deoise, 
Ne  was  I  neuer  yet  gyltife. 
For  if  I  had  suche  a  wife. 
As  ye  speke  of,  what  shtelde  I  more : 
For  than  I  wolde  neucr  more. 
For  lust  of  any  womanbede. 
My  herle  vpon  none  other  fede^ 
And  if  I  did,  it  were  a  waste. 
But  all  without  suche  repaMe 
Of  lust,  as  ye  me  tolde  aboue. 
Of  wife,  or  yet  of  other  loue, 
I  faste,  and  maie  no  fode  geate. 
So  that  for  lacke  of  deintje  meate. 
Of  wbicbe  an  berte  maie  be  feddc, 
I  go  fastynge  to  my  bedde. 

But  might  I  getten  as  ye  tolde^ 
So  mochel,  that  my  lady  wolde 
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M«  Me  with  hii*  gladde  lembtoiiat, 
Though  me  lacke  all  tha  reiii«oaum: 
Yet  sbolde  I  tomdete  ben  abecbed, 
And  for  the  tyme  wel  refresslied* 

Bat  certes  iader  she  ne  doth. 
For  in  good  feith  to  tellen  aotb, 
1  trove,  though  I  sbutde  sterue. 
She  volde  not  bir  eie  swerue. 
My  herte  with  one  goodly  looke 
To  Cede,  and  thus  for  sucbe  a  cooke 
I  male  go  fastioge  euermo^ 
But  if  to  is,  that  any  wo 
Htie  fede  a  matta  herte  wele, 
Therof  I  haue  at  eaery  mele, 
Of  plentie  more  than  eooc^h. 
Bat  that  itf  of  by  m  selfe  so  toughs 
Myitonabe  maie  it  not  defie. 
Lo  Mcbe  is  the  delieacie 
Of  kHK,  whiche  wnf  herte  ^edetb. 
Thus  hsM  I  lacke  of  that  me  nedeth. 
fiot  for  all  this  yet  ucth^es, 
1  »y  not,  1  am  giltelea. 
That  I  somdele  am  delicate. 
For  els  were  I  fully  mate : 
Bat  if  that  I  some  lastystounde 
Ofcomibrte  and  of  eaaefouada. 
To  take  of  loue  some  repast 
For  thoQgb  I  with  full  taste 
Tbe  lost  of  k>ue  maie  not  fele, 
Myn  honger  otherwise  I  kele. 
Of  smale  lastes,  whiche  I  pike, 
And  for  a  tyme  yet  thei  like. 
If  that  ye  wisten,  what  I  mesne. 

Nove  good  Sonne  shriue  the  cleand 
Of  aache  dainties  as  ben  good, 
Wberof  tbon  Ukest  thyn  herts  foode. 

My  father  I  shall  you  reherse, 
Howe  that  my  foodes  ben  diuerse, 
So  as  thei  fiillen  in  degree. 
One  feedynge  is  of  that  1  see : 
An  other  is,  of  that  1  here: 
The  tbirde,  as  1  shall  tellen  here, 
At  froweth  of  myne  owne  tliought. 
And  els  shulde  I  line  nought. 
For  whom  that  faileth  foode  of  herte. 
He  maie  nought  well  the  dethe  asterte. 

Kota  quditer  visas  id  amore  se  contniet  dellcatus. 

Or  ngbt  is  all  my  first  foode. 
Through  whiche  myne  eie  of  all  goode 
Hath  that  to  hym  is  accordant, 
A  hutie  foode  suffisant, 
Wbao  that  I  go  tuwarde  the  place, 
^'here  I  shall  see  my  ladies  foce, 
Myn  eie,  whiche  is  lothe  to  foste, 
B^ooeth  anone  to  hungre  so  Caste, 
That  hym  thynketh  of  an  hoore  three, 
TtU  1  there  come,  and  he  hir  see  t 
And  than  after  bis  appetite 
R«  Uketh  a  foode  of  sucbe  delite, 
■^  bym  none  other  deintie  nedeth, 
^nndrie  sjgbtes  he  hym  feedeth. 

He  leeth  hir  foce  of  soche  coloure, 
That  fresiber  i»  than  any  floure. 

He  seeth  hir  front  is  large  and  playne, 
'^'^Jwat  froonce  of  any  grayne. 

He  aecth  hir  eien  licfa«  an  beuen, 
^Bd  seeth  hir  nose  streite  and  euen. 

He  seeth  hir  radde  rpoo  tte  chake, 
And  icctb  hir  radde  lippct  eke. 


Hir  chyone  accordeth  to  tbe  faoe# 
All  that  he  seeth  is  full  of  grace. 

He  seeth  hir  necke  lounde  and  dene, 
Therin  maie  no  bone  be  aene. 

He  seeth  hir  bandes  fiaire  and  white. 
For  aU  this  thyng  without  wite 
He  maie  see  naked  at  lest. 
So  is  it  well  the  more  feste^ 
And  well  the  more  delicacie 
Unto  the  feedyng  of  the  eie.   ■ 

He  seeth  hir  shape  forth  with  allg 
Hir  body  rounde,  hir  middell  small. 
So  well  begone  with  good  arraie, 
NVhicbe  passetb  all  the  last  of  maie,   . 
Whan  he  is  moste  with  softe  showres 
Fall  clothed  in  his  lusty  flowres. 
With  sucbe  sightes  by  and  by 
Myn  eie  is  fedda^  but  fiiiaDy 
Whan  he  the  porte  and  ibe  maaere 
Seeth  of  bir  womannysshe  cboM^ 
Than  hath  be  sucbe  delite  on  bondci 
Hym  thinketh  he  might  still  stonde. 
And  that  he  hath  full  suffisance 
Of  liuelode,  and  of  sustenance. 
As  to  his  parte  for  eoermo. 
And  if  it  thought  all  other  so. 
Fro  then  wolde  be  nener  weade, 
But  there  rnto  the  worldes  enda 
He  wolde  abide,  if  that  he  might, 
And  feeden  hym  vpon  the  sight. 

For  though  1  might  stondea  ak 
In  to  the  tyme  of  domes  daie. 
And  loke  vpon  hir  euer  in  ones   - 
Yet  whan  I  shulde  fro  hir  gone, 
Myne  eie  wolde,  an  though  be  faaC» 
Ben  honger  storiien  also  fostc^ 
Till  efte  ayene  that  he  bir  seiet 
Suclie  is  the  nature  of  myn  eie. 
There  is  no  lust  so  deinteful), 
Of  whiche  a  man  shulde  not  be  full. 
Of  that  the  stomake  vndarfongeth  t 
But  euer  in  one  myn  herte  longeth* 
For  loke  bowe  that  a  goshauke  tireth,    • 
Right  80  dothe  he,  whan  that  be  phrath 
And  tooteth  on  hir  womanbede. 
For  he  maie  nener  fully  fode 
His  lust,  but  euer  a  licbe  sore 
Hym  hongretb,  so  thai  he  tbe  mora 
Desireth  to  be  fedde  algate. 
And  thus  myn  eie  is  inade  the  gate. 
Through  which  tbe  deinties  of  my  thought 
Of  lust  ben  to  myn  herte  brought. 

Right  as  myn  eie  with  his  loke, 
Im  to  myn  herte  a  lustie  cooke 
Of  lones  foode  delicate: 

Qualiter  auris  in  amore  delectatur* 

Right  so  myn  eare  in  bia  state, 
Where  as  mine  eie  maie  not  same. 
Can  well  my  beites  thonke  deserue. 
And  feden  hym  fino  daie  to  daie 
With  sucbe  deintiea  as  be  maie. 

For  thus  it  is,  that  ouer  all. 
Where  as  I  come  in  special!, 
I  maie  here  of  my  ladiie  price. 
I  here  one  sale,  that  she  is  wise. 
An  other  saith,  that  she  is  good. 
And  some  men  aeyae,  of  wortby  blood 
That  she  is  come,  and  is  also 
So  fayre,  that  no  where  is  noaa  so. 
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AnH  some  men  preise  hir  goodly  cbere. 
Tra:^  eut'ry  tbynge,  that  I  maie  here, 
Whiclio  sowneth  to  my  lady  good, 
lb  to  iiiyn  eare  a  lusty  foode. 

Add  eke  myn  eare  hath  ouer  thig 
A  deintie  feaste,  whan  so  is 
Tiiat  I  maie  here  hir  sefueo  speke. 
For  than  anone  my  taste  I  breke 
On  suche  wordes,  as  she  saith, 
That  full  of  trouth,  and  full  of  feyth 
Th*'\  ben,  and  of  so  great  disporte, 

.  That  to  Diyn  eare  great  coroforte 
Thei  done,  as  thei  that  ben  delices. 
For  all  the  meates  and  the  spices, 
That  any  Lumbaide  couth  make, 
Ne  ben  so  lustie  for  to  take, 
Ke  so  farforth  restauratife, 
I  sey  as  for  myn  owne  lyfe. 
As  ben  the  wordes  of  hir  mouth. 
For  as  the  wyndes  of  the  south 
Ben  moste  of  all  debonaire : 
So  when  hir  lust  to  speke  foire, 
The  vertue  of  hir  goodly  speche 
Is  Terily-myn  hertes  lecbe. 

And  if  it  so  befalle  amonge. 
That  she  caroIe  vpon  a  songe. 
Whan  I  it  here,  1  am  so  fedde. 
That  I  am  fro  my  selfe  so  ledde. 
As  though  I  were  in  Paradise. 
For  certes  as  to  myn  auise, 
Whan  I  here  of  hir  voyce  the  steuen. 
Me  thynkth  it  is  a  blisse  of  heuen. 
And  eke  in  otherwise  also. 
Full  oft  tyme  it  falleth  so, 
Myn  eie  with  a  good  pitance 
Is  fed,  of  redinge  of  romance. 
Of  Idoyne,  and  of  Amadas, 
That  whilome  were  in  my  cas: 
And  eke  of  other  many  a*  score. 
That  loued  longe,  er  I  was  bore. 
For  whan  I  of  her  loues  rede, 
Myn  ere  with  the  tale  I  fede. 
And  with  the  lust  of  her  htstoire 
Somtime  I  draw  into  memoire, 
Howe  sorowe  maie  not  euer  last. 
And  so  hope  cometh  in  at  last, 
Whan  I  none  other  foode  knowe: 
And  that  endureth  bnt  a  throwe. 
Right  as  it  were  a  cherie  feBte : 
But  for  to  counten  at  lest 
As  for  the  while  yet  it  easetb. 
And  somdele  of  my  hert  appescth. 

.  For  what  tbinge  to  my  ere  spredetb, 
Whicbe  is  pleasant,  somdele  it  easeth^ 
With  wordes  sucbe  as  he  maie  gete. 
My  lust  in  stede  of  other  mete. 

Lo  thus  my  fader  as  I  you  seie 
Of  lust,  the  whicbe  myn  eie  bath  seie. 
And  eke  of  that  myn  eare  bath  berde. 
Full  ofte  I  haue  the  better  ferde: 
And  tho  two  bryngeu  in  the  thridde, 
The  whicbe  hath  in  jnyn  herte  amydde 
His  place  take,  to  araie. 
The  lustie  thoughles  whicbe  assaie 
I  mote,  and  nameliche  on  nightes. 
Whan  that  me  lacketh  all  sightes 
And  that  min  heringe  is  awey. 
Than  is  he  redy  in  the  wey 
My  rere  souper  for  to  make. 
Of  whicbe  my  herte»  foode  I  take. 
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This  lustie  cookes^namc  is  bote 
Thought,  which  bath  euer  his  pottes  bote 
Of  loue  boylend  on  the  fire. 
With  fantasie,  and  with  desire, 
Of  whiche  er  this  full  ofte  he  fedde 
Myn  herte,  whan  I  was  a  bedde 
And  than  he  set  vpon  my  horde 
Bothe  euery  sigtit,  and  euery  wordc 
Of  lust,  whiche  I  haue  berde  or  seyne: 
But  yet  is  not  my  fest  all  plcyn, 
But  all  of  woldes,  and  of  wisshes, 
Therof  haue  I  my  full  disshes. 
But  as  of  felynge,  and  of  taste, 
Yet  might  I  ncuer  haue  o  repastc. 

And  as  1  haue  sayd  to  forne, 
I  licke  bony  of  the  thorne. 
And,  as  who  seith,  vpon  the  bridell 
I  chewe  so  that  all  is  ydell. 
As  in  effect  the  foode  I  haue. 
But  as  a  man,  that  wolde  hiih  saue, 
Whan  he  is  sicke,  by  medicine: 
Right  so  of  lone  the  famine 
I  fonde  in  all  that  euer  I  maie,  ^ 
To  fede  and  driue  forthe  the  diai^. 
Till  1  maie  haue  the  great  fest, 
Whiche  all  my  honger  might  areste. 

Lo  sucbe  ben  my  lustes  three, 
Of  that  Ithyuke,  and  here,  and  see. 
I  take  of  loue  my  fedinge, 
With  onte  tastinge  or  felinge. 
And  as  the  plouer  doth  of  the  eire 
I  line,  and  anv  in  good  espeire. 
That  for  none  sucbe  delicacte 
I  trowe  I  do  no  glotenie. 
And  netheles  to  your  anise    . 
Myn  holy  fader,  that  ben  wise, 
I  recommende  myn  estate 
Of  that  I  haue  ben  delicate. 

My  Sonne  I  vnderstonde  w^le. 
That  thou  hast  tolde  here,  euery  dele. 
And  as  me  thinketh  by  thy  tale. 
It  ben  delites  wonder  smale, 
Wherof  thou  takest  thy  loues  foode. 
But  Sonne,  if  that  thou  vnderstoode^ 
What  is  to  ben  delicious. 
Thou  woldest  not  be  curious, 
Upon  the  lust  of  thyn  astate 
To  ben  to  bote  or  delicate : 
Wherof  that  thou  reason  excede. 
For  in  the  bokes  thou  might  rede. 
If  mans  wisdom  shall  be  sewed. 
It  ought  well  to  ben  eschewed 
As  well  by  reason  as  -by  kynde. 
Of  olde  ensamples  as  men  fynde. 

Hie  loquitur  dc  delicacta  Neronis,  qui  corpora- 
libus  deliciis  magts  adherens,  spiritualia  gaudia 
minus  obtinait. 

TBAt  man  that  wolde  hym  well  anise, 

Delicacie  is  to  dispise. 

Whan  kynde  accordeth  not  withall : 

Wherof  ensarople  spectall 

Of  Kero  whylom  maie  be  tolde, 

Whicbe  ayens  kynde  maoyiblde 

His  lustes  toke,  till  at  last. 

That  god  hym  wolde  all  oueroaaCe, 
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or  vboD  the  croAike  it  to  plein^. 

Me  lost  no  more  of  bym  to  teyu^. 

And  oethelct  for  glotonie 

Ofbodelydelieftcie 

To  koowe  hit  ttomake  howe  it  fer&e. 

Of  tbtt  DO  mtn  tofbre  heixle, 

^1»icb  be  witluii  bym  selfe  betbooght^ 

A  vooder  nbtile  thyng  he  wrodgbt. 

Tbree  men  rpoo  election 
Of  age,  tiid  of  cooiplection 
liche  to  hym  telfe  by  all  iraie, 
He  toke  tovardet  bym  to  plaie, 
Aad  eate  and  dreoke  at  Well  at  bee, 
TJjerof  wat  do  dinersitee. 
For  euery  daie  wban  that  tbei  cattf , 
ToCxe  bis  o«o«  boorde  tbei  seate, 
Andof  tache  meate  as  be  trat  serued, 
Allthoagb  tbei  bad  it  not  deseroed, 
Tbei  tokeo  semioe  of  the  same : 
Bat  tfterwarde  alt  thiike  game 
Vn  into  wofoll  emest  tourned. 
For  vbtD  tbei  were  this  soiourned, 
Vitbin  a  tyme  at  after  mete 
^<ro.  vbiebe  bad  not  Ibryetd 
Tbe  Instet  of  bis  freel  attate, 
Ai  be  wbicfae  alt  was  delicate. 
To  kaove  thiike  ezperiebee, 
Tlie  men  let  come  in  hit  presencei 
Aad  to  that  one  tbe  same  tide 
A  coQfser,  that  be  tfanlde  ride 
Into  tbe  felde  anone  be  badde, 
^^^heraf  this  man  was  wonder  gindde, 
Atd  goth  to  pricke  4dd  prauoce  aboute* 
'^t  other,  while  that  be  was  oat. 
He  layde  vpon  bit  bedde  to  slepe. 
Thetbyrde,  whiche  he  wolde  kepe 
Vltbin  his  cbambre  Ikire  and  softe. 
He  gotbe  nowe  Tp  nowe  downe  fal  oftti 
Valkynge  a  pace,  that  he  nO  sltfpte. 
Till  he  whidie  on  the  coureer  lepte 
▼u  cooieB  fro  the  felde  age3rne« 
Ken  than  (at  bokes  terne) 
Tb<se  men  did  done  take  all  tbree, 
^  ilottgh  bem,  for  be  wolde  see, 
^  wbose  ttomacke  was  beit  deSed* 
Aad  vban  he  hath  tiie  tothe  tried. 

He  fowde,  that  be,  whiche  goth  the  pft% 

I)efiedbetteofallwas: 

^icbeafterwarde  be  vted  aie. 

Asd  tbos  what  thyng  Tnto  bis  pnie 

Was  Qott  pleatant,  he  leAe  none, 

^tb  any  hist  be  wat  begone, 

^^mf  the  body  might  glade. 

For  he  M>  abttinenoe  roade< 

^  aiott  of  all  ertbdy  thynget 

Ofvoaen  Toto  the  likynget« 

>*'wt>  set  all  bis  bole  herte. 

For  that  lott  bym  ibnMe  not  atterte. 
^^^W  that  the  tbortt  of  loue  him  caoght, 

^^a«  that  bym  list  be  toke  a  draught. 

He  ipamh  neCher  wife  ne  maide, 

l^t  mche  a  notber,  at  men  taide, 

1^  ^  thit  worlde  wat  neoer  yit. 

R«  vti  so  dtoake  in  all  bit  wit 

1^n>ogh  sondrie  Insfces,  whiche  he  toke, 

'I'htt  eoer,  while  there  is  a  boke, 

or  Noo  men  shall  rede  and  ahige 

Uato  tbe  worides  knowlecbynge. 
My  good  Sonne  at  tbon  hatt  herde, 

Fv  cner  yet  it  hath  to  fordo, 

TOLIL 


Delicacie  in  lonet  cat 
Without  reason  is  and  was. 
For  where  that  loue  is  herte  set, 
Hym  thinketh,  it  might  be  no  bet^ 
All  though  it  be  not  fally  mete, 
llie  luste  of  lone  is  euer  swete. 

Lo  thut  to  gecher  of  feUushiji 
Delicacie  and  dronktbip 
(Wberof.reasoo  ttant  out  of  bdrre) 
Haoe  maQe  many  a  man  erre 
In  looet  cause  moste  of  all. 
For  thiln  howe  to  that  euer  it  fall, 
Witte  can  no  reaton  vnderttonde, 
But  let  the  gouemance  ttonde 
To  wille,  Whiche  than  wexetb  to  wilde, 
That  be  can  not  hym  telfs  sfailde 
Fro  the  perille,  but  ont  of  fere 
The  waie  he  secheth  here  ftnd  there, 
Hym  retcbeth  hot  vpou  what  side. 
For  oft  tyme  be  goth  betide. 
And  doth  tuch  thyng  without  drede, 
Wherof  hym  ought  well  to  drede. 
But  wban  that  lone  assoteth  sore. 
It  passeth  all  mens  lore. 
What  lust  it  it,  that  be  ofdeineth, 
There  it  no  mant  might  rettreineth* 
And  of  god  taketh  he  none  hede. 
But  lawlet  wttbouten  drede. 
His  purpos  for  be  wolde  acheue, 
Ayentt  tbe  poiiitet  of  the  beleue 
He  tempteth  beoeo,  erthe,  and  belle. 
Here  afterward  at  1  thall  telle. 

Dom  ttimulatnt  amor,  quicquid  iubet  orta  vo* 
Inptas, 

Audet,  et  aggreditur  nulla  timenda  timens. 
Omne  quod  astra  queunt  herbarum  tiue  potettat, 

Seu  vigor  infer iii  tingula  temptat  amant. 
Suod  nequid  ipte,  deo  m^liante,  parare  tinittrum, 

Demonit  hoc  magtca  creidulus  arte  parat. 
Sic  sibi  non  curat  ad  opus  quas  retia  tendit, 

Dummodo  nudatam  prenidere  postet  auem^ 

Hie  tractat,  qnaliter  ebrietas  et  delicatia  omnia 
pudicitie  contrarium  instigantes  inter  alia  ad 
camalis  concoptscentie  promotionem  sortilegio 
magicam  requirunt. 

Who  dare  do  thing,  whiche  loue  ne  dare? 

To  loue  is  euery  lawe  vnware. 

But  to  the  lawes  of  bis  best 

The  flsshe,  the  fowle,  the  man,  the  best. 

Of  all  the  worldet  kyode  lowCeth. 

For  lone  it  he,  which  nothyng  douteti). 

In  mannet  berta  where  it  title. 

He  counteth  nought  toward  hit  witte. 

The  wo,  no  more  than  tbe  wele. 

No  more  the  bete,  than  the  chele. 

No  more  the  wete,  tbnn  tbe  drie. 

No  more  to  Hue,  than  to  die: 

So  that  to  fore  ne  behynde 

He  teeth  no  thyng,  but  at  the  Mynde 

Withoute  intight  of  his  courage. 

He  doth  meruailet  in  bit  rage, 

To  what  thyng  that  be  wol  bym  dmwe. 

There  is  no  gc^  there  it  no  lawe 

Of  whom  that  he  taketh  any  hede. 

But  at  baiarde  the  biynde  ttede. 

Till  he  fiEdle  in  the  ditche  a  midde. 

He  gothe  there  no  nun  will  bym  bidde, 
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He  stant  so  feiforlhe  out  of  rewle,   - 
There  is  no  witte,  that  maie  bym  reule. 
And  thus  to  tell  of  bym  in  soothe. 
Full  many  a  wonder  thyng  he  doothe, 
Thet  were  better  to  be  lafte: 
•  Amonge  the  wbicbe  is  withe  crafte, 
That  somme  men  clepen  sorcerie, 
Whiche  for  to  wynne  his  drewrie, 
With  many  a  c^t;um8Unoe  he  yseth, 
There  is  no  point,  whiche  he  rf^fuseth. 

Nota  de  antorum  oecnon  et  libronun  tarn  m 
ralis  quam  execrabitis  magioe  nomioibus. 

The  crafte,  whiche  that  Saturnns  fonde 
.  To  make  pikes  in  the  sonde, 
'  That  Geomance  cleped  is, 
Ful  ofte  he  vseth  it  amis : 
And  of  the  floode  his  Hydromance,        , 
And  of  the  fire  the  Pyromance, 
With  questions  eche  one  of  tho 
He  tempteth  ofte:  and  eke  also 
Aeremance  iu  iudg^ement. 
To  loue  he  bryngeth  of  bis  assent. 
For  these  craftes  (^  I  finde) 
A  man  maie  do  by  waie  of  kinde : 
Be  so,  it  be  to  good  entent. 
But  he  goth  all  another  went. 
For  rather  er  he  shulde  iaile 
With  Nicromance  he  Wolde  assaile, 
To  make  his  incantacion, 
With  bote  subfumigacion, 
Thilke  arte,  whiche  Spatula  is  bote. 
And  ysed  ip  of  common  rote 
Amonge  painins,  whiche  that  crafte  eke. 
Of  whicbe  is  auctor  Thosez  the  greke, 
He  wercheth  one  and  one  by  rowe: 
Razel  is  not  to  bym  vnknowe 
The  Salomones  Candarie, 
His  Ideac,  his  Eutonie, 
The  figure  of  the  boke  withall, 
Of  Balamuz,  and  of  Ghenball 
The  ^eale,  and  therrpoa  thimage 
Of  Thebith,  for  his  auantajj^ 
He  taketh :  and  some  what  of  Oibere, 
Whiche  helplicbe  is  to  this  matere. 
Baby  11a  to  hir  sonnes  seuen, 
Whiche  hath  renounced  to  the  heuen. 
With  Cernei  bothe  square  and  rouode, 
He  traceth  ofte  vpon  the  gruunde, 
Makyiige  his  inuocacion, 
And  for  ftill  informacion 
The  scbola,  whiclie  Honorius 
Wrote,  be  porsueth,  and  lo  thus 
Magike  he  vseth  for  to  winne 
His  loue,  and  spareth  for  no  sinne. 

And  ouer  that  of  his  sotie, 
Right  as  he  secheth  sorcerie. 
Of  hem  that  bene  magicienSj 
Right  so  of  the  naturienst 
Upon  the  sterres  from  aboue. 
His  wey  he  ^echeth  Toto  loue^ 
Als  ferre  as  he  hem  vnderstondeth : 
In  many  a  sondrie  wise  he  fondeth. 
He  maketh  ymage,  be  maketh  sculpture. 
He  maketh  writyoge,  he  maketh  figure. 
He  maketh  his  calculacions, 
He  maketh  his  demonstracionsy 
His  hours  of  astronomie 
He  kepeth,  as  for  that  partie. 


Whicbe  longeth  to.the  injv>ectioQ 

Of  loue,  and  his  aJEfection. 

H^  wolde  in  to  the  belle  aeche. 

The  deuell  hjrm  selfe  to  beseche. 

If  that  be  wist^r  to  spede. 

To  gete  of  loUe  bis  lustiemede. 

Where  that  he  bath  bis  berte  set. 

He  bidde  neuer  &re  bet, 

Ne  witte  of  other  heuen  more. 

My  Sonne  if  thou  of  suche  a  lore 

Has  ben  er  this,  I  rede  the  leue. 

Myn  boly  fieitber  by  you^  leue. 
Of  all  that  ye  haue  spoken  here, 
Whiche  toucheth  vuto  this  matere. 
To  telle  sooth  righ^  as  1  wene, 
I  wote  not  o  worde,  what  ye  mene* 
I  woU  not  sale,  if  that  I  couth, 
Thvt  I  nolde  in  my  lustie  youtb, 
Beneth  in  helle  and  eke  aboue^ 
To  wyn  with  my  ladies  loue. 
Done  al  that  euer  tliat  I  might. 
For  therof  haue  I  none  insight. 
Where  afterwarde  that  I  am  become : 
So  that  I  wonne  and  ouercome 
Hir  loue,  whiche  1  moste  coueyte; 

My  Sonne  that  goth  wonder  str^ytt. 
For  this  I  maie  well  tell  soothe, 
There  is  no  man  whiche  so  doothe. 
For  all  the  crafte  tha^  he  can  ca^te. 
That  be  ne  bieth  it  ft  laste. 
For  often  he  that  will  begile. 
Is  guiled  with  the  same  guile. 
And  thus  the  guiler  is  beguiled. 
As  I  fynde  in  a  boke  compiled 
To  this  matere  an  olde  histoire. 
The  whiche  con^th  nowe  to  my  memoire. 
And  Is  of  great  ensamplarie 
Ayene  the  vice  of  sorcerie, 
Wherof  none  ende  maie  be  good. 
But  howe  whilome  therof  it  stood, 
A  tale,  whiche  is  good  to  knowe. 
To  the  my  sonne  I  shall  beknowe. 

Nota  contra  istos  ob  amoriscausam  sortilegot, 
vbi  narrat  in  ezemplum,  quod  cum  Ulysses  a 
subuersione  Troie  repatriare  nauigio  voluisset, 
ipsum  in  Insula  Cilli,  vbi  illaexpertissima  maga 
nomine  Cyrces  recnauit,  contigit  appltcuisse, 
quem  vt  in  sui  amoris  concupiscentiam  exar- 
desceret,  Circes  omnibus  suis  incantattonibur 
vincere  conabatur:  Ulysses  tamen  Ma^ca  po- 
tentior  ipsam  in  amore  subegit.  Ex  qua  filium 
nomine  Telegonum  genuit,  qui  poetea  patrem 
suum  interfecit,  et  sic  contra  fidei  natnram  ge- 
nitus,  contra  generation! s  naturam  patricidium 
operatus  est 

Amonge  hem,  whiche  at  Troie  were, 
Vlysses  at  the  siege  there. 
Was  one  by  name  in  speciall. 
Of  whom  yet  the  memoriall 
Abideth,  for  while  there  is  a  mouthe. 
For  euer  his  name  shall  be  couthe. 

He  was  a  worthy  knight  and  kyngs, . 
And  derke  knowende  of  euery  thynge. 
He  was  a  great  Rhetorien, 
He  was  a  great  magicien. 
Of  Tullius  the  Rhetorike, 
Of  kynge  Zoroastes  the  magike. 
Of  Ptolcme  thastronomie. 
Of  Plato  the  philosophic. 
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OrOuiclltiioi 
or  Neptune  tbci 
OrSalooKMi  and  tbe'proiieriMt, 
or  Macer  mil  tke  rtreDKth  of  berbesy 
And  the  pbisike  of  Hippocras, 
And  Ikhe  Toto  Pytbagoims, 
OTsargerie  he  knenre  the  cures  x 
*  Bat  mne  what  of  his  •ieoture% 
Whicbe  shall  to  mj  matter  acoorde. 
To  tbe  my  MMUie  I  will  racordes 
Tbit  kiqg,  of  whicb  tbou  hast  herde  Beui» 
Fnm  Tioie  as  he  goth  home  ageiae 
Bjr  ship,  he  foande  the  sea  dinersey 
With  laaoy  a  windie  storroe  reaeise: 
But  be  thnM^h  wisdom,  which  he  sh^Mth, 
FiiU  msay  a  great  perill  escapeth : 
Of  whicbe  I  thynke  tellen  one. 
Hove  the!  maagre  the  nedell  and  sfoae, 
Wfnde  drive  he  waa  all  sodeynly 
Upon  the  ttnmdes  of  CUly, 
Where  that  be  miiet  abide  a  while. 
T«>y  ^oeaes  weren  in  that  yle. 
Calypso  named  and  Ciioes. 
And  whan  thei  herde^  howe  V lyases 
b  hmded  there  vpon  the  Rinet 
^  hym  they  seaden  also  btiue. 

With  hym  sucbe  as  he  wold  he  ntftDy 
And  tothe  coaite  to  bom  be  cam. 

These  qaenes  were  as  two  goddesses, 
or  arte  magike  sorceresses, 
That  what  lorde  oometh  to  that  nuage, 
Thei  make  hym  loaa  in  socbe  a  rage. 
And  rpon  hem  assoto  so, 
Thai  thei  woU  haue,  er  that  he  go. 
All  that  be  hath  of  worldes  good^ 
^^iyises  well  this  viiderstoode. 
Thei  coathe  mnche,  he^conthe  more : 
Thei  shape  and  cast  ayenst  hym  sore, 
Aad  wrought  many  a  subtile  wile. 
Bat  yet  thei  might  bjm  not  begyla. 
But  of  tbe  men  of  his  nanie 
Thei  two  Ibrsbope  a  great  partie. 
Haie  none  of  hem  withstonde  her  hestes, 
SoBM  parte  thei  shopen  in  to  bestes, 
S<tte  parte  thei  shcften  in  to  Ibales, 
T«  beres,  tygres,  apes,  oules, 
^M  by  some  other  way, 
Tker  nyght  notbyng  hem  disobey, 
Svhecrsae  thei  had  abooe  kynde. 
Bat  that  arte  couth  thei  not  lynde, 
<y«hiche  Vlisaea  was  deceioed, 
Tbit  he  ne  bath  hem  all  weined, 
^  brought  hem  in  to  snche  a  rote, 
Tkst  vpon  hym  thei  bothe  assote. 
Asd  tlvoQgh  the  science  of  his  ssrto 
I^Uikeof  hem  so  well  his  parte, 
"at  be  begat  Ciioes  with  childe : 
He  kepte  hym  sobre,  and  made  hem  wilde, 
He  Mt  hym  sdoe  so  abooe» 
^  vith  her  good,  and  with  her  lone, 
^bo  that  therof  be  liefe  or  lothe, 
All  quite  in  to  his  ship  be  gothe. 

Circes  to  swolle  bothe  sides, 
He  leftc,  snd  waiteth  on  the  tides, 
^od  itrasgbt  through  out  the  salte  fome 
Hf  taketh  his  cours,  and  comth  hym  home, 
*^bere  as  he  foonde  Penelope, 
^  better  wife  there  male  none  be : 
^  yet  there  bene  enowe  of  good. 
^  who  that  hir  goodshtp  vnjkrstood. 


Fro  fyrst  that  she  wifiehode  toko, 
Howe  many  loues  she  forsoke, 
And  howe  she  baire  hir  all  abonte, 
There  whiles  that  hir  lorde  was  pute : 
He  might  make  a  great  .auant 
Amonge  all  tbe  remeaant. 
That  she,  one  of  all  tbe  best. 
Well  might  he  set  his  herte  in  rest 

This  kyoge  whan  he  hir  fonde  m  bale, 
For  as  he  couthe  in  wysedome  dele, 
So  coathe  she  in  womanbede. 
And  whan  she  sjrth  Withouton  dreda 
Hir  lorde  vpon  his  owne  grounde. 
That  he  was  come  safe  and  soonde^ 
In  an  this  woride  ne  might  be 
A  gladder  woman  than  ^as  she. 

The  fame,  whicbe  maie  nought  be  hid,' 
Throughout  the  loode  is  soone  kid: 
Her  kynge  is  comen  home  ayea^,. 
Tiiere  maie  no  man  the  full  seyof^ 
Howe  that  thei  weren  all  glade. 
So  mochell  ioye  of  hym  thei  made* 
The  presenteseuery  daie  bene  newed. 
He  was  with  yeftes  all  besnewed. 
Tbe  people  was  of  hym  so  glad. 
That  though  none  other  man  beip  bad. 
Tallage  vpon  hem  selfe  thei  sette. 
And  as  it  were  of  pure  dette 
They  yeue  her  goodes  to  the  kynge : 
This  was  a  glad  bame  weloomynge. 

Thus  hath  Vlysses  what  he  wolde. 
His  wife  was  suche  as  she  be  sholde. 
His  people  was  to  byn)  subiecte, 
Hym  lacketh  notbynge  of  delite 

Horatius.    Omnia  sunt  hominum  tonui  pandentia 
filio 

But  fortune  is  'of  suche  a  sleyght, 

That  whan  a  man  is  most  on  height. 

She  maketh  hym  rathest  for  to  fialle. 

There  wote  no  man  what  shall  beCalle. 

The  hapi>es  ouer  mauoes  hede 

Ben  honged  with  a  tender  threde« 

That  proued  was  on  Vlysses. 

For  whan  he  was  most  in  his  pees* 

Fortune  gan  to  make  hym  werre. 

And  set  his  welthe  oute  of  herre. 
Upon  a  day  as  he  was  mery 

As  though  ther  might  him  no  thinge  derie. 

Whan  night  was  come,  he  goth  to  bedde. 

With  slepe  and  both  his  eieu  fedde. 

And  while  he  slepte,  he  met  a  sweuen : 

Hym  thought  he  sigh  a  sutu  euen, 

Whiche  brighter  than  the  sonne  shone, 

A  man  it  semed  was  il  none: 
But  yet  it  was  a  figure 
Most  liche  to  mannisshc  creature. 
But  as  of  beautie  heuenliche 
It  was  most  to  an  aungell  liche. 
And  thus  betwene  aungell  and  man. 
Beholden  it  this  kynge  began. 
And  suche  a  lust  toke  of  the  sight, 
That  fayne  he  wolde,  if  that  he  might 
The  forme  of  that  figure  embrace, 
And  goth  hym  forlh  toward  that  place. 
Where  be  sigh  that  image  tho. 
And  takth  it  in  his  armes  two. 
And  it  embraceth  hym  ageyne. 
And  to  the  kynge  thus  gan  it  seyne. 
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Vlysses  Toderstond  well  thU, 
She  token  of  oar  acqueintaDce  if. 
Here  afterward  to  mochell  tene 
The  looe  that  tsrs  betwetie* 
Of  that  we  nowe  suche  ioie  makCy 
That  one  of  vs  the  deth  shall  take. 
Whan  ty  me  Cometh  ofdeninee, 
It  maie  none  otherwise  he. 

Vlyraes  tho  began  to  praie. 
That  this  figure  wolde  hym  saie, 
What  wight  he  is,  that  sayth  hym  so. 

This  wight  vpon  a  speare  iho 
A  pensell,  whiche  was  well  begone 
Bmbroudred,  shewetfa  hym  anone 
Thre  fisshes  all  of  o  coloure. 
In  maner  as  it  were  a  toure 
Upon  the  pensell  were  wronghL 

Vlysses  knewe  this  token  nought. 
And  prayth  to  witte  in  some  partie, 
What  tbynge  it  might  signifie. 
A  signe  it  is,  the  wight  answerde, 
Of  an  empire,  and  forth  he  ferde 
All  sodeynly,  whan  he  that  sayd. 

Vlysses  out  of  slepe  abrayde, 
And  that  was  right  ayene  the  daie. 
That  lenger  slepen  he  oe  maie. 

Men  say,  a  man  hath  knowlegeynge, 
Sane  of  hym  selfe,  of  all  thynge. 
His  owne  chance  /no  man  knoweth, 
But  as  fortune  it  on  hym  throweth. 
Was  neuer  yet  so  wise  a  clerke, 
Whiche  might  Icnowe  all  goddes  werke, 
Ne  the  secrete,  whiche  god  hath  tette 
Ayene  a  man,  maie  not  be  lette. 

Vlysses  though  that  he  be  wise, 
With  all. his  witte  in  his  auise. 
The  more  that  he  his  sweueh  accounteth, 
The  lesse  he  wote,  what  it  amounteth. 
For  all  his  calculacion. 
He  seeth  no  demonstracion  . 
As  pleynly  for  to  knowe  an  endew 
But  netheles  howe  that  it  wende. 
He  drad  hym  of  his  owne  sonne. 
That  maketh  hym  well  the  more  astone. 
And  shope  tberfore  anone  withall,   . 
So  that  within  castell  walle 
Thelemachus  htr  sonne  he  shette, 
And  on  hym  stronge  warde  he  sette, 
The  soothe  fiirther  be  ne  knewe, 
llll  that  fortune  him  ouerthrewe. 

But  netheles  for  sikernesse, 
Where  that  he  might  wit  and  gesse 
A  place  strengest  in  his  londe, 
There  let  he  make  of  lime  and  sondt 
A  strength,  where  he  wolde  dwell: 
Was  neuer  man  yet  herde  tell 
Of  suche  an  other,  as  it  was, 
And  for  to  strengtii  hym  in  that  CfS 
Of  all  his  londe  the  sikerest 
Of  seruantes  and  the  worthiest 
To  kepen  hym  within  warde. 
He  set  his  body  for  to  warder 
And  made  suche  an  ordinance 
For  loue,  ne  for  aqueintance. 
That  were  it  erely,  were  it  late» 
Thei  shuld  let  in  at  yate 
No  maner  man,  what  so  betid. 
But  if  so  were  hym  selfe  it  bid. 

But  all  that  mighte  hym  not  auayle, 
9»r  wbon  fortune  woll  wsayley 


There  maie  be  no  suche  raMtttoce^ 
Whiche  might  make  a  man  defence^ 
All  that  shall  be  mote  fall  algate. 

This  Circes,  whiche  I  spake  of  late^ 
On  whom  Vlysses  hath  begete 
A  childe,  though  he  it  have  foryete: 
Whan  tyme  came,  as  it  was  wonne 
She  was  deliuerde  of  a  sonne, 
Whiche  cleped  is  of  Telegonus. 

This  childe  whan  he  was  borne  tbiiff 
About  his  mother  to  foil  age, 
That  he  can  reason  and  laugage, 
In  good  estate  was  drawe  forth. 
And  whan  he  was  so  mochell  worth 
To  stonden  in  a  mannes  stede, 
Circes  his  mother  hath  hym  bede^ 
That  he  shall  to  his  father  go: 
And  tolde  hym  all  to  geder  tho. 
What  man  he  was,  that  hym  begate« 

And  whan  Thelegonus  of  that 
Was  ware,  and  hath  foil  knowiechyn^e, 
Howe  that  his  foder  was  a  kynge : 
He  prajrth  his  moder  fayre  this 
To  go,  where  that  his  foder  is. 
And  she  hym  graunteth  that  he  shall: 
And  made  hym  redy  forth  with  alL 

It  was  that  tyme  suche  Tsanoe, 
That  euery  man  the  conysaunce 
Of  his  oontre  bare  in  his  honde. 
Whan  he  went  in  to  stiaunge  londe. 
And  thus  was  euery  man  tberfore 
Well  knowe  where  that  he  was  bora. 
For  espyall  and  mystrowyaget 
Thei  did  than  suche  thynges, 
That  euery  man  might  other  knowe. 

So  it  be  felle  in  that  throwe^ 
Telegonus  as  in  this  cas. 
Of  his  contrei  the  signe  was 
Thre  fisshes,  whiche  be  shulde  beare 
Upon  the  pinon  of  a  speare : 
And  whan  that  he  was  thus  arraide. 
And  hath  his  hameis  all  assaide^ 
That  he  was  redy  eueridele. 
His  moder  bad  him,  fore  wele. 
And  saide  hym,  that  he  shnlde  twithe 
His  foder  griete  a  thousand  sith. 

Telegonus  his  moder  kist. 
And  toke  his  leue,  and  where  he  wist 
His  foder  was,  the  waie  name, 
Tyll  be  vnto  Nachaie  cane, 
Whiche  of  that  londe  the  chiefe  citee 
Was  cleped,  and  there  asketh  he. 
Where  was  the  kjmge,  and  how  he  ferde. 
And  whan  that  he  the  sooth  herde. 
Where  that  the  kynge  Vlysses  was 
Alone  vpon  his  hors  great  pas 
He  rode  hym  forth,  and  in  his  honde 
He  bare  the  signall  of  his  londe. 
With  fisshes  thre,  as  I  hane  tolde. 
And  thns  he  went  rnto  that  holde. 
Where  that  his  owne  foder  dwelletb. 
The  cause  why  he  came,  he  telleth 
Unto  the  kepars  of  the  gate, 
And  wolde  baue  comen  in  there  ate* 
But  shortfly  thei  hym  sayde  naie. 
And  he  als  foyre  as  euer  be  maie 
Besought,  and  tolde  hem  of  this, 
Howe  that  the  kynge  his  foder  is. 

But  thei  with  proude  wordes  greaik 
Began  tg  manace  aad  tbiete^ 
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Bnt  he  go  fro  the  gBte  fiut, 

Thei  wold«n  bym  take  and  set  fast. 

Fro  wordes  Tnto  strokes  thus 
Thei  fidle,  and  so  Telegonus 
Was  sore  hutte,  and  well  nighe  dede 
Bat  vitb  his  sbarpe  spearea  hede : 
He  maketh  defimce,  howe  so  it  iaile. 
And  wan  the  yate  vpon  hem  all, 
And  hath  alayne  of  the  best  fioe. 
And  thei  ascrideo  als  bliae 
Throogh  bute  the  castell  all  aboute. 
On  eueiy  side  men  come  oote 
Wherof  the  kynges  herte  afflight: 
And  he  with  all  the  hast  he  might 
A  ipesre  caught,  and  forthe  he  gothe. 
As  he  that  was  right  woode  for  wrotbe. 
He  sigbe  the  gates  full  of  bloode, 
Tdcf  onus  and  where  he  stoode 
He  iigbe  also,  bat  be  ne'knewe, 
What  man  it  was,  but  to  bym  threwe 
Hb  tpemre,  and  he  sterte  onte  a  side: 
But  destine,  whiche  shall  betide, 
BeMl  that  like  time  so: 
TelefOBos  knewe  nothynge  tho. 
What  man  it  wasy  that  to  hym  caste; 
Aod  whil^  his  owne  speare  laste, 
With  aU  the  signe  tberupon, 
He  cast  Tnto  the  kynge  anon. 
And  smote  hym  with  a  dedly  woonde, 

Vlysses  felle  anone  to  gronnde. 
Tbo  euery  man,  the  kynge  the  kynge 
B«fan  to  crie,  and  of  this  thynge 
Telegonus  whiche  sigh  the  caas, 
Od  knes  he  felle,  aod  saide  alas, 
I  bane  myn  owne  fftder  slayne, 
Nove  wolde  I  deie  wonder  iayne, 
Nove  slea  me,  who  that  ener  wille. 
Forcertes  it  Is  ngfat  and  skill. 
He  crieth,  he  wepeth,  be  seith  therfore 
Alav  that  euer  was  I  bore, 
That  this  mhappie  destinee 
So  woAilly  oomth  in  by  mee. 

This  kynge,  whiche  yet  hath  life  enough, 
Hit  heite  ayen  vnto  hym  drougb. 
And  to  that  rojoe  an  eare  he  layde, 
And  voderstode  all  that  he  saide, 
And  can  to  speke,  and  sayde  on  high : 

Brynge  me  this  man:  and  whan  he  sigh 
Tdegonna,  his  thought  he  sette 
Opoo  the  swenen,  whiche  be  mette. 
And  ssketh,  that  he  might  see 
Hiiapeare,  on  whiche  the  fisshes  Ihrea 
He  ligh  rpon  the  pensell  wrought. 
Tho  wist  he  well,  it  fiiileth  nodgfat, 
Aad  bad  bym,  that  he  tell  sbolde, 
Fro  wbens  he  came,  and  what  he  wolde^ 

Telegonus  in  sorowe  and  wo, 
So  ss  he  Bright,  tolde  tho 
t'oto  Vlysaes  aU  the  cas. 
How  that  Ciiees  his  mother  was : 
And  to  forth  saide  hym  euery  dele, 
Howr  that  his  moder  griete  bym  wele^ 
And  in  what  wise  she  hjrm  sent. 

Tbo  wist  Vlysses  what  it  ment,  . 

And  toke  hjrm  in  his  armes  softe, 
Aad  all  Uedcnd  kist  hym  ofte, 
And  said :  Sonne  while  1  line. 
This  infettane  I  the  ibryeue. 

After  his  other  spnne  in  haste 
HessDtey  and  he  began  bym  haste« 


And  cam  voto  his  feder  tite. 

But  whan  he  sigh  hym  in  suche  plite* 

He  wolde  baue  ronne  Tpon  that  other 

Anone,  and  slayne  his  owne  brother, 

Ne  had  ben  that  Vlysses 

Betwene  hem  made  a  corde  and  pees. 

And  to  his  beire  Thelemachus 

He  bad,  that  be  Telegonus 

With  all  his  power  shuld  kepe, 

Till  be  were  of  bis  woundes  depe 

AH  hole,  and  than  be  sbolde  hym  yeoe 

Londe,  where  vpon  he  might  line. 

Thelemachus  wban  he  this  herde, 
Unto  his  fader  be  answerde. 
And  seide:  be  wolde  doone  his  wille. 

So  dwelle  thei  togeder  stille 
These  bretherne,  and  the  feder  sterueth. 

Ix>  wherof  sorcerie  serueth: 
Through  sorcerie  his  lust  he  wan. 
Through  sorcerie  his  wo  began, 
Through  sorcerie  bis  loue  he  chese. 
Through  sorcerie  his  life  be  lese. 
The  child  was  gete  in  sorcerie. 
The  whiche  did  all  his  felooie. 
Thing  which  was  ayen  kinde  wrought, 
Unkyndliche  it  was  abought. 
The  childe  his  owne  feder  slough. 
That  was  mkyndship  enough. 

For  thy  take  hede  howe  that  it  is, 
So  for  to  Wynne  loue  amis, 
Whiche  endeth  all  bis  ioye  in  wo. 
For  of  this  arte  I  finde  so, 
That  hath  be  do  for  loues  sake, 
Wherof  thou  might  insample  take 
A  great  cronicke  Emperiall, 
Whiche  euer  in  to  memoriall 
Amonge  the  men,  howe  so  it  wende. 
Shall  dwelle  to  the  worldes  ende 


Hie  narrat  exemplum  super  eodem,  qua! iter  Nee- 
tanabus  de  Egjrpto  in  Macedoniam  fugitiuus 
Olimpiadem  Pbilippi  regis  ibidem  tunc  absentia 
▼xorem  arte  magica  decipiens,  cum  ipsa  concu— 
buit,  magnumque  ex  ea  Alexandrum  sortdegus 
genuit,  qui  natus  poslea  cum  ad  emdieiidum 
sub  cu«todia  Nectanabi  oommendatns  feisset, 
ipsnm  Nectanabum  patrem  suum  ab  altitudine 
cuiusdam  turns  infossamprafundam  preoipiens 
interfecit,  Et  sic  soitilegus  pfo  si^o  so^ilegio  in<> 
foitunii  sortem  sortitns  est. 

The  high  creatour  of  thynges, 
Whicbe  is  the  kynge  of  all  kynges. 
Full  many  wonder  worldes  chance 
Let  slide  vnder  his  sufferance, ' 
There  wote  no  man  the  cause  whye.     . 
But  he,  the  whiche  is  almigbtye, 
And  that  was  proued  whilom  thus 
Whan  that  the  kynge  Nectanabus, 
Whiche  had  Egypte  for  to  lede. 
But  for  he  sigh  tofore  the  dede. 
Through  magike  of  his  sorcerie, 
Wherof  he  couth  a  great  partie. 
His  enmies  to  hym  comende. 
From  whom  he  might  hym  not  defends  \ 
Out  of  his  owne  londe  he  fledde. 
And  in  the  wise,  as  he  hym  dredde. 
It  felle,  for  all  his  witchecrafte : 
^0  that  Egypte  bym  was  berafte« 
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And  be  desguised  6edde  awaie 
By  ship,  and  heide  the  right  wai6 
To  Macedoyoe,  where  that  hee 
Arriueth  at  the  chiefe  citee. 
Thre  yoihen  of  his  chambre  there 
All  only  for  to  senie  hym  were, 
The  whiche  he  trusteth  wonder  wele; 
Fer  thei  were  trewe  as  ony  steie^ 
And  hapneth,  that  thei  with  hym  ladde 
Parte  of  the  best  good  he  hadde. 
.  Thei  take  lodgynge  in  the  towne 
After  the  dfsposicion; 
Where  as  hym  thought  best  to  dwell. 
He  axeth  than,  and  herde  telle, 
Howe  that  the  kynge  was  out  go 
Upon  a  werre  he  had  tho. 
But  in  that  citee  than  was 
The  quene,  whiche  Olytnpisn 
Was  bote,  and  with  solempnitee 
The  teste  of  hir  natiuitee. 
As  it  befell,  was  than  bolde 
And  fbi"  hir  lust  to  be  behold 
And  preised  of  the  people  about, 
'  She  shope  hir  for  to  rideu  out 
At  after  meate  all  openly. 
Anone  all  meh  were  redie, 
And  that  was  in  the  moneth  of  Maie, 
This  lusty  quene  in  good  araie 
Was  sette  vpon  a  mule  white, 
Te  sene  it  was  a  great  delite. 
The  ioye  that  the  citee  made. 
With  fresshe  thynges,  and  with  glade 
The  noble  towne  was  all  behonged, 
And  euery  wight  was  sore  atooged 
To  see  this  lustie  ladie  ride. 
There  was  great  myrth  on  all  side. 
Where  as  she  passeth  by  the  streate. 
There  was  ful  many  a  tymhre  beate, 
And  many  a  maide  carolende. 
And  thus  through  out  the  towne  plaietSde 
This  quene  vnto  the  plfine  irode, 
Where  that  she  booed  and  abode. 
To  se  diuers  games  plaie. 
The  lustie  folke  iust  and  touitiayey 
And  so  forth  euery  other  man, 
Whiche  pfey  couth,  bis  play  began. 
To  plese  with  this  noble  quene. 

Nectanabus  came  to  the  grene 
Amonges  other,  and  drough  hym  nigh : 
But  whan  that  he  this  ladie  sigh. 
And  of  hir  beautee  hede  toke. 
He  couth  net  withholde  his  loke 
To  see  nought  el9  in  the  felde  t 
But  stode,  and  only  hir  bebelde. 

Of  his  clothyng,  and  of  his  gere 
He  was  ynliche  all  other  there. 
So  that  it  happeneth  at  latte, 
The  quene  vpon  hym  hir  eie  cast, 
And.knewe,  that  he  was  strauage,  anonc. 

But  he  behelde  hir  ener  in  one, 
Without  blenchynge  of  bis  cbere. 

She  toke  good  hede  of  his  manere. 
And  wondreth,  why  he  did  so. 
And  bad  men  shulde  for  hym  go« 

He  came,  and  did  her  reuerence. 
And  she  hym  asketh  in  silence. 
From  whens  be  cam,  and  what  he  mMi$ 

And  he  with  sobre  wordes  tolde. 
He  saith :  Madame  a  clerke  I  am, 
To  you  and  in  me«Bge  I  cam, 
4 


The  whiche  I  male  not  tellen  here  t 
But  if  It  liketh  yOu  to  here. 
It  mote  be  saide  so  prinely. 
Where  none  shall  be;  but  ye  and  I* 

Thus  for  the  tyme  he  toke  his  leue. 
The  dale  gothe  forthe  tiO  it  was  ene,* 
That  euery  man  mote  leue  his  werke. 
And  she  thought  euer  vpon  this  clerke. 
What  thyng  it  is,  that  he  wdde  mene. 
And  in  this  wise  abode  the  quene. 
And  ouerpasseth  thiike  night. 
Till  it  was  on  the  morowe  light. 
She  sende  for  hym,  and  he  came. 
With  hjrm  his  Astrolabe  he  ndme 
With  pointes  and  cercles  merueilooa. 
Whiche  was  of  fine  golde  precious. 

And  eke  the  heuenly  figuMs 
[  Wrought  in  a  boke  fiill  of  peintnres 
'  He  toke  this  ladie  for  to  shewe. 
And  tolde  of  eche  of  hem  by  reire 
The  cours  and  the  condicion. 

And  she  with  great  afiectioa 
Sate  still  and  herde  what  he  woMe. 

And  thus  whan  hcseeth  tyme,  ha  tolde. 
And  feigneth  with  his  wordes  wise 
A  tale,  and  seith  in  tuche  a  wue. 

Madame  but  a  while  a  go. 
Where  T  was  in  Egjrpte  tho. 
And  radde  in  schole  of  this  science. 
It  fell  in  to  my  conscience. 
That  I  vnto  the  temple  went. 
And  there  with  all  my  hdle  entent. 
As  I  my  sacrifice  dede. 
One  of  the  goddes  hath  me  bade, 
That  I  you  wame  prioely, 
So  that  ye  make  you  redy, 
And  that  ye  be  nothyng  agast. 
For  he  suche  loue  hath  to  you  caft. 
That  ye  shall  bene  his  owne  dere. 
And  he  shall  be  your  bedfere. 
Till  ye  conceiuc  and  be  with  childe. 
And  with  that  worde  she  wer  all  milde. 
And  somdele  redde  became  for  shame,  * 
And  asketh  hym  the  goddes  name, 
Whiche  so  woll  doone  hir  eompanye. 

And  he  seidf  Amor  of  lAibie. 
And  she  saith,  that  maie  1  not  leue: 
But  if  I  see  a  better  preue. 

Madame  quod  Nectanabnt, 
In  token  that  it  shall  be  thu^ 
This  night  for  enformacion 
Ve  shall  haue  a  vision. 
That  Amos  shall  to  yon  appere. 
To  shewe  and  teche  in  what  mancrt 
The  thynge  shall  afterwarde  befoll. 
Ye  oughteu  well  abouen  all 
To  make  ioye  of  suche  a  lorde. 
Fur  whan  ye  be  of  one  accorde. 
He  shall  a  sonne  of  you  begete, 
Whiche  with  his  swerde  shaH  win  and  gfete 
■The  wide  worlde  in  lengtbe  and  brede, 
;     All  erthely  kynges  shall  hym  drede. 
And  in  suche  wise  I  you  behote 
Tho  god  of  erth  he  shall  be  bote. 

If  this  be  sothe,  tho  ouod  the  quene. 
This  night  (thou  seyest)  it  shall  be  aene: 
And  if  it  foil  in  to  my  graoe. 
Of  god  Amos  that  I  purchace. 
To  take  of  hym  so  great  worship : 
I  well  do  the  sttche  ladiahip. 
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Wberof  thomhalt  forenenno 
Be  ricfae.    And  be  hir  thanketb  tbo, 
.  AaA  take  bis  leae,  and  Ibrtfao  he  weote, 

ShetrntUteU^wbatbement.         *    . 
For  it  wn  gyle  and  sorcerie. 
All  that  the  toke  for  propbecie. 

Nectioabiu  throughout  the  date, 
HThaa  be  cam  borne,  where  as  he  laie, 
His  chsmbre  be  him  sdfe  betofce. 
And  oaertoraeth  many  a  boke : 
And  through  Che  crafte  of  artemage,     * 
Of  vere  be  foiiged  an  ymage ; 
He  loketb  bis  equacions. 
And  eke  the  consteUacioBS, 

He  loketh  the  conionctions. 
He  ioketh  the  recepcions, 
His  stgne^  his  boure,  bis  ascendent, 
And  dnweth  fortune  of  his  assent,  . 
The  uiDe  of  qoene  Olimpias 
bthilke  image  written-^as 
Aniddei  ia  the  finmt  aboue. 
Aod  thus  to  winne  his  hMt  of  lone, 
Kectaoabus  this  werke  hath  digfa^   . 
Aod  whsD  it  came  within  nighty 
Thtt  eoery  wigfat  is  ftill  a  slepe. 
He  tboQght  be  wolde  his  time  kepe, 
As  iie,  whiche  hath  his  boore  appointed. 
And  than  fyiste  be  hath  anrynted, 
With  aoodrie  berbes  that  figure : 
Aad  thervpon  he  gan  coniure, 
So  that  through  his  encbantemeut. 
This  ladie,  whiche  was  innocent, 
And  wisce  nothynge  of  this  guile,  * 
Mette,  as  she  alepte  thilke  while. 
Hove  fro  the  heanen  came  a  light, 
Whiche  all  hir  chambre  made  light : 
Aod  as  she  loketb  to  and  fro, 
Sbe  sigh,  hir  thought,  a  dragon  tbo. 
Whose  scberdea  sbynen  atf  the  Sonne, 
And  bath  his  soft  pstf  begonne. 
With  th  the  chere  that  he  maie, 
TovaS  the  bedde  there  as  she  laie^ 
TiU  he  came  to  the  beddes  side, 
And  she  laie  still,  and  notbyng  cride. 
For  he  did  all  his  thynges  fame. 
And  was  ooufteis,  aud  debonaire. 
And  as  be  stode  hir  liast  by. 
His  forme  be  chaungetii  sodeinly. 
And  the  figure  of  man  be  nome : 
Tohir  and  in  to  bedde  be  come. 
And  such  thing  ther  of  looe  he  wrought| 
^^^Wiof,  so  as  bir  than  thought. 
Through  likenes  of  this  godr  Amos» 
Whhchildeanone  hir  wombe  aios, 
And  she  was  wender  glad  withall. 

Nedaoabns,  wbkAie  eauseth  ally 
^^n  OBetPsd  the  substance, 
^^IttB  he  leeth  tyme  his  nycromsnce 
He  styut,  aad  notbyng  more  seyde 
Of  his  carecte,  aad  die  ttbivyde 
<!;it  of  bir  slepe«  and  ieneth  wele, 
Thtt  it  is  loth  than  euery  dele, 
^that  this  derkir  bir  had  toMe, 
And  was  the  gbdder  many  fblde, 
Id  hope  of  snche  a  glad  metrede, 
Whiche  tfter  shall  belUle  ia  dede. 
^8be  loDgetb  sore  after  the  dale 
T^t  she  hir  swBoen  telle  mtfie 
io*««gyl«irinpriuitw, 
WUche  fawwe  it  also  weU  M  slice. 


And  netheles  oo  morowe  soone. 
She  lefte  all  other  thinge  to  doone, 
And  for  him  sent:  and  all  the  cas 
She  tolde  hym  pleyiiely,  as  it  was. 
And  sayde :  howe  than  well  she  wisty 
That  she  bis  wordes  might  trisU. 
For  she  funde  hir  auision 
Right  alter  the  condicion, 
Whiche  he  hir  had  tMe  to  fore, 
And  piayde  hym  hertely  therfore. 
That  be  hir  holde  couenant 
So  forth  of  all  the  remenant^ 
That  she  maie  through  bis  ordinance 
Towardes  god  do  snche  plesance; 
That  she  wakende  might  hym-kepa 
In  suche  wise,  as  she  met  a  slepe. 

And  he  that  couth  of  gile  enough. 
Whan  he  this  herde,  for  ioye  be  lougbp 
And  sey th :  Madame  it  shall  be  do. 
But  this  I  wame  yon  therto 
This  night;  whan  that  he  comth  to  plaia 
That  there  be  no  liefe  in  the  waie. 
But  I,  that  shall  at  his  likynge 
,  Ordeiae  so  for  bis  oomynge 
That  ye  ne  shall  not  of  hym  layle.' 

For  this  madame  I  you  oounsaylei 
That  ye  it  kepe  so  priuee,* 
That  no  wight  els,  but  we  three 
'  Haue  knowlechynge,  howe  that  it  is. 

*  For  els  might  it  fare  amis» 

•  If  ye  did  ought,  that  shuld  him  greue. 

And  thus  he  maketh  hir  tobeteue^' 
And  feigneth  rnder  guile  feith. 
But  netheles  all  that  he  seyth. 
She  troweth :  and  ayene  the  night 
She  hath  within  hir  chambre  digbt 
Where  as  this  guiler  fast  by^ 
Upon  this  god  shall  priuely 
Awaite,  as  he  makth  hir  to  wene. 

And  tlius  this  noble  gentill  queue. 
Whan  she  most  tristed,  was  d«;eyoed. 

The  night  cam,  the  chambre  is  weiued^ 
Nectanabus  hath  take  his  place, 
And  whan  he  sigh  tyme  and  space. 
Through  the  disoeite  of  his  magike^ 
He  put  bym  out  of  mans  like. 
And  of  a  dragon  toke  the  forme. 
As  he,  whiche  wolde  hym  all  conforme 
To  that  she  sawe  in  sweuen  er  this* 
And  thus  to  chambre  come  he  is 

The  queene  laie  a  bed,  and  sighe* 
And  bopeth  euer,  as  he  came  nighe. 
That  be  the  god  of  Lubie  were. 
So  bath  she  well  the  lesse  fere. 

But  for  he  wolde  bir  more  assure^ 
Yet  efte  he  changeth  his  flgnre. 
And  of  a  wether  the  likenease 
He  toke  in  signe  of  bis  noblesse. 
With  large  ^omes  ibr  the  nones 
Of  fine  golde  and  riche  stones 
A  crowoe  on  bis  head  he  bare. 
And  sodeinliche,  er  she  waS'Warep 
As  be  whiche  all  guile  can. 
His  forme  he  toraeth  in  to  man. 
And  came  to  bedde,  and  she  laie  stiU, 
Where  as  sbesoAneth  all  his  will» 
As  she,  whiche  wende  not  misdo. 
But  netheles  it  hapneth  so. 
All  though  she  were  in  parte  deeeioedy 
Yet  for  all  thatshchaith  conoeined 
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The  worthiest  of  all  kithe, 
Wfaiche  euer  was  tofore  or  sith. 
Of  conquest,  and  of  chiualrie,    ' 
So  that  through  gile  and  soroerie 
There  was  that  .noble  knight  begODDe» 
Whiche  all  the  worJde  hath  after  woune. 

Thus  fell  the  thyng,  whiche  fall  sbulde 
Kectanabos  hath  that  be  wolde. 
With  gyle  he  hath  his  loue  sped. 
With  gyle  be  came  io  to  the  bed. 
With  gyle  he  goth  hym  out  ayene^ 
He  was  a  shrewed  chamberleyne. 
So  as  to  begyle  a  worthy  queue. 
And  that  on  hym  was  after  sene; 
But  netheles  the  th/nge  is  do. 
This  fills  god  was  soone  go 
With  his  deceite,  and  heldc  hym  close. 
Till  morow  cam,  that  he  arose: 
And  tho  whan  tyme  and  leiser  was, 
Tbe  queue  tolde  hym  all  the  cas. 
As  she,  that  gyle  none  supposetb,  ' 

And  of  two  pointes  she  hym  apposeth. 

One  was,  if  that  this  god  no  more 
Will  come  ayeue :  and  onermorey 
How  she  shall  stonden  in  acoorde 
With  kynge  Pbtlip  bir  owne  lorde. 
When  he  comth  home,  and  seeth  hir  grane. 

'Madame,  he  seith,  let  me  alone, 
As  fur  the  god  I  undertake, 
That  whan.it  liketh  you  to  take 
His  companie  at  any  throwe. 
If  I  a  daie  to  fore  it  knowe, 
He  shall  be  with  you  on  the  night : 
And  he  is  welle  of  suche  a  might 
To  kepe  you  from  al  blame. 
For  thy  comforta  you  madame, 
^There  shall  none  other  cause  bee. 
Thus  toke  he  leue,  and  forth  goth  bee. 
And  tbo  began  be  for  to  muse, 
Howe  he  the  quene  might  excuse 
Towarde  the  kinge,  of  that  is  falle. 
And  fouqde  a  crafte  amonges  aUe, 
Through  whiche  be  hath  a  sea  foule  danted 
With  his  magike  and  so  enchanted. 
That  he  flewe  Ibrth,  whan  it  was  night 
Unto  the  kinges  tent  right, 
Where  that  he  laie  amidde  his  boste. 
And  whan  be  was  a  slepe  rooste. 
With  that  the  sea  foule  to  him  brought 
An  other  charme,  wbiche  be  wrought 
At  home  within  his  chamber  stille. 
The  kynge  he  tometh  at  his  wille. 
And  makth  him  for  to  draame  and  see 
Tbe  dragon  >  and  tbe  priuetee, 
Whiche  was  betwene  him  and  the  quene. 
And  ouer  that  he  made  him  wene 
In  sweuen,  howe  that  the  god  Amos, 
Whan  he  vp  fro  the  quene  aros, 
Toke  forth  a  ringe,  wherin  a  stone 
Was  set,  and  graue  thenipon 
A  Sonne,  in  whiche  whan  be  came  nighe, 
A  lion  with  a  sweide  he  sigh. 
And  with  that  prente,  as  be  so  mette, 
Upon  the  queues  wombe  he  sette 
A  seale,  and  goth  him  forth  his  waie, 
With  that  the  sweuen  went  awaie. 
And  tho  began  the  kinge  awake. 
And  sighed  for  bis  wines  sake 
Where  as  he  lay  within  his  tent. 
And  hath  great  wonder,  what  it  aient«» 


With  that  be  basted  him  to  rise, 
Anone  and  sent  after  tbe  wise, 
^monse  the  whiche  there  was  one 
A  clerke,  his  name  is  Amphion : 
Whan  be  tbe  kinges  sweuen  herde. 
What  it  betokeneth  he  answerde. 
And  saith,  as  sekerly  as  the  lyfe 
A  god  bath  l^yne  by  thy  wife. 
And  gotte  a  sonne,  whiche  shall  wynoe   - 
The  worlde,  knd  all  that  is  .within. 

As  the  lion  is  kinge  of  beastes. 
So  shall  the  worlde  obeie  his  hestes. 
Which  with  his  swerde  sbal  al  be  woane, 
Als  ferre  as  shtnetb  any  sonne. 

The  kynge  was  doqtiie  of  this  dom^ 
But  netheles  whan  that  he  come 
Ageyne  into  bi^  owne  londe. 
His  wife  with  childe  great  be  founde. 
He  might  not  him  selfen  store. 
That  be  ne  made  hir  heuie  cbere. 
But  he  whiche  couth  of  all  sorowe, 
Nectanabus  vpon  the  morowe, 
Through  the  deceite  of  Nicromanoe, 
Toke  of  a  dragon  the  semblance. 
And  where  the  kynge  sat  in  bis  halle. 
Cam  in  rampende  amonge  hem  all. 
With  such  a  noise,  and  soche  a  iore» 
That  they  agast  were  all  so  sore. 
As  though  they  shulde  die  anone : 
And  netheles  he  greueth  none. 
But  goth  towan^e  the  deise  on  hie : 
And  whan  he  cam  the  quene  nie. 
He  stint  bis  noyse,  and  in  bis  wise. 
To  hir  he  profreth  his  seruice. 
And  laieth  his  head  vpon  bir  barme. 
And  she  with  goodly  cbere  hir  ainie 
About  his  necke  ayenwarde  layde. 
And  thus  the  quene  with  him  playdc, 
la  sight  of  all  men  about : 
And  at  last  he  gan  to  loute. 
And  obeysance  vnto  bir  make. 
As  he  that  wqlde  his  leue  take. 
And  sodenlie  his  lothly  forme 
In  to  an  egle  he  gan  trausforme, 
And  flewe,  and  set  him  on  a  rayle, 
Wherof  the  kynge  had  great  meruaile. 
For  there  he  pmneth  hym  and  piketb. 
As  doth  an  hauke,  whan. him  well  liketh: 
And  after  that  him  selfe  be  shoke, 
Wherof  that  all  the  baUe  quoke, 
As  it  a  teqpemote  were. 
They  seyden  all,  god  was  there. 
In  suche  a  rees  and  forth  be  High. 

The  kyng,  wl^ich  all  this  wonder  sigh. 
Whan  he  cam  to  his  charobre  alone. 
Unto  the  quene  made  hismone. 
And  of  foryeues  he  hir  praide. 
For  than  he  knewe  well,  as  he  sayde. 
She  was  with  childe  with  a  god. 

Thus  was  the  kinge  without  rod 
Chastised,  and  tl^e  quene  excoied. 
Of  that  she  had  ben  accused. 

And  for  tbe  gr^atter  euidence. 
Yet  after  that  in  the  presence 
Of  kynge  Philip,  and  other  mo. 
Whan  they  yode  in  the  fildes  tbo, 
A  fosant  came  before  hir  eie, 
The  whiche  anone,  as  they  bir  seie 
Fleende,  let  an  neie  downe  falle 
And  it  to  brake  tofore  beoi.aUc^. 
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And  as  tbey  token  tberof  kepe, 

Tbef  tigh  oat  of  the  t helle  crepe 

A  litdl  nrpent  on  the  gromide, 

Whfcbe  nmpeth  all  aboate  roonde. 

And  in  ayeoe  be  woll  baue  wonne, 

But  for  the  brenning  of  the  tonne 

It  might  not,  and  ao  be  deide: 

And  therapon  iIm  elerkei  seidey 

As  the  aerpent,  vhen  it  was  out, 

Weat  enuiron  the  sbelle  abonte, 

And  might  not  torne  in  ay^e. 

So  shall  it  fall  in  oerteyne. 
Thii  ehikle  the  worlde  shall  ennirone^ 

Aad  abone  all,  the  oorone 

Hym' shall  be^U,  in  his  yonge  age, 

He  shall  desire  in  hi*  corage. 

Whan  all  the  wortde  is  in  his  bonde. 

To  tnrne  ayene  vnto  the  londe, 

Where  he  was  bore*  and  in  bis  weye 

Bomevnide  he  shall  with  poyson  deye. 
The  kynge,  whiche  al  this  sigh  and  berde, 

For  that  daie  forth,  howe  so  it  ftsrde, 

His  idoQsie  hath  all  foryete: 

Bat  hc»  whiche  hath  the  childe  begete, 

NectanabuB,  in  prioetee, 

The  tynie  of  his  nnttnitee. 

Upon  the  consteilaeioD 

Awayteth,  and  lelaeion 

Makcth  to  the  quene,  how  he  had  do, 

Aad  enery  bonre  appoyntetb  so, 
I        That  ao  minote  therof  was  lore. 
i        So  that  in  doe  tyme  is  bore 

This  childe:  and  forthwith  therapon 

There  fell  wonders  many  one 

Of  terrapote  vnineniele. 

The  Sonne  toke  colloure  of  stele, 
I        Aad  lost  his  light,  the  wyodes  blewe. 

And  many  strengthea  ouerthrewe^ 
The  sea  his  propie  kynde  changeth, 

Aad  all  the  worlde  bis  feme  strangeth. 

The  thnnder  ^th  his  firie  leiien 
So  cmdl  was  Tpon  the  benen. 

That  enery  erthly  creatare 
Tho  thooght  his  life  in  anentore. 
Hie  tempest  at  last  aessetb. 
The  childe  is  kepte,  bis  age  encrecethi 
I         And  Aliaander  hie  name  is  bote, 
To  whom  Calistbene,  and  Aristote, 
To  techen  him  pbiloaophie 
Eateadea:  and  astronomie ' 
(With  other  thinges,  which  he  oooth, 
Also  to  teebe  him  in  his  ydbth) 
Kectanabos  toke  vpon  honde, 
Bat  enery  man  mnie  rnderstonda 
Of  sorcery  howe  that  it  wende, 
It  voUe  him  aelfe  prone  at'ende  ' 
Aad  namely  for  to  begile 
A  ladie  whiche  withonte  gyle 
Sappoeetb  tnrathe  all  that  she  hereth  t 
Bnt  often  be,  that  euill  stereth^ 
His  ship  is  dreint  therin  a  midde: 
Aad  in  this  cas  right  so  betydde. 
Kectanabns  vpon.a  night, 
Whaa  It  wjtf  feire  and  sterre  light. 
This  yonge  lorde  lad  Tpon  highe 
Abooea  towre,  where  as  he  sighe 
The  sterres,  soche  as  he  accounteih, 
Aad  sai^,  what  echo  M  hem  amountetb. 
At  tbongh  be  knewe  of  allthynge, 
Yst  hath  be  no  knowtochinge    , 


Whatahall  vnto  him  selfe  befefl. 

Whan  be  hath  tolde  bis  wordes  all. 
This  yonge  lorde  than  him  apposeth. 
And  asketb,  if  that  he  snppoaetb. 
What  deth  he  ahaM  him  selfe  deie. 

He  seitb,  or  fortune  ia  aweie, 
And  euery  sterre  hath  lost  hi&  wonne, 
Or  els  of  mine  owne  sonne 
1  shall  be  slain,  I  maie  not  flee. 

Thought  Alisaoder  in  prinetoe, 
Herof  this  olde  dqtarde  lieth. 
And  er  that  other  ought  aspietb, 
All  sodetnliche  his  olde  hones 
He  shofe  ouer  the  walle  at  ones. 
And  saith  bym:  lie  downe  there  a  parte, 
Wherof  nowe  semeth  all  thyn  arte? 
Thou  kpewe  all  other  mens  chanoe. 
And  of  thy  selfe  hast  ignorance,^ 
That  tbon  hast  sayd  amonges  all» 
Of  thy  persona  is  not  befell. 

Nectonabus  whiche  hath  bis  death. 
Yet  whiles  bym  lastetb  life  and  brethe. 
To  Alisander  he  spake,  and  aeyd: 
That  he  with  wrong  blame  on  him  leid. 
Fro  poynt  to  poynt  and  all  the  cas 
He  tolde,  howe  he  his  sonne  was. 

Tho  he,  whiche  sorie  was  enough. 
Out  of  the  diche  his  fether  drought 
And  toUle  his  mother,  howe  it  ferde 
In  connsaile.    And  when  she  it  berde. 
And  knewe  the  tokens,  whiche  he  tolde, 
She  nist  what  she  saie  sbolde. 
But  stode  abasshed,  af  for  the  while. 
Of  this  magike,  and  all  the  gile, 
She  thooght,  bow4hat  she  was  deceioed. 
That  she  hath  of  a  man  coaceiued, 
And  wende  a  god  it  had  bee. 
But  netbelesse  in  snche  degree 
So  as  she  might  hir  honour  saue. 
She  shope  the  body  was  begraue. 
And  thus  Nectanabus  abought 
The  sorcerie,  whiche  he  wrought. 
Though  he  Tpon  the  creatures. 
Through  his  carectes  and  figurea 
The  maistrie  and  the  power  had. 
His  creatour  to  nought  bym  lad,  ^ 

Ageyne  whose  lawe  bis  crafte  he  vseth. 
When  he  for  lust  his  god  refuseth, 
And  toke  bym  to  the  deuils  craftd} 
Lo  whet  profite  is  hym  belafte: 
That  tbynge,  through  which  he  wend.hane  stondei, 
First  him  exiled  out  of  londe. 
Which  was  his  owne,  and  from  a  kynCe 
Made  hym  to  be  an  vDderl3rnge: 
And  sytben  to  deceyne  a  quene, 
That  torneth  hym  to  mochell  tene. 
Through  lust  of  lone  he  gat  hym  hate. 
That  ende  couth  he  nought  abate. 
His  olde  sleightes,  whiche  he  caat, 
Yonge  Alisandre  hym  ouercast. 

His  feder,  whiche  hym  misbegat 
He  slougbe,  a  great  mishappe  was  that 
But  for  o  mys,  an  other  mis 
Was  yulde,  and  vo  full  ofte  it  is. 

Nectanabus  his  crafte  miswent. 
And  so  it  misfell  hym,  er  he  went. 

I  not  wbatbelpeth  that  olergie, 
Whiche  maketh  a  man  to  do  folic. 
And  nomeliche  of  Nicromanoe, 

Wbiphff  «tont  vpoii  the  duicre^n^. 
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Note  qaaliter  rex  Zoroiftes  statlm  cum  ab  vtero 
matris  sue  ttaaceretar  ji^iidio  magna  riait,  in 
'qao  prunosticuiii  doloris  subiequentis  rigoDin 
figurabatur.  Nanr  6t  ipae  dete^abiKf  «rtts 
magtce  primus  fuit  inaeotor,  qaena  postea  rex 
Surrie  dira  morte  trncMiattit,  et  tie  opus  ope- 
larium  coDsompit. 

AvD  for  to  see  more  euidence 
Zoroastesy  whiche  tbexperienee 
Of  arte  magike  first  forth  drc»iigh, 
Anooe  as  he  was  bore  he  loogh, 
Whiche  token  was  of  vo  snynge. 
For  of  his  owne  controaynge 
He  fond  nngik,  and  taught  it  fturtb. 
Bat  all  that  was  him  litell  Worth. 
For  of  surry  a  worthy  kjrnge, 
Him  slewe,  and  that  was  bis  endynge. 
But  yet  through  bim  this  craft  is  Tsed* 
And  he  through  all  the  worlde  excnsed* 
For  it  shall  neuer  well  acheue, 
That  stent  not  right  with  th^  beiene^ 
But  licbe  to  wolle  is  eoill  sponne, 
Who  leseth  hym  wife  bath  litell  woiroe* 
And  ende  proueth  eoery  'thyng. 

Saul,  whiche  was  of  lewes  kynge^ 
Vp  peyoe  of  deHi  forbad  this  arte: 
Aad  yet  he  toke  therof  bis  parte. 

The  phitonisse  fn  Samarie 
Tafe  hym  connsaile  by  aorcerie, 
flThicbe  after  felle  to  moche  aorowe. 
For  he  was  slayne  vpon  the  morowei 
To  conne  mocbell  tbynge  it  belpetb, 
But  of  to  moche  no  niaa  yelpeth. 

So  for  to  loke  on  euery  side, 
Hagike  maie  not  well  betide. 

For  thy  my  sonne  I  woH  the  rede. 
That  thou  of  these  ensamples  drede. 
That  for  no  Inst  of  ertbly  kine 
Thou  seche  so  to  come  aboue, 
Wherof  as  in  the  worldes  wonder. 
Thou  shalt  for  ener  be  put  mder. 

My  good  fader  graont  mercy. 
For  euer  I  shall  bewara  tbcrby. 
Of  loue  what  me  so  befaHe, 
Suebe  sorcery  abonen  all. 
Fro  this  day  forth  I  shal^eschewe, 
That  so  ne  wyll  I  not  pnraewe 
My  lust  of  loue  for  to  seche. 
But  this  I  wolde  you  besecbe. 
Beside  that  me  stant  of  loue, 
As  I  you  herd  speke  aboqe, 
Howe  Alisaadre  was  betaught 
Of  Aristotle,  and  so  well  taught 
Of  all  that  to  a  kynge  belongeth, 
Wherof  my  herte  sore  long^th 
To  witte  what  it  wolde  mene. 
For  by  reason  I  wolde  wene. 
But  if  I  berde  of  thyuges  strange^ 
Yet  for  a  tyme  it  shuld  change 
My  pejme,  and  lisse  me  somdele. 

My  good  Sonne  thou  sayest  wele. 
For  wisedome  howe  that  euer  it  stonde. 
To  hym  that  can  it  mderstonde. 
Doth  great  profite  in  soodrie  wise: 
But  toocbend  of-  so  bigbe  a  prise, 
Whiche  js  not  vnto  Venas  knowe, 
.  I  maie  it  not  my  aelfb  knowe, 
Whiche  of  hir  coarte  am  all  forth  drtwe 
And  can  notbyiig  but  of  bir  lawe. 


But  netheles  to  knowe  moi«» 
Aa  well  as  thou,  me  longetb  pore: 
And  for  it  helpeth  to  < 
All  be  thei  nought  to  me  < 
The  scboles  of  phtkwopbie: 
Yet  thinke  I  for  to  tpeeifie, . 
In  bokes  as  it  is  comprehended, 
Wherof  thou  migbtett  ben  i 
For  though  I  be  hot  all  eoomiinge. 
Upon  the  forme  of  this  writinge« 
Some  part  therof  yet  I  bane  herde^ 
In  this  mater  bowe  it  bath  ferde. 

EXPLICIT  LIBBA  SBXTVS. 


Omnibus  in  causis  sapiens  doctrina  attatem 
Consequitur,  nee  babet  qtits  nisi  doctor  opeoib 

Naturam  superat  doctrina  viro  qnod  et  cfttn, 
Ingenii  docilis  non  dedit,  ipsa  dabit    • 

Non  ita  discretns  hominum  per  cKmata  regnat, 
Quin  magis  vt  sapiat,  indiget  Ipse  tchOlBe. 

Suia  omnis  doctrina  bona  hunano  regimim  salu- 
tem  confert.  In  hoc  septinno  libro  ad  inatantiam 
amantis  languid!  intendit  Genius  iUam,  ex  qua 
philosophi  et  Astrologi  phtloaoplue  docCrinani 
regem  Alexandrum  imbuei  uat,  aecnndnm  aliquid 
declarare.  Diuidit  entm  phtloaophiam  in  trea 
partes,  qnarum  prima  Tbeorica^'seeanda  Rheto* 
rica,  tercia  Practica  nuncitpata  eat,  de  qaamni 
oondicionibnsanbaeqoeater  per  siogida  tiaciabift* 

INCIPITUBER  8BPTIMV8, 

I  GBirivs  the  preest  of  tone, 
My  ton  as  thou  bast  ptaid  aboiie» 
That  I  the  scbole  shall  declare 
Of  Aristotle,  and  eke  the  fare 
Of  Alisander,  howe  he  was  taugbt; 
I  am  somdele  therof  diatranght. 
For  it  is  not  the  matere 
Of  louci  why  we  silteii  here 
To  shrine,  so  as  Venus  badde. 
But  netheles  for  it  is  gladde. 
So  as  thou  saiest  for  thyn  apprise. 
To  here  of  suchei  tbynges  wiae, 
Wherof  thou  might  thy  tyme  liisaj 
So  as  I  can,  I  shall  the  wisse. 
For  wisedome  is  at  eoery  throwe^ 
Aboue  all  other  thyng  to  kaowe. 
In  loues  cause  and  els  where.  • 
For  thy  my  sonne  Tnto  thyn-eare. 
Though  it  be  not  in  the  registn 
Of  Venus,  yet  of  that  Cafisthiv 
And  Aristotle  whilom  writte 
To  Alisander,  thou  shalt  witte. 
But  for  the  tores  ben  diners, 
I  thynke  first  to  the  faheree 
The  matter  of  pbiloeopfaie, 
Whiche  Aristotle  of  bi«  clergie. 
Wise  aiid  experte  in  the  seieDcei 
Declared  thiike  inbeUigenoe, 
As  of  the  poyniesprineipalle. 

Wherof  the  first  in  specialla 
Is  Theorike,  whiche  is  grovndad- 
On' him, which  al  theworMe  bath feondttd*. 
Whiche  comprehended  al  the  lofO» 

And  for  to  token  ovanaoiv 
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lilext  of  idcaoe  tlie  ietonitt 

b  Rheiorie,  whose  feoonde 

Abooe  all  otiior  is  eloqQeiit. 

To  telle  a  talo  in  indgement. 

So  well  can  no  man  tpeko  as  bee. 

Tlie  last  science  of  the  three.  ' 

It  it  piactikey  whose  office 

The  vertn  trieth  fro4tfae  Tice, 

And  techeth  Tpon  good  thewes 

To  lie  the  companie  of  shrewes,  ' 

Wbiche  stant  in  dtspostcion 

Of  mannes  fte  election. 

Practike  enlbnneth  eke  the  rewte, 
Howe  that  a  wortbie  kyage  shall  rale 
His  realme,  both  in  werre  and  pees. 

Lo  thus  dane  Arisloteles 
These  thre  sciences  hath  deuided. 
And  in  nature  also  decided, 
Whepof  that  ecbe  of  hem  shall  seme. 

The  first*  whicbe  is  the  conseme 
And  keper  of  the  remenante, 
Ai  that,  whicbe  is  most  suffisante. 
And  cbiefe  of  the  pbilosopbie. 
Ifltherofsballspecifle, 
S»  as  the  philosopher  tolde, 
Nowe  herke,  and  kepe  that  thou  it  holde. 

Ptnm  CRntorem  dat  scire  sdentia  summum, 

Soi  capit,  agnoscit,  sufflclt  ilhid  ei. 
Plnia  Tiros  qoandoque  ionat  nescire,  sed  illad| 

Siiod  Tidit  ezpediens  sobrius  iHe  sapit: 

Hie  traetat  de  prhna  parte  philosophic,  quae 
Theorica  dicitur,  ^trins  natora  tripUci  dotata  est 
scientia,  scilicet  Theoldgia,  Phisica,  et  Mathe- 
matical Sed  primo  iltam  partem  Theologice  de- 
clarabit. 

Op  Theorike  prineipalle 
The  philosopher  in  speeialle 
The  propirtees  hath  determined* 
As  tbiike  whicbe  is  eoknuined 
Of  wisdome,  and  of  high  prudencCi 
Abooe  all  other  in  his  science^ 
And  stant  departed  vpon  three. 
The  first  of  whicbe  in  his  degree 
Ii  deped  in  philo«(^pbie. 
The  Kience  of  Tbeologie. 
Thst  other  named  is  pbisike* 
The  thiide  is  seide  MatheaMtake. 

Theolo^  is  that  science,' 
Wbiche  Toto  man  yeoeth  eaidence 
or  thyngy  wbiofae  is  not  bodily, 
Wheiof  men  knowe  redily 
Tke  high  almigbty  trinitee^ 
Whicbe  is  o  god  in  Tnitee, 
Withooten  ende  and  b^yanyDge, 
And  creature  of  all  thynge, 
Of  heuen,  of  erUie,  and  of  hell, 
Whcnf(asoldebokesteU) 
Tke  philosopher  in  bis  reason 
Wrote  Tpon  this  conelusioo: 
And  of  his  writynge  in  a  daose 
He  clepeth  god  the  firste  cause, 
WhidM  of  hym  selfe  is  tbiike  good» 
WitboutMi  whom  nothyng  is  good* 
Of  whicbe  that  euery  eraaMre 
Hath  his  beyag,  and  bis  natwe. 
After  the  b^g  of  the  Ihynges 
Thai  ben  tbrs  tevMS  •!  h«yi«esy 


Nota  quod  triplex 'dicitur  essentia.  Prima  tern, 
poranea,  quse  incipit  et  desinit:  Seeonda  peiw 
petua,  que  incipit,  et  non  desinit,  Tertiii^  sem- 
pitema,  que  nee  incipit,  nte  desinit. 

V 

m 

TiiTNO,  whicbe  began,  and  ende  shaH,' 
That  thyns  is  cleped  temporaH. 
There  is  also  by  other  weye 
Thyng,  wbiche  began  and  shaU  not  d«f  ^ 
A%  soules,  that  ben  spirituelt, 
Her  beynge  is  perpetuelL 

But  there  is  ooe  aboue  the  sontie. 
Whose  tyme  neuer  was  bigbnne, 
And  endles  shall  euer  bee: 
That  is  the  god,  whose  magestee 
All  other  thynges  shall  goueme. 
And  his  beinge  is  sempiteme. 

The  god,  to  whom  all  honoure. 
Belongetb,  he  is  creatoure. 
And  other  ben  his  creatures,    . 
Hq  commaundetb  the  natures. 
That  thei  to  bim  obeien  alL 
Withouten  hym,  what  so  befalle 
Her  might  is  none,  and  he  maie  all: 
The  god  was  euer  and  euer  shall . 
And  thei  begonne  of  his  asseote. 

llie  times  al  ben  present 
To  god,  and  to  hem  all  Tuknowe, 
But  what  hym  liketh,  that  thei  knoweu 
Thus  both  an  angel  and  a  man, 
The  whicbe  of  all,  that  god  began* 
Ben  chief,  obeien  goddes  might: 
And  he  stout  endeles  Tp  right. 

To  this  science  ben  priuee  . 
The  clerkes  of  diuinitee. 
The  wbiche  Tnto  the  people  preche 
The  feith  of  holy  chqrche  and  Uche^ 
Whicbe  in  one  cas  ypon  beleue 
Stant  more  than  thei  can  preue 
By  wey  of  argument  sensible, 
But  netheles  it  is  credible. 
And  doth  a  man  great  ioaede  baue, 
To  hym  tha^  tbinketh  hym  selfe  to  saue^ 
Theology  in  suche  a  wise 
Of  highe  science  apd  higbe  aprise, 
Aboue  all  other  stant  vnlike. 
And  is  the  first  of  theorike. 

Nota  de  secunda  parte  Theorice*  que  Phisica 
dicitur. 

PHI9IKE  is  after  the  seconde, 

Through  which  the  philosophr^  hath  fende^ 

To  teche  sondrie  knowlcchynges 

Upon  the  bodeliche  thynges 

Of  mau,  of  beast,  of  herbe,  of  stone, 

Of  fisshe,  of  fowle,  of  euerichone* 

That  ben  of  bodily  substance, 

The  nature  and  the  circumstance. 

Through  this  science  it  is  foil  sought 

Which  Taileth  and  whicbe  vaileth  nought. 

Nota  de  tertia  parte  Theorice,  que  Mathematica 
dicitur,  cuius  condicio  qaatuor  in  se  continet 
intelligentias,  scilicet  Arithmeticam,  Musicam, 
Geometriam,  et  Astronomiam,  Sed  primo  de 
Arithmetioe  aatora  dieeie  iotendit. 

Thb  third  point  of  Theorike*  ^ 

Whichs  doped  is  Matbeni^tike, 
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Deuided  it  in  sondrie  wise» 
And  stant  Tpon  diaen^pprise* 
The  first  of  whicbe  is  Arthmetike^ 
And  the  second  is  said  Musike, 
Tbe  third  is  eke  Geometrie, 
And  tbe  forth  Astronomie. 

Of  Arthmetike  the  matere 
Is  that  of  whiche  a  man  male  lere» 
What  Algorisme  in  nombre  amonntetb. 
Whan  that  tbe  wise  man  accounteth. 
After  tbe  formel  propretee 
Of  Algorismes  a,b,c. 
By  whicbe  maltiplicacion 
Is  made^  and  diminucion 
Of  sommes  by  tbexperienee 
Of  this  art^,  and  of  this  science. 


Kota  de  mnsica,  que  secunda  part  artis  mathe- 
matice  dicitur. 

Thb  seconde  of  mathematike, 
Whicbe  is  the  science  of  mnsike. 
That  teacbeth  Tpon  barmonie 
A  man  to  moken  melodie 
By  Toice  and  soune  of  instrument. 
Through  notes  of  accontement* 
The  whicbe  men  prononnce  alofte, 
Kowe  sharpe  notes,  and  nowe  softe^ 
Nowe  hie  notes,  and  nowe  lowe, 
As  by  Gam  vt,  a  man  may  knowci 
Whicbe  tecbetb'the  prolacion 
Of  note,  and  the  condicioiu 

Nota  de  tertia  specie  artis  Mathematicj,  quam 
Geometriam  vocant. 

MATHEMATiKCof  his  science 

Hath  yet  the  tbirde  intelligence. 

Full  of  wisdome  and  of  clergie. 

And  cleped  is  Geometrie: 

Throuflrb  which  a  man  hath  the  sleieht 

Of  length,  of  brede,  of  depth,  of  height 

To  knowe  the  proporcion 

By  very  calculacion 

Of  this  science:  and  in  this  wise 

These  olde  pbilosophres  wise, 

Of  all  this  worldes  erth  rounde 

Howe  laiTge,  howe  tbicke  was  the  grounde, 

Cfontriued  by  the  experience 

The  Cercle,  and  the  circomference 

Of  cuery  thynge  vnto  the  heuen» 

Thei  set^en  point  and  measure  euen. 
Matbematike  aboue  the  erth 

Of  high  science  aboue  tbe  ferth, 
Whiche  speketl^  vpon  Astronomie, 
And  techeth  of  the  sterres  hie, 
Begynnjmg  vpwarde  fix)  the  moone. 
But  first,  as  it  was  for  to  doone. 
This  Aristotle  in  other  thynge. 
Unto  this  worthy  yonge  kynge 
The  kynde  of  euery  element, 
Wbjche  stant  rnder  the  firmament, 
Howe  it  is  made,  and  In  what  wise. 
Fro  point  to  point  he  gan  denise. 

Qnatuor  omnipoteos  elemeuta  creauit  origo: 

fiuatuor  et  venti  partibus  ora  dabat. 
Nostraque  quadmpltci  complectio  sorte  creator. 

Corpora  aicque  mo  stat  Tariatns  homo. 


GOWER'S  POEMS. 


Hie  tractat  de  ereatione  qnatndr  detbentoniA, 
scilicet  terre,  aque,  aeris,  et  ignis,  Necnos  et 
de  coram  naturis,  nam  et  siognlti  pfopiictstsi 
singule  attribuuntor. 

TOFOEB  tbe  creacion 

Of  ony  worldes  stac)on> 

Of  heucn,  of  erthe,  or  eke  of  hell. 

So  as  these  olde  bokes  tell. 

As  soune  to  fore  the  songe  is  set. 

And  yet  thei  ben  to  gether  knet: 

Right  so  tbe  high  purueaoce 

Tho  had  vnder  his  ordenance 

A  great  substance,  a  great  mattered 

Of  whicbe  hewolde  in  his  manere 

These  other  thynges  make  and  foime. 

For  yet  witbouten  any  forme 

Was  that  matere  vniuersall. 

Which  bight  llem  in  speciall* 

Of  Hero,  as  I  am  enformed. 
These  elementes  ben  made  and  fonned. 

Of  Hem  elementes  thei  bote. 
After  the  schole  of  Atistote, 
Of  wbiche  if  more  I  shall  leberae, 
Foure  elementes  there  hep  diuersey 


Nota  de  terra,  quod  est  primam 

TflB  first  of  hem,  men  erthe  call, 
Whicbe  is  the  lowest  of  hem  all: 
And  is  bis  forme  is  shape  rounde, 
Substanciall,  strange,  sad,  aixi  sound* 
As  tliat,  whicbe  nude  is  suffisant. 
To  beare  vp  all  the  remenaot 
For  as  the  point  in  a  compas 
Stant  eueu  amiddes,  right  so  was 
This  erthe  set,  and  shall  abide, 
That  it  maie  swerue  to  no  side. 
And  bath  his  centre  after  the  lawe 
Of  kinde :  and  to  that  Centre  drawe 
Desireth  euery  worldes  thynge: 
If  there  ne  were  no  lettynge. 

NoU  de  aqua,  quod  es^  secundum  elementam. 

Aboub  the  erthe  kcpeth  bis  bounde 
The  water,  whiche  is  tbe  seooode 
Of  elementes:  and  all  witboat 
It  enuironneth  tberthe  about* 

But  as  it  sheweth  nought  for  thy 
The  subtile  watef  migbtUy, 
Though  it  be  of  hym  selfe  softe. 
The  strength  of  the  erth  panetK  oAe. 

For  right  as  veines  ben  of  bknid 
In  man,  right  so  the  water  Bond 
Tberth  of  bis  cours  makth  fill  of  Teinet, 
Als  well  the  hilles  as  the  pleines  t 
And  that  a  man  maie  seen  at  eie.- 
For  wher  the  biUes  ben  most  bic. 
There  maie  men  well  stremes  flnde. 
So  preueth  it  by  waie  of  kinde. 
The  water  higher  tbun  tbe  lende. 
And  ouer  this  nowe  vnderstonde. 

Nota  de  aere,  quod  est  tertiam  elemeatnab 

Ayjer  is  the  tbirde  of  elementes. 
Of  whpse  kinde  bis  atpirementee 
Taketh  euery  liuisshe  creaCttre, 
The  whiche  shall  f|ipn  erthendui*: 
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For  u  the  fisthe,  if  it  be  drie, 
Mote  in  delaute  of  water  die: 
Right  so  without  aier  on  Hue 
No  mao,  ne  beast,  might  thriae, 
Thewbicbe  is  made  of  flessbe  and  bone, 
There  is  oat  take  of  all  none. 

Nota  c|iiod  aer  in  tribos  periferiis  dioiditar. 

This  aier  in  periferis  three 
Decided  is  of  soche  degree : 
Bewth  is  one,  and  one  anitdde, 
To  whicbe  aboue  is  the  thridde. 
And  rpon  the  deuisions^ 
There  ben  diners  impressions. 
Of  moyst,  and  eke  of  drie  alsoi 
Whicfae  of  the  sonne  both  two 
Ken  drawe,  and  haled  vpoo  hie. 
And  maken  cloodee  in  the  8kie» 
And  shewed  is  at  mans  sight, 
Wberof  by  daie,  and  eke  by  night, 
After  the  tymes  of  the  yere, 
Amonge  ▼•  rpon  erth  here. 
In  londrie  wise  tbynges  fisUe. 

Nota  de  prima  aeris  periferia. 

Trb  firste  perifere  of  all 

Eogendreth  mist,  and  onermore 
:        The  dewes,  and  the  frostes  bore, 
j        After  thilke  intersticion, 
I        la  whkhe  thei  take  impression* 

I  NoU  de  secnnda  aeris  periferia. 

I         Pio  the  seconde,  as  bokes  seyne. 
The  moyst  droppes  of  the  reyne 

'         DesGenden4n  to  the  middel  erth. 
And  temprech  it  to  sede  and  erth, 
And  doth  to  springe  gras  and  iloore : 
And  ofte  also  the  great  sbonrc 
Ont  of  soche  place  it  maie  be  take. 
That  it  the  forme  shall  forsake    . 
Of  reyne,  and  in  to  snowe  be  tomed. 
And  eke  it  maie  be  so  soiomned, 
In  sondrie  places  rp  alofte, 
That  in  to  hayle  it  tooraeth  ofte. 

MoU  de  tertia  aerit  periferia. 

Thb  ftiide  of  aier,  after  the  lawe, 
Throdgh  snefae  matere  as  is  vp  dbwe 
Of  drie  thynge,  as  it  is  ofte, 
Amonge  the  ckMides  vpon  lofte. 
And  is  so  ckMe,  it  maie  not  out : 
Than  is  it  chased  sore  about, 
TiU  it  to  fire  and  leyte  fiUle, 
And  than  it  breketh  the  dondes  all» 
The  whicbe  of  so  great  noyse  craken, 
That  thei  the  fearefoll  tbonder  maken. 
The  tbonder  stroke  smit,  er  it  leyte. 
And  yet  men  sene  the  fire  and  leyte. 
The  tbonder  stroke  er  that  nien  here. 
So  maie  it  well  be  proued  here 
la  tbynge,  whiche  shewed  is  fro  forrt, 
A  nans  eie  is  there  nerre. 
Than  is  the  sounde  to  mans  eare. 
Aod  netheles  it  is  great  feare 
Both  of  the  stroke,  and  of  the  ire. 
Of  whicbe  is  no  recouirire 


In  place  where  that  thei  disctindei 
But  if  god  wolde  his  grace  sende. 

Nota  qualiter  ignes,  quos  mountur  in  aere,  dii- 
coirere  videmus,  secuodura  varies  apparentie 
formas,  varia  gestant  nomtna,  quorum  primus 
Assub,  Secundus  Capra  8aUens,tertius  £ges,  Et 
quartus  Daali  in  libris  phiiosqphorum  nuncup*>- 
tusest. 

And  for  to  speaken  oUer  ihi^, 
In  this  parte  of  the  aire  it  is. 
That  men  full  ofte  sene  by  night 
Tbe  fire  in  sondrie  forme  alight : 
Somtyme  tbe  fire  drake  it  semetb, 
And  so  tbe  lewde  people  it  demeth, 
Somtyme  it  semeth  as  it  were    * 
Asterre,  whiche  thatglidetb  there. 
But  it  is  nether  of  the  two. 
The  philosophre  telleth  so. 
And  seith :  that  of  impressions. 
Through  diuers  exaltacions 
Upon  the  cause  and  the  matere. 
Men  sene  diuerse  forme  appere 
Of  fire,  the  whiche  hath  sondrie  name. 
Assub,  he  saith,  is  thilke  same. 
The  whiche  in  sondrie  place  is  founde^ 
Whan  it  is  fall  downe  to  groonde 
So  as  the  fire  it  hAth  aneled, 
Like  ynto  slime,  whicbe  it  coogeled* 

Ofexaltacion  1  finde 
Fire  kenled  of  the  same  kinde^ 
But  it  is  of  an  other  forme, 
Wberof,  if  that  I  shall  conformc 
The  figure  vnto  that  it  is. 
These  olde  clerkes  telleo  tbii : 
That  it  is  like  a  goat  skipende  s 

And  for  that  it  is  soche  semende. 

It  is  bote  Capra  saliens. 

And  eke  these  Astronomiens 

An  other  fire  also  by  night, 

Whiche  sheweth  hym  to  mans  sight, 

Thei  clepen  Eges,  the  whicbe  bcenneth 

Like  to  the  currant  fire,  that  lenneth 

Upon  a  corde,  as  thou  haste  sene, 

When  it  with  pondre  is  so  besene 

Of  sulphur,  and  other  tbynges  mo. 
There  is  a  nother  fire  also, 

Whiche  semeth  to  a  mans  eie 

By  nightes  tyme,  as  though  there  flie 

A  dragou  brenayng  in  the  skie, 

Aud  that  is  cleped  proprely 

Daali,  wberof  men  sale  fiiU  ofte : 

Lo  where  the  fyrie  drake  a  lofte 

Fleeth  vp  in  thaire :  and  so  thei  i 

But  why  the  fyres  suche  semen 

Of  sondry  forme  to  beholde. 

The  wise  philosophre  tolde. 

So  as  to  fore  it  hath  ben  herde. 
Lo  thus  my  sonne  it  hath  ferde 

Of  aire,  tbe  due  propretee. 

In  sondry  wise  thou  myght  see. 

And  bowe  voder  the  flrmameDt 

It  is  eke  the  thirde  element 
Whicbe  enuh^neth  both  two, 

The  water  and  the  laode  also. 

Nota  de  igne,  quod  est  quartum  demeatum. 

Ann  for  to  tell  oner  this 

Of  elementet,  whicbe  the  fbrthe  ip 
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That  is  the  &n  #■  his  dugne 
Whiche  eauironeth  thother  thrtCf 
And  is  without  moyste  all  drie. 
Bat  list  nowe,  what  sey tha  the  dei|;ie. 
For  vpon  hem,  that  1  haoe  sajrde 
The  creatour  hath  set  and  leyde 
The  kynde  and  the  oooiplexion 
Of  all  mennes  nacion. 

Foure  elementes  soodrie  there  hee, 
Liche  vDto  whiche  of  that  degree, 
Amonge  the  men  there  bene  also 
Complections  fbure,  and  no  mo : 
Wherof  the  philbsopbre  treteth* 
That  he  nothyn|[e  behynde  leteth, 
And  seithy  howe  that  thei  bene  diuerse. 
So  as  I  shall  to  the  reberce. 

!Kota  hie  qoaliter  secundam  nataraai  quatnor  ele- 
mentorum,  quatuor  ia  humaoo  corpora  oom- 
pleziones  scilicet  Melancolia,  Fleagma,  Sanguis, 
et  Cotera  natnraliter  ooastitaimtar,  rmla  primo 
de  Alelancolia  dioeo^um  est.  ^ 

He  whiche  natoreth  euery  kyudm 
The  royghty  god,  so  as  f  fyode 
Of  man,  whiobe  is  his  crsature 
Hath  so  deuyded  the  oature : 
That  none  tyll  other  well  aocordeth. 
And  by  the  cause  tt  so  diseordeth, 
The  life,  whiche  feleth  the  sikeaesse 
Maie  stonde  vpon  no  sikemesse. 

Of  therthe,  whicbe  is  coUe  and  dri* 
The  kynde  of  man  Melanoolie 
Is  deped,  and  that  is  the  fyrBte* 
The  most  vngoadlyche,  and  the  werstc. 

For  vnto  loues  werke  on  night 
Hym  lacketh  both  will  and  might. 
No  woodre  is  in  lustie  place 
Of  loue  though  he  lese  giace. 
What  man  bath  that  complexion,    . 
Fkill  of  imaginacion. 
Of  dedes,  and  of  wrathfnU  thongbte. 
He  freteth  hym  sduen  all  to  nonghte. 

De  complezi6ne  fleugmatis. 

The  water,  whiche  is  noyste  and  colde, 
Maketh  sleme,  whiche  is  manifolde 
Foryetell,  slows^  and  wery  soooe, 
Of  euery  thynge  wl^iche  is  to  doooe. 
He  is  of  kind^  suffisant 
To  holde  loue  his  cooenanl: 
But  that  hym  lacketh  appetite, 
Whiche  loiigeth  TBto  suche  delite. 

De  complexione  sanguinis* 

What  man  that  ta)£th  his  kinde  of  their 
He  shall  be  light,  M  shaU  be  fayre. 
For  his  complexion  is  bloode. 
Of  all  there  is  none  so  good.  . 
For  he  hath  both  will  and  might 
To  i>le8se  and  pkie  loue  his  right. 
Where  as  be  hath  loue  Tndertake, 
WroDge  is,  if  that  he  ibrsak^. 

De  complexione  eolere. 

The  first  of  his  condicion 
Ajppropreth  the  oomplexloo, 
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Whose  propertiei  bep  drie  aad  hpls^ 
Whiche  in  a  man  is  eoler  beta, 
It  maketh  a  man  ben  enguseos^ 
And  swifte  of  fote,  and  eke  yrouf. 
Of  contekf ,  and  foole  hastinassa 
He  hath  a  right  great  besinctse» 
To  thinke  on  loue  and  litell  mMe, 
Though  be  be  bote  well  a  daie^ 
On  night  whan  that  he  woll  assaie. 
He  maie  full  euill  his  dettes  paie 

Nota  qualiter  quatuor  complexionM  quatuor  in 
homine  hahitadones  diuisim  potaident* 

AvTBR  the  kynde  of  thelemeot 
Thus  atant  a  mans  kynde  went. 
As  touchend  bis  complexion 
Upon  soodrie  diuision. 
Of  drie,  of  moyst,  of  cbele,  of  hete^ 
And  ecbe  of  hem  his  owne  seta 
Appropred  hath  within  a  man. 
And  first  to  telle  as  I  begao^ 

Sjplendomus  melancdie. 

The  splen  is  to  MplancoUe 
Assigiied  for  heibiigerie. 

Pulmo  domus  lleugmatis. 

T^E  moyst  flenme,  with  the  colda 
Hath  in  the  longes  for  his  holde 
Ordeined  him  a  propre  stede, 
To  dwell  there  as  be  is  bade. 

Epor  domus  sangubSi. 

To  the  sanguine  complexion 
Nature  of  his  inspection 
A  propre  hous  bath  in  the  liner. 
For  his  dwelKnge  made  deliner. 

Fd  domus  ooleM. 

The  drie  eoler,  with  hi*  bete. 
By  weie  of  kynde  his  propre  sete 
Hath  in  the  pile,  where.be  dwalletb. 
So  as  the  philosopbre  tdleth. 

Nota  da  stomacho,  qui  vna  cum  aliis  coidj  spec»* 
alius  desanut, 

NoWE  ouer  this  for  to  wite, 

As  it  is  in  phisike  writs. 

Of  lioer,  of  longe,.of  galle,  of  splene* 

Tbei  all  vnto  the  hertf;  beae 

Seruantes,  and  eche  in  his  ofilea 

Entenden  to  don  him  seruice. 

As  he  whicbe  is  chiefe  lorde  abone. 

The  liuer  makth  him  for  to  loue. 

The  longe  giueth  him  vey  of  speehe. 

The  gall  serueth  to  do  wreche. 

The  splen  doth  him  to  laughe  and  plai^ 

Whan  all  vndennes  is  a  waie. 

Lo  thus  hath  eche  of  hem  his  deda 

To  susteynen  hem  and  fede. 

In  tyme  of  recreacioa 
Nature  bath  iocreacion 
The  stomake  for  a  comune  koke 
Ordeined  so,  as  saith  tha  boka 
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Tbe  itoBiiLke  koke  is  for  the  baJl, 
And  boyleth  meate  for  hem  all 
To  make  hem  mightie  fpr  to  s'erue 
The  borte,  that  he  shall  not  st^riie. 

For  as  a  kyoge  io  his  empire 
Aboue  all  other  is  lorde  aad  syre: 
So  is  the  hcrte  pnocipall, 
lb  vfaom  reason  in'speciall 
b  yeue,  as  for  the  gotieroance. 

And  thos  nalnre  bis  purueance 
Hstb  osade  for  man  to  Uuen  here. 
But  gtMl,  whiche  hath  the  soule  dere, 
Hstb  formed  it  in  other  wise, 
That  can  no  man  pleynely.deuise. 
Bat  as  the  clerkes  vs  enforme. 
That  liche  to  god  it  bath  a  fonne. 
Through  whiche  figure,  and  wbiche  likenesse^ 
Tbe  toole  hath  many  an  high  aobUsse 
Appaopried  to  his  owne  kynde. 
Botoft  hir  wittes  ben  made  blynde. 
All  oneliche  of  this  ilke  poynte, 
That  bhr  abydyng  is  coaioyate 
Forth  with  the  body  for  to  dwelle. 
That  ooe  desireth  towarde  heUe, 
That  other  Tpwarde  to  the  heuen. 
So  shall  thei  nener  stonde  in  euen^ 
Bat  if  the  flesshe  be  oueroome. 
Aad  that  the  soule  hath  holly  nome 
The  gouemance:  and  that  is  selde, 
While  that  the  flesshe  him  male  bewelde. 
All  eithdy  thyngCf  wbiclie  god  began, 
Wss  onely  ma^  to  senie  man. 
Bat  be  tbe  soule  all  onely  made 
Hym  selnen  for  to  senie  and  glade. 
AH  other  beates  that,  men  fynde. 
Thei  Mruen  vnto  their  owoe  kynde. 
But  to  reason  the  sonle  serueth, 
Wherof  the  man  his  thonke  dcseruetb. 
And  get  hym  with  his  workes  goede. 
The  peidorable  lines  foode. 

Hicloquitor  vlterins  de  diuisione  terre:  que  post 
dilonium  tribns  filiis  Noe  in  tres  partes,  scilicet 
Asiam,  AlEricam,  et  Europam  diuidebatur. 

Or  what  mateie  it  shall  be  tokle, 

A  tale  liketh  many  folde 

Tbe  better,  if  that  it  be  spoke  pleyne. 

Thus  thinke  1  for  to  tourne  ageyne. 

And  telle  plenerly  therfore 

Of  the  erth»  wherof  now  tofore 

1  ipafce,  and  of  the  water  eke. 

So  as  these  olde  bokes  speke, 

And  set  properly  the  bounde 

After  the  forme  of  Mappamounde^ 

Tbrouf  b  which  the  grouode  by  purparties 

Departed  is  in  thre  parties, 

Tkat  is  Asie,  Affirike,  Europe, 

The  whiche  mder  the  beuen  cope 

Bcgripeth  all  this  earth  rounde, 

Aj  ferre  as  stretcheth  any  grounde. 

Bur  after  that  the  high  wreche. 

The  water  weyes  let  out  seche 

And  ouefgo  the  hilles  hie, 

Whiche  euery  kynde  made  die* 

That  vpon  middell  erth  stocde, 

^tat  take  Noe,  and  his  bloode. 

His  tonnes,  and  his  doughters  thre 

They  were  saue,  and  so  was  he. 

Her  aamesy  who  that  rede  right, 

Sea,  Cam,  laphet,  tbe  bretherne  bight. 


And  whan  thiike  almighty  bonde 

Withdrough  the  water  fro  the  loodci 

And  all  tbe  rage  was  awaie,  - 

And  erth  was  the  mans  waie : 

The  sonnes  thre,  of  whiche  I  tolde. 

Right  after  that  bem'selfe  wolde. 

This  worlde  departe  they  begonne, 

Asia,  whiche  laie  to  the  sonue 

Upon  the  marche  of  Orient, 

Was  graunted  by  commune  assent 

To  S^,  whiche  was  the  sonne  eldest. 

For  that  partie  was  the  best. 

And  double  as  muche  as  other  two. 

And  was  that  tyme  bounded  so, 

Wher  as  the  floud,  which  men  Nile  calletb. 

Departed  fro  his  cours»  and  falleth 

In  to  the  sea  Alexandrine, 

There  taketh  Asie  first  sesine 

Towarde  the  weste,  and  ouer  this 

Of  Canahim,  where  the  Bode  is 

In  to  the  great  sea  rennende. 

Fro  that  in  to  the  worldes  ende 

Estwarde  Asie  it  is  algates^  . 

Till  that  men  comen  to  the  gates 

Of  paradise,  and  there  h«. 

And  shortely  for  to  speake  it  so. 

Of  Orient  in  generall 

Within  his  bhunde  Asie  hath  all. 

De  Affrica  et  Europa. 

And  than  Tpon  that  other  side 
Westwarde,  as  it  fell  tbilke  tide 
Tbe  brother,  wbiche  was  bote  Cam, 
Unto  his  parte  Aifrike  nam. 
■  laphet  Europe  tho  toke  he, 
Thus  parten  they  the  worlde  on  thre. 

But  yet  there  ben  of  londes  fete. 
In  Occident,  as  for  tbe  chele, 
In  Orient  as  for  the  hete, 
Whiche  of  the  people  be  forlete. 
As  londe  deserte,  that  is  vnable. 
For  it  male  not  ben  habitable. 


Nota  de  mare,  quod  magnum  Oceanum  dicitar. 

The  water  eke  hath  sondry  bounde 
After  tbe  londe,  wbere  it  is  foonde. 
And  takth  his  name  of  thiike  londes. 
Where  that  it  renneth  on  the  strondes. 
But  tbilke  sea,  whiche  hath  no  wane, 
is  cleped  the  greate  Oceane:  , 

Out  of  whiche  arise  and  come 
The  hie  flouddes  all  and  some. 
Is  none  so  litell  well  springe, 
Whiche  there  ne  takth  his  beginninge, 
And  liche  a  man  that  lacketh  brethe. 
By  weie  of  kynde,  so  it  gethe 
Out  of  the  sea,  and  in  agey  ne 
The  water  as  the  bokes  seyne. 

Nota  hie  secundum  philosophum  de  jqninto  ele- 
mento,  quod  omnia  sub  celo  creata'infra  suum 
ambitum  oontinet,  cui  nomen  orbis  specialiter^ 
appropriatum  est. 

Of  elementes  the  properties 
How  that  they  stonden  by  degrees,    . 
As  I  baue  tolde,  nowe  might  tlion  here 
My  good  Sonne  all  the  matere 
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Of  erthe,  of  w»ter,  ayre,  and  6re. 
And  for  thou  sayst,  that  thy  desire 
Is  for  to  weten  oaermore 
The  fonne  of  Aristotles  lore. 
He  saith  in  his  entendeiiient, 
That  yet  there  is  an  element 
Aboue  the  fuore,  and  is  the  fiftci 
Set  of  the  highe  goddes  yefte, 
The  wbiche  that  Orbis  cleped  is. 
And  thenipon  he  telleth  this. 
That  as  the  shelle  whole  and  soonde 
Encloseth  all  aboute  rounde 
What  tbynge  within  a  neie  belongetb : 
Kight  so  this  Orbis  vnderfongeth 
These  elementes  eoericbone, 
Whiche  I  haue  spoke  of  one  and  one. 

But  ouer  this  nowe  take  good  hede 
My  Sonne :  fori  woH  procede 
To  speake  rpon  Mathematike, 
Whiche  grounded  is  on  Theorike. 

The  science  of  Astronomie 
I  thinke  for  to  specifie, 
Without  whiche  to  telle  playne, 
All  other  science  is  in  vayne 
Towarde  the  schole  of  ertftify  thynges. 
For  as  an  egle  with  his  wynges.' 
Fleeth  aboue  all  that  men  fynde: 
So  doth  this  tcie&ce  in  his  kynde. 


hdge  planetamtn  magis  inferiora  r^gantur 
Ista,  sed  tnterdum  regula  fisllit  opus. 

Tir  mediante  deo,  sapiens  dominabituf  astriy, 
Fata  nee  immerito  quod  nouitatis  agunti 

Hie  loquitur  de  artis  Matbematice  quarta  specie, 
que  astrottomia  nuncupatur,  cui  eciam  Astrolo- 
gia  socia  connumeratur^  Sed  primo  de  septem 
planetis,  que  inter  astra  .potenciores  cxistunt^ 
Incipiendo  a  luna  seorsum  tractare  intendit. 

Benethb  Tpon  this  erthe  here 
Of  all  thynges  the  matere, 
As  tellen  vs  they,  that  ben  lerned. 
Of  thynge  aboue  it  stont  gouemed. 
That  is  to  seyne  of  the  planetes, 
The  cheles  botbe,  and  eke  the  hetes* 
The  chances  of  the  wotlde  alsoy 
That  we  fortune  clepen  so< 
Atnonge  the  roennes  nacion 
All  is  through  constellecion, 
Wherof  that  some  man  hath  the  wele; 
And  some'men  haue  diseases  felc 
In  loue  as  well  as  other  thynges. 
The  sute  of  realmes,  and  of  kyngcs^ 
In  tyme  of  pees*  in  tyme  of  werre 
It  is  conceiued  of  the  sterfe^ 
And  thus  seyth  the  naturieo, 
Wbiche  is  an  Astrouomien. 
But  the  diuine  saith  otherwyse^ 
That  if  men  were  good  and  wise. 
And  plesant  vntu  the  godbede, 
They  shulde  not  the  sterres  drede. 

For  one  man,  if  hym  well  befalle. 
Is  more  worthe  than  be  they  all 
Towardes  hym,  that  weldeth  all. 
But  yet  the  la  we  originall, 
Which  he  hath  set  in  the  natures. 
Mot  worchen  in  the  creatures, 
That  therof  maie  be  none  obstacle) 
Bat  if  it  stonda  vpoB  miracla 


Through  pimier  of  som  holy  mttt. 

And  for  thy  lo  as  I  b^gan 

To  speke  Tpon  astronomie. 

As  it  is  write  in  the  clergle. 

To  telle  bowe  the  planetes  fetti* 

Some  parte  I  tbynke  to  declare    ' 

My  Sonne  Tnto  thine  audience.  i  '  , 

Astronomie  is  the  science  "    / 

Of  wisedome  and  of  high  conirin|p,  ^ 

Which  makth  a  roan  of  knowlechin|^  , 

Of  sterres  in  the  formament  | 

Figure^  circle,  and  monement 

Of  eche  of  hem  in  sondrie  place ; 

And  what  betwene  hem  is  of  space, 

Howe  so  they  moue  or  stonde  fiist. 

All  this  it  telleth  to  the  last. 

Assembled  with  astrdnomie 
Is  eke  that  ilke  astrologie,  '   . 

The  whiche  in  iudgem^t  accounteth 
Theffecte,  what  euery  sterre  amountet!i« 

And  howe  they  csusen  many  a  wonder 

To  the  climates,  that  stond  hem  Tndcr^     '** 

And  for  to  telle  it  more  pflelne* 
These  olde  philosophers  seyne,  * 

That  Orbis,  whiche  t  spsfte  of  er,  * 

Is  that,  whiche  we  fro  therthe  a  flfrrtf, 

Beholde,  and  firmament  it  calle. 

In  wbiche  the  sferrea  stonden  alh 

Amonge  the  whiche  inspeciall 

Planetes  seuen  principalle  * 

There  ben,  that  mans  sight  demetb 

By  tborizont  as  to  vs  semeth. 

And  also  there  ben  signes  twelue, 

Whiche  haue  hei:  cercles  by  hem  seluef 

Compassed  in  the  Zodiake : 

In  whiche  thei  haue  her  places  take. 

And  as  thei  stonden  in  degree, 

Her  cercles  more  or  lesse  bee 

Made  after  the  proporcion 

Of  the  erthe,  whose  condicion 

Is  set,  to  be  fandament 

To  susteine  vp  the  firmament. 
And  by  this  skille  a  man  maie  knowe^ 

The  more  that  thei  stonden  lowe, 

The  more  ben  the  cercles  lasse, 

That  causeth  why  that  some  pasae 

Her  due  cour*  tofore  an  other. 

But  nowe  my  lieue  dere  brother^ 

As  thou  desyrest  for  to  wttte 

What  1  fynde  in  thebokas  writte 

To  telle  of  the  planetes  aeoen, 

Howe  that  thei  stonde  vpon  the  heoeir: 

And  in  what  point  that  thei  ben  in. 

Take  hede:  for  I  woll  begyn: 

So  as  the  philosopher  taught, 

To  Alisander  and  it  betaught, 

Wherof  that  he  was  folly  taught 

Of  wisdom,  which  was  him  betaught. 

Nota  hie  de  pridia  planeta,  que  aliis  in^ior  Inna 
dicitur. 

Bbkethb  all  other  stont  the  Moone, 
The  whiche  hath  with  the  sea  to  doone 
Of  floodes  highe,  and  ebbes  lowe. 
Upon  his  cbaunge  it  shall  be  knowe. 
And  euery  fissbe,  whiche  hath  a  sheUe| 
Mote  in  his  gouemance  dwelle 
To  wexe  and  wane  in  his  degree, 
Ai  by  the  Moone  a  man  maie  see: 
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And  «n  that  ttont  Tpoo  the  gioimde. 
Of  bis  moistore  it  mote  be  founde. 
All  other  sterret,  as  men  fynde, 
Ben  sfaineode  of  ber  owne  kyade : 
Oat  Uke  onely  the  m^oiie  light, 
Whiche  n  not  of  him  selfe  h^gbt, 
Bot  as  be  taktb  it  of  the  tonoe. 
And  yet  he  bath  ooiight  all  ful  woniw 
His  light,  that  be  aii  aomdeU  deribe: 
Bot  vhat  the  ietta  U  of  that  viarka, 
la  Almagest  ittelleth  this. 
The  mooues  cercle  ao  love  is. 
Whtnt  the  Sonne  out  of  his  sUge 
Ne  aeeth  him  aot  with  full  risage. 
For  be  is  with  the  grounde  besbaded. 
So  that  the  moone  is  somdele  fadtsd, 
Aod  maie  oot  fully  shine  olere. 
Bat  what  maa  vnder  his  powerc 
If  bote,  he  shall  his  place  chaunge, 
Aad  seche  many  londes  straunge. 
Aad  as  of  this  coadicion 
The  oKMses  disposicioa 
Upoa  the  loBde  of  Alemayne 
It  let,  and  eke  vpon  Britayne^ 
Wkiche  nowe  is  cleped  Englonde. 
For  the!  traoaylt  ia  euery  loade. 

Ve  secunda  planeta,  qne  Mereurius  dicitiic. 

Or  the  plaaiftefl  the  seconde 

Abooe  t^  moone  bath  take  his  bonde 

Meiturie:  and  bis  nature  is  this^ 

That  Tnder  him  who  that  boroe  i». 

In  boke  be  shall  be  studioas, 

Aad  in  writinge  curious, 

Aod  slowe  and  Instles  to  trauayle 

In  tbinft,  whiche  els  might  anayle  i 

He  looeth  ease,  he  louetb  re»t, 

So  is  he  not  the  worthiest. 

But  yet  with  somdele  besinesse 

His  hert  is  set  vpon  ricbesse. 

And  aa  in  this  coodicion 
Theffecte  and  dispoaicion 
Of  this  plaaete,  and  of  bis  chance 
Is  moste  in  Borgoyne,  and  in  France. 

De  tercia  planeta,  que  Venus  dicitor. 

Next  Mercnria  as  wolle  befalle 
StMit  that  planet,  whiche  men  call 
Veoos:  whose  constellacion 
Gooemeth  all  the  nacion 
or  boen,  where  thei  spede  or  none. 
Of  whiche  1  trowe  thou  be  one. 

Bat  whethenrard  thin  bappes  wende 
Shall  this  planete  shewe  at  cnde* 
As  it  bath  do  to  many  mo. 
To  some  well,  to  some  wo. 
And  nethelcs  of  this  planete 
The  moste  partie  is  rode  and  twete. 

For  who  that  therof  takth  his  birth. 
He  shall  desyre  ioy  aod  miTtbe, 
Geatill  coitoys  and  debonaire 
To  tpcke  bis  woides  softe  and  faire, 
Socbe  shall  be  be  by  wey  of  kynde. 
And  ooer  all  where  he  maie  fynde 
PVasaace  of  loue»  bis  berte  bowetb^ 
With  all  his  might  and  there  be  wowetb. 
He  it  so  Cerforth  amorous. 
He  not  what  thynge  is  vicious 
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Tochend  loue,  for  that  lawe 

There  maie  no  manor  man  witbdrawe. 

The  whiche  Venerien  is  bore 

By  wey  of  kinde,  aod  thedbre 

Venus  of  lone  the  goddesse 

Is  cleped  but  of  wantonnesse 

The  climate  of  h i r  lecberie 

Is  most  comune  in  Lumbanlie. 

Nota  de  sole,  qui  medio    pianeiaram   rssideni, 
Astrorum  principatum  obtinet. 

Next  vnto  this  planete  of  lone 
The  bright  sonne  stont  aboue, 
Whiche  is  the  hiaderer  of  the  nighty 
And  fbrtherer  of  the  daies  light: 
As  he  whiche  is  the  worldes  eie. 
Through  whome  the  lustie  companie 
Of  fbnies  by  the  morowe  singe : 
The  fresshe  floures  sprede  ami  springe. 
The  highe  tree  the  grounde  beshaddetht 
And  enery  mans  hert  gladdeth. 
Aod  for  it  is  the  heade  planete, 
Howe  that  be  sittetb-  in  bis  sete. 
Of  what  ricbesse,  of  what  nohleie, 
Thise  bokes  telle :  aad  thus  thei  aeieii 

Nota  de  corru  soils,  necnon  de  Tario 
paratu. 

Or  golde  glistrende  spoke  and  wbele 

The  Sonne  his  carte  bath  faire  and  wele. 

In  whiche  he  sitCe,  and  is  croned 

With  bright  stones  enuironed : 

Of  whiche  if  that  1  speke  shall. 

There  be  tofore  inspeciall 

Set  in  the  front  of  his  corone 

Thie  stones  whiche  no  persone 

Hath  Tpon  erth,  and  the  first  Is 

By  nanae  cleped  Leocacbatis. 

That  other  two  cleped  thus 

Astroites  and  Ceraunus 

In  his  corone,  and  also  behynde. 

By  olde  bokes  as  I  fynde, 

There  ben  of  worthie  stones  three 

Set  eche  of  hem  in  bis  degree,^ 

Wherof  a  Christall  is  that  one, 

Whiche  that  corone  is  set  vpoo. 

The  seconde  is  an  Adamant : 

The  tbirde  is  noble  and  euenaat, 

Whiche  cleped  is  Idriades. 

And  ouer  this  yet  netbeles 

Upon  the  sides  of  the  werke, 

After  the  writynge  of  the  clerke. 

There  sitten  fiue  stones  mo. 

The  Smaragdine  is  one  of  tho, 

laspis,  and  Elitropius, 

And  Vendides,  and  lacinctus. 

Lo  thus  the  qorone  is  beset, 

Wherof  it  shineth  well  the  bet. 

And  in  socbe  wise  his  light  to  spreade. 

Sit  with  his  Diadcme  on  head. 

The  Sonne  shinende  in  his  carte : 

Aod  for  to  lede  hym  swithe  and  smarte, 

After  the  bright  daies  lawe, 

There  ben  ordeined  for  to  drawe. 

Four  bora  his  chare,  and  him  witball, 

Wherof  the  names  tell  I  sbaU. 

Eritheos  the  first  is  bote. 

The  whiche  is  redde  and  shineth  bote : 
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The  seconde  Acteos  the  bright : 
Lampes  the  tbirde  courser  hight: 
And  Philogeiu  is  the  ferth, 
That  bringen  light  vnto  this  erth. 
And  gone  so  swifte  vpon  the  heuen. 
In  foure  and  twenty  houres  euen 
The  carte  with  the  bright  sonoe 
Tbei  drawe,  so  that  ooer  ronne 
Thei  haue  vnder  the  cercles  hie 
AU  midde  erthe  in  suche  an  hie. 

And  thus  the  sonne  is  ouer  oU 
The  chiefe  planete  iropcriall| 
Aboue  hym  and  beneth  hym  tbre.  , 
And  thus  betwene  hem  renneth  he. 
As  he  that  bath  the  middel  place 
Amonge  the  seuen  :  and  of  his  fac» 
Ben  glad  all  crthely  creatures. 
And  taken  after  the  natures 
Her  ease  and  recreacion. 
And  in  his  oonstellaclon 
IVho  that  is  bore  in  special!. 
Of  good  wille  and  of  liberall 
He  shall  be  founde  in  all  place. 
And  also  stonde  in  «ioebel  grace 
Toward  the  lordes  for  to  scrue. 
And  great  profite  and  thonke  deserue. 

And  ouer  that  it  causeth  yit 
A  man  to  be  subtil  of  wit. 
To  worch  in  golde,  and  to  be  wise 
In  euery  thyng,  whiche  is  of  prise. 
But  for  to  speken  in  what  coste 
Of  all  this  erth  he  regneth  moste. 
As  for  wisdom  it  is  in  Grece, 
."Where  is  appropred  thilkc  spcce. 


Nota  de  quinta  planeta,  <^ue  Mars  dicitur. 

Mars  the  planete  bataillous 
Kext  to  the  sonne  glorious 
Aboue  stant,  and  doth  meruailles 
Upon  the  fortune  of  batailes. 

The  Conquerours  by  daies  old« 
Were  v^nto  tliis  planete  holde. 
But  who  that  his  natiuitce 
Hath  take  vpon  the  propirtce 
Of  Martis  disposicion, 
By  wey  of  constellacion. 
He  shall  be  fers  and  full  hastife, 
And  desirous  of  werre  and  strife. 

But  for  to  tcllen  redily 
In  what  climate  most  commonly 
That  this  planete  hath  his  cffecte. 
Saide  is,  that  he  bath  his  aspectc  , 

Upon  the  holy  londe  so  caste, 
That  there  is  no  pees  stedfaste. 

Nota  de  sexta  pl&neta,  que  lupiter  dicitur. 

Aboub  Mars  vpon  the  heuen 
The  sixte  planete  of  the  seuen 
Stant  Jupiter  the  delicate, 
Whiche  causeth  pees,  and  no  debate. 
For  he  is  cleped  the  planete 
Whiche  of  his  kynde  softe  and  swete 
Attempreth  all  that  to  hym  longeth. 
And  whom  this  pUnete  vnderfongeth, 
To  stonde  Tpoo  his  regiment, 
Ha  shall  be  meke  and  pacient, 
And  fortunate  to  marchandi^ 
And  ioftie  to  delicacie 
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In  euery  thyng,  whiche  he  bIiaII  do* 
This  lupiter  is  cause  also 
Of  the  science  of  light  werkes. 
And  in  this  wise  tellen  clerkes. 
He  is  the  planete  of  delioes. 
But  in  Aegypte  of  his  oflkses 
He  reigneth  moste  in  tpeciall. 
For  there  ben  lustes  ouer  all, 
Of  all  that  to  this  life  befalleih. 
For  there  no  sfonnie  weder  falltfCli, 
Wbkhe  might  greue  maft  or  best: 
And  eke  the  londe  is  so  honest. 
That  it  is  plentuoua  and  plaine. 
There  is  no  idell  grounde  in  Yaine. 
And  vpon  suche  felicitee 
Stant  lupiter  in  his  degree. 

De  septima  planeta,  quae  reliquis  celsior  Sataranft 
dictus  est. 

The  hiest  and  abouen  all  . 

Stant  that  planet,  which  men  can 
Saturnus,  whose  comptection 
Is  colde,  and  bis  condicion 
Causeth  malice  and  crueltee 
To  hym,  whose  natiuitee 
Is  set  vnder  his  gouernancd. 
For  all  his  werkes  ben  greoanccy 
And  ennemie  to  mans  beie. 
In  what  degre  that  he  shall  dele. 
His  climate  is  in  Orient, 
Where  that  he  is  most  violent. 

Of  the  planetes  by  and  by, 
Howe  that  thei  stonde  vpon  the  skic. 
Fro  point  to  point  as  thou  might  here. 
Was  Alisander  made  to  lere. 

But  ouer  this  touchende  his  lore 
Of  thyng,  that  thei  hym  taugbten  more 
Upon  the  scholes  of  clergie, 
Nowe  herken  the  philosophie. 


Postquam  dictum  est  de  septem  planetis,  qnibtis 
siugule  septimane  dies  singulariter  atticulan- 
tur,  diceudum  est  iam  de  duodecim^ignis,  per 
que.  xii.  menses  anni  variis  temporibus  effecttis 
varios  assequuntur. 

He  whiche  departeth  daie  fro  night. 

That  one  derke,  and  that  other  bright. 

Of  seuen  dales  made  a  weke, 

A  monthe  of  foure  wekes  eke 

He  hath  ordeined  in  his  lawe. 

Of  monthes  twelue,  and  eke  forthdrawe 

He  hath  also  the  longe  yere. 

And  as  he  sette  of  his  powere 

Accordant  to  the  daies  seuen, 

Planetes  seuen  vpou  the  heuen, 

As  thou  tofbre  bast  herde  deuise : 

To  speke  right  in  suche  a  wise 

To  euery  monthe  by  hym  seloe. 

Upon  the  heuen  of  signes  twelue 

He  hath  after  his  ordinall 

Assigned  one  in  special], 

Wherof  so  As  I  shall  rehenen, 

The  tides  of  the  yere  diuersen. 

But  plainly  for  to  make  it  knowe 

Howe  that  the  signes  sit  a  rowe, 

Ecbe  after  other  by  degT«e, 

In  sobflaace  and  in  propertee. 
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Th^Zodkln  eomprtlieif deth 
Witbio  bij  cercle,  and  it  appendeth. 

Kola  hie  de  primo  signo,  quod  Aries  dicitur,  cui 
menns  specialiter  Marcii  appropriatus  esL 

Soo  deoa  In  primo  produxit  adeias  creata. 

Aud  as  it  tdth  in  Almaf^este 

Of  sterreatir«lu(»  tpon  this  beste 

Ben  sette,  wherof  in  his  degree  "" 

The  vombe  hath  two,  the  head  hath  three, 

The  Uile  hath  seuen,  and  in  this  wis^, 

As  thou  mifrht  here  me  deolse, 

Stant  Aries,  whtche  bote  and  dr?e 

h  of  hym  selfe,  and  in  partie 

He  is  the  recepte  and  the  houB 

Of  migbty  Mars  the  batailons. 

And  ouermore  eke  as  I  flnde, 

The  creature  of  all  kindc 

Upon  this  signe  firste  began 

I'be  worlde,  whan  that  he  made  man, 

Aod  of  this  oonsteliacion 

The  very  operacion 

Aoaiietb,  if  a  man  tberin 

The  pnrpoae  of  his  werke  begin. 

For  than  he  hath  of  propertee 

Good  sp^e  and  great  felicitee. 

The  twelne  moncthes  of  the  yere 
AttiUed  lender  the  powere 
Of  these  twelne  sigiies  stonde, 
Wherof  that  thou  shalt  vnderstonde. 
This  Aries  out  of  the  tweloe 
Hath  Marcbe  attitled  for  hym  selfe, 
Whan  enery  bird  shall cbese  bis  make, 
And  eoery  adder,  and  eoery  snake, 
And  eaery  reptile^  whicbe  maie  moue, 
Uis  might  assaieth  for  to  prone 
To  crepen  out  ayeine  the  sonne, 
Waan  Vere  bis  season  bath  begonne. 

Seeundom  signum  dicitur  Taurus,  cuins  mensis 
est  Aprilis. 

Soo  prius  occultas  inuenit  berba  vias. 

T4CBUI  the  seconde  after  this 

Of  tignes,  whiehe  6gured  is 

Uoto  a  booOe  drie  and  coMe, 

And  as  it  is  in  bokes  tolde. 

He  is  the  hows  appertinant 

To  Venas  somdele  discordant. 

This  booUe  is  eke  with  sterres  set, 

ThroQgb  whicbe  he  hath  bis  hornet  knet 

Uoto  the  tail«  of  Aries: 

So  is  he  not  there  sterreks. 

CpoB  bis  brest  eka  eightene 

He  hath,  and  eke  as  it  is  sene, 

Upon  his  taile  stand  other  two. 

His  month  assigned  eke  also 

Ji  Aoeril,  whicbe  of  showrcs 

M  iaiitKth  wey  rato  the  flooret. 

Totiom  signimi  dicitur  Gemini,    coins   mentis 
Mains  est. 

Qao  vohicraiii  cantus  gaudet  de  floribus  ortis. 

Tm  thifde  signe  is  Gemini, 
Wfiicha  is  flgured  rediiy 


Liche  to  two  twinnes  of  man  kinde, 

That  naked  stonde:  And  as  I  finde, 

Thei  ben  with  sterres  wel  bego. 

The  head  bath  parte  of  thilke  two. 

That  shine  vpon  the  booties  tayle, 

So  ben  thei  both  of  o  parayle,  ^ 

But  of  the  wombe  of  Gemini 
Ben  fiue  sterres  not  for  thy : 
And  eke  vpon  the  feete  ben  twey. 
So  as  these  olde  bokes  sey 
That  wise  Ptholomcus  wrote. 
Hispropre  monthe  well  1  wote 
Assi^ed  is  the  lustie  Maie, 
Whan  eoery  brydde  vpon  his  laie 
Emonge  the  grene  leues  singcth. 
And  loue  of  his  pointure  stingeth. 
After  the  lawes  of  nature, 
The  yongthe  of  euery  creature. 

3uartum  sigpum   Cancer  dicitur,    cuius  m^is 
lunius  esL 


300  ialcat  prdtis 


tonsor  equi^ 


Cawccr  after  the  rule  and  space 

Of  signes  halt  the  fourth  place. 

Like  to  the  crabbe  he  hath  semblance* 

Aod  hath  vnto  bis  retinanoe  ^ 

Xvi.  sterres,  wherof  ten. 

So  as  these  olde  wise  men 

Discriue,  he  bereth  on  him  tofore, 

Aud  in  the  middell  two  before. 

And.  iiii.  he  hath  vpoti  his  eoUe: 

Thus  goeth  he  sterred  in  his  kende. 

And  of  him  selfe  is  moyste  and  colde. 

And  he  is  the  propre  bous  and  holde, 

Whiehe  apperteineth  to  the  Moone, 

And  doeth  what  loogeth  hym  to  doone. 

The  month  of  lune  viito  this  signe 

Thou  sbalte  after  the  rule  assigne. 

Quintum  stgoum  Leo  dicitur,  cuius  mensis  Iqlius 
est. 

Quo  magis  ad  terras  expandit  Lucifer  ignis. 

The  fifte  signe  is  Leo  bote. 

Whose  kynde  is  sharpe  drie  and  bote, 

In  whome  the  sonne  bath  herbergage. 

And  the  semblance  of  his  ymage 

Is  a  Hon,  whiehe  in  bailie 

Of  sterres  hath  bis  purpartie 

The  foure,  whicbe  as  Cancer  bath 

Upon  bis  ende  Ijbo  tath. 

Upon  his  bead,  and  than  neste 

He  hath  eke  foure  vpon  his  breste. 

And  one  vpon  bis  taile  bebyndfe 

In  olde  bokes  as  1  fynde. 

His  propre  month  is  lule  by  name  : 

In  whicbe  men  plaien  many  a  game. 

Sextum  signom  Virgo  dicitur,  cuius  mensis  Au- 
gustus est. 

8uo  vacoata  prius  pybes  replet  horrea  mettis. 

After  Leo,  Virgo  the  nextc 
Of  signes  cleped  is  the  sexte : 
Wherof  the  figure  is  a  mayde. 
And  as  the  philosopher  sayde. 
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ns  the  wetth  and  the  risyiige, 
The  lust,  the  ioy,  aod  tj^e  likynge 
Unto  Mercurie :  aDd  sotl^e  to  saie 
She  is  with  sterres  well  besaie, 
VTherof  Leo  hath  lent  hir  one, 
^hiche  set  on  hie  hir  head  vpoo : 
Hir  wombe  hath.  v.  hir  fete  also 
Haue  other  fine:  and  euer  mo 
Tourhende  as  of  complexion. 
By  kyndly  disposicion, 
Of  drie  and  colde  this  n^iden  is. 
And  for  to  tellen  oner  this, 
Hir  month  thou  shalt  vnderstonde. 
Whan  euery  felde  hath  come  in  honde. 
And  many  a  man  his  bacite  hath  plied; 
Unto  this  signa  is  August  applied. 


Septifflum  signum  Uhra  dicilnr,  cuips  men«9  Sep- 
tember est. 

Vinea  quo  Bacchum  pressa  liquore  colit. 

AfTBR  Virgo  to  rekcn  in  euen 
Libra  sit  in  the  nombre  of  seuen, 
Whiche  hath  figure  and  resemblance 
Unto  a  man,  whiche  a  balance 
Beareth  in  his  honde,  as  for  to  weye. 
In  boke  and  as  it  male  be  leie, 
Biuers  sterres  to  hym  longeth, 
Wherof  on  head  he  vnderfongeth 
First  thre,  and  eke  bis  wombe  hath  two. 
And  downe  beoethe .  viii.  other  mo. 
This  signe  is  bote  and  moyst  both, 
The.whiche  thynges  be  not  loth 
Unto  Venus,  so  that  alofte 
She  resteth  in  bis  bous  full  ofte. 
And  eke  Satume  often  hyed 
Is  in  the  signe  and  magnified. 
His  propre' month  is  sayd  Septembre, 
Whiche  yeueth  men  cause  to  remembre. 
If  any  sore  be  lefte  behynde 
Of  thynge,  whiche  greue  male  to  kynde. 

Octauum  signum  Scorpio  dicitur,  cuius  mensis 
Octobris  est. 

Floribus  exclusis  hyems  qui  ianitor  extat. 

Amongb  the  signes  rpon  the  height 
The  signe,  wbicbe  is  nombred  eight, 
Is  Scorpio,  whiche  as  season 
Figured  is  a  Scorpion. 
But  for  all  that  yet  netbelesse 
Is  Scorpio  not  sterlesse. 
For  Libra  graunteth  him  his  ende. 
Of.  viii.  sterres,  where  he  wende. 
The  whiche  vpon  his  head  assised 
He  beareth.  and  eke  there  ben  deuised 
Upon  his  wumbe  sterres  thre. 
And .  viii.  vpon  his  taile  hath  he, 
Whiche  of  his  kynde  is  moist  and  cMe, 
And  vnbebouely  many  folde. 
fie  harmeth  Venus  and  empeyreth, 
Aut  Mars  vnto  his  hous  repeireth. 
But  ware  whan  thei  to^geder  dwellen. 
His  propre  monthe  is,  as  men  tellen, 
Octt'bre,  whiche  bringeth  the  kalende 
Of  winter,  that  cometh  next  sewende. 

Nonum  signum  Sagittarius  dicitur,  cuiiixp  m^sis 
NouembrU  est. 
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Sao  mnstum  bibnlo  linqoii  ffii»ai^B^|ifi  vi 

Tnic.  ix.  signe  in  Noaembre  also, 
Whiche  foloweth  after  Scorpio^ ' 
Is  cleped  Sagittarius. 
The  whose  figure  is  marked  thus. 
A  monstre  with  a  bowe  on  hoo^e. 
On  whom  that  soodry  sterres  stonde, 
Thilke.  viii.  of  whiche  I  9P9ke  tofbr^ 
The  whiche  rpon  the  tale  \^^  tora 
Of  Scoipio  the  hede  all  fay  re 
Be  spreden  of  the  sagittaire, 
And .  viii.  of  other  stonden  eu^ 
Upon  his  wOmbe,  and  other  sf  uen 
There  stonden  vpon  his  taile  behipd^: 
And  he  is  bote  and  drie  of  l^inde. 
To  lupiter  his  hou«e  is  free. 
But  to  Mercurie  in  his  degree 
(For  thei  be  not  of  one  assent) 
He  worcheth  great  empeirement. 

This  signe  hath  of  his  propertee 
A  month,  whiche  of  dewtee. 
After  the  seson  that  befislletb. 
The  plough  oxe  in  winter  stalleth. 
And  fyre  into  the  halle  he  bringeth. 
And  thilke  drinke,  of  wbicbe  men  singeth. 
He  tumeth  must  in  to  the  wiue: 
Than  is  the  larder  of  the  swine. 
That  is  nouembre,  whiche  I  mene. 
Whan  that  the  leef  hath  lust  his  grene. 

Decimum  signum  Capricornus  dicitur,  cuitts 
Decembris  est. 


Ipse  diem  nauo  noctemque  giganti  figurat 

The  tenthe  signe  drie  and  colde. 

The  whiche  is  Capricomus  tolde. 

Unto  a  gote  hath  resemblance: 

For  whose  loue,  and  whose  a<IQeiQta|ica 

Within  his  house  to  soiourne. 

It  liketh  well  vnto  Satume. 

But  to  the  Moone  it  liketh  noqght. 

For  no  profit  is  there  wrought. 

This  signe,  as  of  his  propretee. 

Upon  his  head  hath  sterres  three. 

And  eke  vpon  his  wqmbe  two,  • 

And  twey  vpon  his  tay\e  ^fo. 

Decembre  after  the  yeres  formes. 

So  as  the  bdkes  vs  en  formes. 

With  dales  shorte  and  nygbtes  longs. 

This  like  signe  hath  vndeifonge. 

Undecimum  signam  Aquarius  dicitur,  cuius  menus 
lanuarius  est 

Suo  Ian  us  vultum  doplom  coouertlt  in  annum. 

Op  tho  that  sitten  vpon  the  henea 
Of  signes  in  the  nombre  enleuen» 
Aquarius  hath  take  his  place. 
And  stent  well  in  Saturaus  grace: 
Whiche  dwelleth  in  his  berbergage. 
But  to  the  sqnne  he  doth  outrage. 
This  si^e  is  veraily  resembled 
Liche  to  a  man,  whiche  halte  assembled 
In  ^tber  honde  a  water  spout» 
Wherof  the  strcmes  renncn  out. 
He  is  of  kynde  moy&tand  hpte. 
And  he  that  of  the  sterres  wote^ 
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Sbith,  tiMt  he  Wtb  of  fliarttf  two 
Upoo  hit  hcAd,  mod  bftM  of  tbo. 
That  Capricome  bath  on  his  ettde. 
And  84  tbebok««  nuiken  myntfe, 
That  PthokHnetts  flMito  hym  aelM, 
He  bath  eke  on  hit  vooibe  twelM  i 
And  two  vpoD  his  ende  8tond& 
TbOQ  thalt  also  this  mderttoade. 
The  frosty  eoUe  Imnioer^ 
Whao  oomca  is  the  newe  yere. 
That  laons  with  dooMe  fhct. 
Id  his  chaire  hath  Utke  his  plh«e, 
And  loketh  vport  hothe  sides, 
Some  dele  towarfc  the  iHttter  tid^, 
Sooie  dele  towarde  the  yere  soeade : 
That  is  the  montbe  bdongvode 
Unto  this  signe,  and  of  his  dote 
He  yeoetli  th«  lynrte  prtmrole. 

Daodecimam  tSgnum  Piscis  dicitor,  cojos  mensis 
Februarias  est. 

Sno  plunie  tonneas  ripanim  eonoitfet 

Toe .  xii.  whiche  is  last  of  all 

Of  sigoesy  Piscis  men  it  call. 

The  whiche,  «s  telleth  the  scripture^ 

Beareth  of  two  flashes  the  figure. 

So  is  he  colde  and  moiste  of  kynde. 

And  eke  with  sterres  as  I  fyudo 

Be  jet  IB  sondry  wise^  as  thus: 

Two  of  his  ende  Aquarius 

Hath  lent,  vnto  his  head,  tfnd  tnro 

This  sigDe  bath  of  his  owne  aim 

Upon  his  wombe :  and  oner  this 

Upon  his  ende  also  there  is 

A  Dombre  of  twenty  sterres  bright, 

Whiche  is  to  sene  a  wonder  sight. 

Towaide  his  signe  in  to  bis  boos 

Comth  Inpiter  the  glorious, 

Aad  Veoos  eke  with  him  accordcth 

To  dvellen,  as  the  lioke  recordeth. 

The  mootbe  vnto  this  signe  ordeigned 

Is  Febmar,  whiche  is  bereigned 

And  with  londflodes  in  bis  rage 

At  ibrdes  letietb  the  passage. 

Nowe  hast  tbou  heide  the  propretaa 
Of  iigoes,  but  in  bis  degree 
Albmazare  yet  oner  this 
Saith,  so  as  the  ertbe  parted  is 

la  fmre :  right  so  ben  deuiscd 

The  tignes  tweioe,  and  stonde  smmd. 

That  ecbe  of  hem  in  his  partia 

Hsth  his  climate  to  instifie : 

Wherof  the  fjrrst  raiment 

Tovaide  the  parte  of  Orient^ 

fnuk  Antioebe,  and  that  couotree 

Gooemed  is  of  sigoes  tbre : 

Thit  is  Cancer,  Vhrgo»  Leo. 

Aad  towaide  tboceident  also* 

From  Anneoie,  as  I  am  leruedy 

Of  Capricome  it  sUat  gouemed. 

Of  Piscis,  and  Aq^iiarius. 

Aad  after  hem  I  fynde  thos, 

Soathwarde  fro  Alisander  foftha 

Tbo  sigBcs,  whiche  most  ben  worth 

1*  gOQemance  of  that  Doatre 

libra  theibea,  and  Sagittaire, 

^itb  Scorpio,  whiche  is  cooioyot 

Wuh  tea  to  stoada  vpoa  thatpoyoi 


Of  Constantinople  the  cltM 
(So  as  these  boke^  tcllen  mae) 
The  last  of  this  dioision 
Stant  vntowarde  Septddftrittn, 
Where  as  by  wey  of  purueianM 
Aries  hath  the  ^uernafice. 
Forth  with  Taurus  and  Gemini. 
Thus  ben  the  signes  proprely 
Deuided,  as  it  is  rebersed, 
Wherof  the  londes  ben  diuerscd. 

Lo  thus  my  son,  as  thoti  might  here. 
Was  Alisander  made  to  lere 
Of  hen,  that  weren  for  his  lore. 
But  noWe  to  loken  ou^rmore 
Of  other  Aerres  bow  tbei  ftre, 
T  thyuke  hereafter  to  declare. 
So  as  kynge  Alissmder  in  youth. 
Of  hym  that  suche  signes  conth» 
Enformed  was  tofore  his  ele 
By  night  vpon  the  sterres  sie. 

Hie  tractat  super  ddctrTua  Nectanabi  dum/  ipaa 
iuuenem  AlexandruiAi  instruxit  de  illis  precipua 
quindecim  stellis,  rua  cum  earum  lapidibus  et 
herbis,  que  ad  artis  Ma^ce  natoralis  openi- 
cionem  specialius  conueniunt: 

Upoii  sondry  creacion 

Stant  sondry  operacion» 

Some  worcheth  this,  some  worcheth  6iat, 

The  fire  is  bote  in  his  estate. 

And  breoneth  what  be  maie  atteyne; 

The  water  maie  the  fyre  restrelne. 

The  whiche  is  colde  and  moyst  tftso» 

Of  other  thynge  it  faretb  right  so 

Upon  the  erthe  amonge  vs  here. 

And  for  to  speake  in  this  manere. 

Upon  the  heuen  as  men  maie  fynde. 

The  sterres  ben  of  sotodrie  kynde. 

And  worchen  many  sondrie  thynges* 

To  78,  that  l>en  her  ▼nderlynges. 

Amonge  the  whiche  forth  withall 

Nectanab«js  in  speciall, 

Whiche  was  an  Astronomien, 

And  eke  a  great  magicien. 

And  undertake  bath  thiike  empris^ 

To  Alisannder  in  his  apprise. 

As  of  magike  natorele 

To  knowe  enformeth  hym  sooideltf 

Of  certaine  sterres  what  the!  m^ie. 

Of  whiche  he  seytb  there  beo  fiftene. 

And  sondrily  to  euerichone 

A  gras  belongetb  and  a  stone : 

Wberof  men  worchen  many  a  wonder 

To  set  thynge  both  vp  and  voder. 

Prima  Stella  vocatur  Altfeboran,  cuius  HpM  Ctt^ 
bunculua,  et  bei1>a  afiabulla  est 

To  tell  right  as  he  be^n. 
The  first  sterre  Aideburan, 
The  clcrest  and  the  mobtc  of  all 
By  right  name  men  it  call, 
Whiche  liche  is  of  condicitm 
To  MafS,  and  of  complexion 
To  Venus,  and  hath  tbfruport 
Carbunculum  his  propie  stone. 
His  herbe  is  Annnbdlla  named, 
Whicbe  is  of  great  verlue  proclatlidL 
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Seeunda  stella  vocatur  Clot»,  seu  Pliades,  caius 
lapis  Christallum,  0t  herba  feniculus  est. 

The  seconde  is  not  venules, 
Clota,  or  els  Pliades- 
•  It  bate,  and  of  tbe  moonee»  kynde 
He  is:  and  also  tbis  I  fynde,    • 
lie  taketh  of  Mars  complexion 
iVod  licbe  to  suche  condicion. 
His  stone  apprbpred  is  Chri stall. 
And  eke  hi^  heibe  iiispeciall 
The  vertuous  Fenell  it  is. 

Tercia  stella  vocatur  Algol,  cuius  lapis  Diamans, 
et  herba  helebcrum  nigrum  est. 

The  thirde,  which  comth  after  tbis. 
Is  bote  Algos  the  clere  rede, 
Whiche  of  Satume,  as  I  raaie  rede. 
His  kynde  taketh,  and  eke  of  loue 
Complexion  to  his  behoue. 
Hi.s  propre  stone  is  diamant. 
"Whiche  is  to  hym  moste  acordant. 
His  herbe,  whiche  is  to  hym  betake. 
Is  bote  Eleborum  tbe  blake. 

2uarta  stella  vocatur  Alhaiot,  cuius  lapis  Sapbirus, 
et  herba  Marrubium  est 

So  as  it  falleth  vpon  lotte 
Tbe  fourth  sterre  is  Albaiotte, 
Whiche  in  the  wise  as  I  saide  er. 
Of  Satume  and  of  lupiter 
Hatb  take  bis  kinde,  and  there  vpon 
The  saphir  is  bis  propre  stone, 
Marrubium  his  herbe  also, 
Tbe  whiche  accorden  both  two* 

Suinta  stella  vocatur  Canis  maior,    cuius  Japis 
Berillus:  et  herba  sauina  est. 

And  Canis  maior  in  bis  like 
The  fifthe  sterre  is  of  magike. 
The  whose  kynde  is  venerien. 
As  saith  tbis  astronomien.  . 
His  propre  stone  is  saide  Berille : 
But  for  to  worcbe  and  to  fulfille 
Thynge,  whiche  to  this  science  talletb. 
There  is  an  herbe,  wbicbe  men  calbitb 
Saueyne,  and  that  behoueth  neda 
To  hym,  that  woll  bis  purpose  qpede. 

Sexta  stalla  vocatur  canis    minor,   cuios    lapis 
Aichatis,  et  berba  primula  est. 

The  sixte  sewende  after  this 

By  name  Canjs  minor  is: 

The  whiche  sterre  is  Mercuriall 

By  wey  of  kynde,  and  forth  witball  ' 

As  it  is  written  in  tbe  carte, 

Complexion  he  taketh  of  Marte: 

His  stone  and  herbe  (as  seith  tbe  schole) 

Ben  Achates  and  Primerole. 

Septima  stella  vocatur  Arial,  cnias  lapis  gargonza, 
et  herba  celldonia  est. 

The  seuenth  sterre  in  speciall 
Qf  this  science  it  Ariall, 


Whiche  sondrie  nature  vDdeWongofcb,  ' 

The  stone,  which  propre  vnto  him  lODgetln 

Gorgonza  proprcly  it  bight, 

Hi3  herbe  also,  whiche  he  shall  right 

Upon  the  worchynge  as  I  meoe, 

Is  Cetidone  fre&she  aad  grene. 

Octaua  Stella  vocatur  Ala  coral, '  cuius  lapis  bono* 
chinus,  et  berba  lappacia  est« 

Sterre  Ala  corui  vpon  height 

Hath  take  bis  place  in  nombre  of  eighty    . 

Whiche  of  his  kinde  mote  performe 

The  will  of  Marte,  and  of  Saturuei 

To  whom  Lappacia  tbe  gcet 

is  herbe,  but  of  no  beyete. 

HJs  stone  is  Honochinus  bote* 

Through  which  men  worchen  great  liote. 

Nona  Stella  vocatur  Alaezel,  cuius  lapis  SiiMRa^ 
dus,  et  herba  salgea  est. 

The  nynthe  sterre  faire  and  wele 
By  name  is  hote  Alaezele, 
Whiche  taketh  his  propre  kinde  tbus» 
Bothe  of  Mercurie  and  of  Venus. 
His  stone  is  the  grene  Emeraude, 
To  whom  is  geuen  many  a  laude. 
Saulge  is  bis  herbe  appertenant 
Abouen  all  the  remenant. 

Dccima  stella  vocatur  Almareth,  cuius  lapis  laspis^ 
et  herba  plantago  est. 

The  tenthe  sterre  is  Almareth, 
Whiche  vpon  life  and  vpon  deth, 
Through  kinde  of  lupiter  and  Marte, 
He  doth  what  longeth  to  his  parte. 
His  stone  is  Ia5pe,and  of  plantaine 
He  bath  bis  herbe  soueraine. 

Undecima  stella  vocatur  venenas,  cuius  lapis  Ads- 
ipas,  et  herba  Cicoria  est. 

The  sterre  enleucnth  is  Venenas, 
The  whose  nature  is,  as  it  vns 
Take  of  Venus,  and  of  the  Moone 
In  thynge,  whiche  he  bath  for  to  dbone 
Of  Adamant  is  that  perrie. 
In  whiche  he  worcbeth  his  maistrie. 
Thilke  herbe  also,  which  hym  befalletb, 
Cicorea  the  boke  hym  calieth. 

Duodecima  stella  vocatur  Alpheta,  cuius    lapis 
Topasion,  et  herba  Rosmarinum. 

Alpheta  in  the  nombre  set. 
And  is  the  twelfte  sterre  yet. 
Of  Scorpio  whiche  is  gooemed. 
And  takth  his  kinde,  as  I  am  lemed. 
And  bath  his  vertue  in  the  stone, 
Whiche  cleped  is  Topasione. 
His  herbe  propre  is  rosemartne, 
Whiche  sbapen  is  for  his  couine. 

Tertia  dccima  stclla  vocatur  Cor  Scorpionis,  cuius 
lapis  Serdis,  et  herba  Astrologia  est. 

Of  these  sterres,  which  I  mene. 
Cor  Scorpioni^  is  thretteoe^ 
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IV  who8  nature  Mart  and  ioue 

Haue  yooen  roto  bis  behpue. 

His  herbe  is  Aitrologie, 

Which  foloireth  hit  astronomie. 

The  stonewhich  that  tbia  sterre  allowth, 

U  Sardisp  whicfae  Toto  bym  bovth. 

Qnarta  decima  tteUa  vocatur  botercadent,  cnios 
lapis  CrisolitQS,  at  herba  saturea  est. 

Tni  tterre,  whiche  stant  next  the  last, 
liatare  of  him  Chia  naihe  cast. 
And  clepen  him  Botercadent| 
WUcbe  of  his  kind  obedient 
b  to  Mercmie  and  (o  Venas. 
His  stone  is  called  CrisoUtus. 
His  babe  is  cieped  Satnreie, 
So  as  these  olde  bokes  seie. 

Quota  decima  stella  Tooatur  Cauda  scorpionia, 

coins  la|»is  Calcidonis,  et  herba  maiorana  est. 
Bw  nowe  the  laste  sterre  of  all 
The  taile  of  Scorpio  ven  call, 
Whiche  to  Mercnrie  and  to  Satume 
By  wey  of  kynde  mote  returne 
After  the  preparacion 
Ofdueconstellac^on. 
Tlie  Calcidone  vnto  bym  longetb, 
Whiche  for  bis  stone  he  vnderfongetb, 
Of  Maioran  bis  berbe  is  grounded. 
That  haoe  I  taid,  how  thet  ben  founded 
Of  eaery  sterre  in  apeciall, 
Whiche  hatb  bis  herbe  and  stone  witball, 
As  Hermes  in  his  bokes  olde 
^itnesM  berethi  of  that  I  tolde. 

Kota  hie  de  auctoribus  illis,  qui  ad  Astronomie 
Kientiam  pre  cseteris  studiosius  intendehtes, 
libros  super  hoc  distinctis  nominibus  composue^ 
nmt 

The  science  of  Astronomic, 
Whiche  principail  is  of  clergie 
To  deme  betwene  wo  and  wele 
In  thynges  that  bene  naturele, 
Thei  had  a  great  trauaile  on  bonde, 
That  made  it  firste  ben  Tnderstond^ 
And  thei  also,  whiche  oneimore 
HcT  stodie  set  trpoD  this  lore : 
Thct  woen  gracious  and  wise. 
And  worthy  for  to  here  a  prise. 
And  whom  it  liketh  for  to  witte 
Of  hem  that  this  icience  writte. 

Oie  of  the  first,  whiche  it  wrote 
After  Noe,  it  waa  Nembrote, 
To  hit  disciple  Ichooiton, 
And  made  a  boke  forth  tbervpon. 
The  whiche  Megastre  cieped  was. 

An  other  anctor  in  this  Cas 
li  Artchel,  the  whiche  men  note. 
Hit  hoke  is  Abbatfneih  bote, 

DuM  Ptolome  is  not  the  lest, 
^Hiiche  maketh  the  iMke  of  Almagest. 
And  Alftaganusdoth  the  same, 
^^^hoie  boke  is  Catbenos  by  name. 
Gdws  and  Alpetragus  eke, 
^^palmestiy,  whicbe  men  seke, 
1^  bokes  made.    And  oner  this. 
Fall  Dsiiy  a  worthy  clerke  there  is. 
That  written  Tnoo  this  clergie, 
TW  bokes  of  Altemetrie, 


Planemetrie,  and  eke  also, 

Whicbe  as  belongeth  botbe  two. 

So  as  thei  bene  naturiens, 

Unto  these  astronomiens. 

Men  scene  that  Abraham  was  one. 

But  whether  that  be  wrote  or  none. 

That  finde  1  not,  and  Moysea 

Eke  was  an  other :  but  Hermes 

Aboue  all  other  in  this  science 

He  had  a  great  experience. 

Through  bym  was  many  a  sterre  ossised. 

Whose  bokes  yet  ben  auctorised, 

I  male  not  knowen  all  tho, 

That  written  in  the  tyroe  tho 

Of  this  science,  but  1  fiude 

Of  iudgement  by  waie  of  kindd, 

That  in  one  point  thei  all  accorden 

Of  sterres,  whicfae  thei  recorden. 

That  men  maie  see  vpon  the  heuen. 

There  ben  a  thousande  sterres  euen. 
And  two  and  twenty  to  the  sight, 
Whiche  ben  of  hem  selfe  so  bright. 
That  men  maie  deme  what  thei  bee 
The  nature  and  the  propretee. 

Nowe  hast  thou  heard  in  suche  a  wise 
These  poble  philosophers  wise 
Enformeden  this  yonge  kyoge. 
And  made  bym  haue  a  knowelechyng 
Of  thyng,  Whiche  first  to  the  partie 
Belongeth  of  philosophic, 
Whiche  Theorike  cieped  is. 
As  thou  tofore  hast  berde  er  this. 
But  nowe  to  speke  of  the  seconde, 
Whiche  Aristotle  hath  also  founde,    ' 
And  techetb  howe  to  speke  faire, 
Whiche  is  a  thyng  fiill  necessaire 
To  counterpalse  the  balance, 
Where  lacketh  other  suffiaance. 

Compositi  pulcra  sermonetreiba  placere. 

Principio  poterunt  veraque  fine  placent, 
Herba,  lapis,  sermo  tria  sunt  virtute  repleta : 

Vis  tamen  ex  rerbi  pondere  pulcra  facit. 

Hie  tractat  de  secunda  parte  pbilosophie,  cuius 
nomen  Rhetorica  facundos  efficit.  ■   Loquitur 
etiam  de  eiusdem   duabus   speciebus,  scilicet  • 
Grammatica  et  Logica,  quarum  doctrina  Rhetor 
sua  verba  peromat. 

Aboue  al  erthly  creatures 

The  high  maker  of  natures 

The  worde  to  man  hath  youe  alone, 

So  that  the  speche  of  his  persone. 

Or  for  to  lese,  or  for  to  winne. 

The  hertes  thought,  whiche  is  withinne,  * 

May  shewe,  what  it  wolde  mene. 

And  that  is  no  where  els  sene 

Of  kynde  with  none  other  best. 

So  shulde  he  be  the  more  honest. 

To  whom  god  yafe  so  worthy  a  yifie. 

And  loke  well  that  be;  ne  fihtfte 

His  wordes  to  none  wicked  vse, 

For  worde,  the  taacher  of  vertuse 

Is  cieped  in  philosophic. 

Wherof  touchende  this  partie 

Is  Rhetoric  the  science 

Appropred  to  the  reuerence 

Of  wordes  that  ben  reasonable. 

And  for  this  arte  shall  be  vailable,  . 

With  goodly  wordes  for  to  like ; 

It  hatb  Qrapimer,  it  hath  Logike, 
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That  senien  both  vnto  tbe  specbew 

Gral!nmer,  first  hath  lor  to  tecbe 
To  speake  vpoo  congniitee. 

Logike  hath  ?ke  iu  his  degwe 
Betweoe  the  trouth  aad  the  falsbede 
Tlie  pieyiie  wordes  for  to  shede  : 
So  that  nothyng  shall  go  beside. 
That  be  the  ri j?ht  ne  shall  decide : 
Wherof  full  many  a  great  debate 
Reforme<l  is  to  good  astate, 
And  peace  susteined  vp  alofte 
With  easy  wordes  and  with  soOe, 
Where  strengthe  sbttlde  let  hfalle. 

Th»phik>fiophre  amonges  alle 
For  thy  conuneudeth  this  science, 
Whiche  hath  the  reule  of  doquence^ 
In  stone  and  gras  rertne  there  is: 
Bnt  yet  the  bokes  tellen  this, 
That  worde  abone  all  erthly  tbynges 
Is  vertuoiis  io  his  dooynges. 
Where  so  it  be  to  yuell  or  good. 
"Sot  if  the  wordes  semen  good, 
And  bene  well  spoke  at  mans  eare. 
Whan  that  there  is  no  trouthe  there, 
Thei  doone  full  ofte  full  great  deceite. 
For  whan  the  worde  to  the  eonc^te 
Discordeth  in  so  double  a  wise, 
Snche  Rhetoric  is  to  dispise 
In  euery  place,  and  for  to  drede. 

Forof  Vlysses  thus  1  rede, 
As  in  the  boke  of  Troie  is  funde. 
His  eloquence,  and  his  facdnde 
Of  goodly  wordes,  whiche  he  toMe, 
Hath  made,  that  Authenor  him  solde 
The  towne,  whiche  he  with  treason  wan. 
Worde  hath  begyled  many  a  man. 

With  worde  the  wilde  beast  is  daunted,. 
With  worde  the  serpent  is  enchaunted. 
Of  wordes  amongs  the  men  of  arroes 
Ben  woundes  heled  with  the  charmes. 
Where  lacketh  other  medicine, 
Worde  hath  vnder  his  discipline 
Of  sorcerie  the  carectes. 
The  wordes  ben  of  sondrie  sectes 
Of  enill,  ancl  eke  of  good  also. 
The  wordes  maken  of  frende  fo. 
And  fo  of  frende,  and  peace  of  werre. 
And  werre  of  peace,  and  out  of  herre 
The  worde  the  worldes  cause  entriketh. 
And  reconcileth  who  on  hym  liketb. 
The  woi-de  vnder  the  cope  of  heuen        ' 
Set  euery  thynge  or  odde  or  cuen. 
With  worde  the  highe  god  is  pleased. 
With  worde  the  wordes  ben  appeased. 
The  softe  worde  the  loude  stylleth. 
Where  lacketh  good  the  worde  fulfiUeth 
To  make  amendes  for  the  wronge. 
Whan  wordes  medlcn  with  the  bonge. 
It  doth  plesance  well  the  more. 
But  for  to  loke  vpon  this  lore, 
Howe  Tullius  his  Rhetorike 
Compounethy  there  a  aaan  maie  pike» 
How  that  he  shall  his  wordes  set. 
How  he  shall  lose,  how  he  shall  knet. 
And  in  what  wise  he  shall  pronounce 
His  tale  ple3me  without  frounce, 
Wherof  ensample  if  thou  wilt  secbe. 
Take  hede  and  rede  whilome  the  specbek 


Sytlanom  et  alios  tone  Tetbii  Romane  ceptiMo* 
tes. 

Or  lulius,  and  Cicero, 
Whiche  coosoll  was  of  Rome  the  t 
Of  Cato  eke,  and  Sillene 
Beholde  the  wordes  hem  betwene. 

Whan  the  treason  of  Catiline 
Discooered  was  and  the  couioe 
Of  hem,  that  were  of  his  assent 
Was  knowe  and  spoke  in  parliament^  . 
And  asked  howe,  and  in  what  wise 
Meu  sbulde  doone  hsrra  to  luwyse, 

Sillanus  first  his  tale  tolde 
To  trouth  and  as  he  was  beholde 
The  common  profite  for  to  saue : 
He  saide  bow  treason  sbulde  haue 
A  cruelJ  dethe.    And  thus  thei  speaka^ 
The  ConfuH  both  and  Cato  ekr. 
And  saiden,  that  for  soche  a  vmttfe 
There  maie  no  peyne  be  to  strong. ,, 
But  lulius  with  wordes  wise 
His  tale  tolde  all  other  wise,  « 

As  he  whiche  wolde  bis  detb  respite. 
And  foundeth  bowe  he  might  excita 
The  iudges  through  his  eloquence,  ;, 

Fro  detbe  to  tome  the  sentence  ,, 

And  set  her  hertes  to  pitee.  .  j 

Nowe  tolden  thei,  nowe  tolde  be,  \ 

Thei  speaken  pleyne  after  the  lawe,  r 

But  he  the  wordes  of  his  sawe 
Coloureth  in  an  other  weie 
Spekende.  and  thus  betwene  the  twey 
To  treate  vpon  this  lodgement 
Made  ecbe  of  hem  his  ai^ument: 
Wherof  the  tales  for  to  here. 
There  maie  a  man  the  schole  lere 
Of  Rhetoric  the  eloquence, 
Whiche  is  the  seconde  of  science, 
Touchende  to  philosophie : 
Wherof  a  man  shall  iustifie 
His  wordes  in  disputeson. 
And  knitte  vpon  conclusion 
His  ai^gument  in  suche  a  forme, 
Whiche  maie  the  pleyne  trouth  cnforme. 
And  the  subtile  cautele  abate, 
Whiche  euery  trewe  man  shall  debate. 

Pnctica  qnascumque  statnm  pars  tereia  philoso- 
phic. 

Ad  regimen  rccte  ducit  in  orbe  via, 
Sed  quanto  maior  rex  est,  tanto  magts  ipsum 

Ex  schola  coucemit,  quo  sua  regna  regit. 

Hie  tractai  de  tcrtia  parte  philosophie,  que  prtc- 
tica  vocatur :  cuius  species  sunt  ties,  scilicet 
Ethica,  Econoniia,  et  Politica,  quarum  doctri- 
na  regia  magestas  in  suo  re^imine  ad  lienoris 
magnificentiam  per  singula  duigitiir. 

Th«  firste,  whiche  is  Theorike, 
And  the  seconde  Rhetorike 
Sciences  of  philosophie, 
I  haue  faem  tolde  as  in  partie. 
So  as  the  philosopher  tolde. 
To  Alitattdre:  and  nowe  I  wolde 
Tell  of  the  aiirde,  what  it  is. 


The  whiche  IPraetike  cleped  'is. 
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Wheroftbe  fyrste  Etite  tt  naiMd, 

The  whose  science  stant  prodftmed 

To  teche  of  Terttie  thilke  rate, 

Howe  that  a  kjnge  bym  selfe  shall  rule 

Of  his  moimH  condtcion, 

With  woitbie  disposicioo. 

Of  good  littyog  in  his  penooe, 

Whiche  is  the  ehiefe  of  bis  corooeb 

It  Dttketh  a  kynf^e  also  to  lerne 

Howe  he  his  bodie  shall  gouerne. 

Howe  he  shall  wake,  how  he  sball  depe. 

How  that  be  shall  bis  hele  kepe. 

Id  meate,  in  drynke,  in  clothyng  eke, 

There  is  no  wysedome  for  to  seke. 

As  for  the  reule  of  bis  persone, 

The  whiche  that  this  science  all  one 

Ne  techeth,  as  by  weie  of  kynde. 

That  there  is  nothyng  hftk  behynde. 

That  other  tbynge,  whiche  to  Practike 
Belongetby  is  Economike,  ' 
Whiche  techeth  thilke  honestee, 
Thnragh  whiche  a  kynf  e  in  his  degree 
His  wife  and  childe  shall  reule  and  gie. 
So  forth  with  all  the  companie, 
Whiche  in  his  honsbolde  shall  abide. 
And  his  estate  on  enery  side 
Id  sQcbe  manere  for  to  lede. 
That  be  his  hoosbolde  ne  tnislede, 

Praotike  hath  yet  the  thirde  apprise, 
Whiche  techeth  bowe  and  in  what  wise, 
I       Through  his  pnmetd  ordinance 
A  kinge  shall  set  in  gouemance 
Un  realme:  and  that  is  Policie* 
I       Whiche  longeth  rnto  regatie, 
In  tyme  of  werre,  in  time  of  pees 
To  worship  and  to  good  encrees 
I       Of  clerke,  of  knight,  and  of  marchant^ 
'       And  80  forth  all  the  r^taoenant 

Of  lU  the  oommon  people  aboute, 
I       Within  borgh  andcfeke  without 
I       Of  hem  that  ben  artificers, 
!       Whiche  Tsen  craftes  and  misters, 

Whose  arte  is  cleped  Mecbanike : 

And  though  they  be  not  all  like. 

Yet  netheles  how  so  it  fall, 

0  lawe  mote  goueme  hem  all* 

Or  that  tbey  lese,  or  that  they  winne 

After  the  state  that  tbey  ben  inne. 
Lo  thus  this  wortbie  yonge  kyuge 

Was  folly  taught  of  euery  thynge, 

Whiche  might  yeue  enteiidement 

Of  good  rule,  and  good  regiment 

To  loche  a  worthy  prynce  as  he. 

Bat  of  very  necessitee 

The  philosopher  bym  hath  betake 

Tw  pointes,  which  he  hath  vndertake 

To  kepe  and  holde  in  obseruance, 

Ai  for  the  worthy  gouernance, 

Whiche  longeth  to  his  regalie 

After  the  rule  of  policie. 

Uoribosomatus  regit  hie,  qui  regna  modema 
Ceitios  expecut  sceptra  futura  poll 

Et  quia  oeredica  virtus  saperemioet  omnes, 
Itegis  ab  ore  boni  libttla  nulla  soiiat 

HicsecoDdum  policiam  tractare  intenditprecipue 
nper  quinque  regalarum  articulis,  que  ad  prin- 
cipis  regimen  obKruandum  special ius  existunt, 
quaram  prima  Veritas  nuncupatur,  per  quam 
reredicQi  sit  senno  regis  ad  oomtsa* 


To  euery  man  belongeth  lore. 
Rot  to  no  man  belongeth  more 
Than  to  a  kynge,  whiche  hath  to  lede 
The  people,  for  his  kvnghcd 
He  male  hem  both  saue  and  spille. 
And  for  it  stont  rpon  bis  wlile, 
It  sit  bym  well  to  be  aoised, 
And  the  vertues  which  are  a^side^ 
Unto  a  kynges  regiment. 
To  take  in  his  cntendement. 
Wherof  to  tellen  as  they  stonde, 
Hereafterwarde  now  woll  I  fond& 
Amonge  tbe  vertues  one  is  chiefi?. 
And  that  is  Trouth,  whiche  is  li^fe 
To  god,  and  eke  to  man  also. 
And  for  it  hath  ben  euer  so. 
Taught  Aristotle  (as  he  well  couth) 
To  Alisander  howe  in  his  youth 
He  sbulde  of  Trouth  thilke  grace 
With  all  his  boll  herte  enbrace : 
So  that  bis  worde  be  trewe  and  pleyne 
Towarde  the  worlde :  and  so  certeyne. 
That  in  hjrm  be  no  double  specbe. 
For  if  men  shoulde  trouthe  seche* 
And  finde  it  not  within  a  kynge. 
It  were  an  vnsittende  thynge. 
The  worde  is  token  of  that  wlthHi, 
There  shall  a  woitbie  kynge  begin 
To  kepe  his  tonge,  and  to  be  trewe. 
So  shall  his  price  ben  euer  newe. 
Auise  hym  euery  man  to  fore, 
Ind  be  well  ware,  er  he  be  swore : 
For  afterwarde  it  is  to  late. 
If  that  be  wolde  his  worde  debate. 
For  as  a  kynge  in  speciall 
Aboue  all  other  is  principal! 
Of  his  power,  so  sbulde  he  bee 
Moste  vertuous  in  bis  degree. 
And  that  maie  well  be  signified. 
By  his  corone  and  specified. 

The  golde  betoketh  excellence, 
That  men  shalde  doone  hym  reueience^ 
As  to  her  liege  souerayne. 

The  stones,  as  the  bokes  sayne. 
Commended  bene  in  treble  wise. 

Firste  tbey  ben  harde,  and  thilke  assise 
Betokeneth  in  a  kynge  Constance^ 
So  that  there  shall  no  variance 
Be  founde  in  his  condicion. 

And  also  by  descripcion 
The  vertue,  whiche  is  in  the  stones» 
A  very  signe  is  {br  tbe  nones 
Of  that  a  kynge  shall  be  honest. 
And  holde  trewely  his  behest 
Of  thynge,  whiche  longeth  to  kinghed. 

The  bright  coloure,  as  I  rede, 
Whiche  is  in  the  stones  shinynge. 
Is  in  figure  betokenynge. 
The  cronike  of  this  worldes  fame, 
Whiche  stante  vpon  his  good  name. 

The  circle,  which  is  rounde  aboute. 
Is  token  of  all  the  londe  aboute, 
Whiche  stant  vnder  his  hierarchie. 
That  he  it  shall  well  kepe  and  gie. 
And  for  that  trouthe  howe  so  it  falle 
fs  the  vertue  souerayne  of  alle. 
That  longeth  vnto  regiment, 
A  tale,  whiche  is  euideot, 
Of  trouthe  in  commendacioo, 
Towarde  thyn  enfonnacioa 
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My  soDoe  hereafter  tbou  sbalt  bere 
Of  a  croaike  in  this  matere. 


OOWER'S  POEMS. 


Hie  narrat  qualiter  Darius,  filios  Itapsis,  soldanus 
Persia,  a  tribus  suis  cubicularibus,  quorum  no- 
mina  Harpages,  Monachasy  et  Zorobabely  dicta 
Mint  nomiDay  questionis  sigiliatim  interrogauit, 
Ttnim  rex  ant  mulier,  aut  viaum  maioris  forti- 
tudinis  vim  optineret,  Ipsis  vero  varia  opinione 
respondentibitSy  Zorobabel  Tltimas  afferit,  quod 
mulier  sui  among  oomplacentia  tarn  regis  quam 
▼ini  potenciam  ezcellit,  Addidit  insuper  finali 
oonclusioDi  dicens,  quod  Veritas  super  omnia 
vincit.  Cuius  respousio  o^rii  laudabilior  ac- 
oeptabatur. 

As  the  cronike  it  doth  reherc^ 
A  soldan  whilome  was  of  Perse, 
Wbiche  Dares  bight,  and  Itapiis 
His  fader  was:  and  sothe  it  is, 
Of  his  lignage,  as  by  discente. 
The  regne  of  thilke  empire  he  bent. 

And  as  he  was  him  nelfe  wise, 
The  wise  men  he  belde  in  prise  i 
And  sought  hem  oute  on  euery  side. 
That  towarde  him  they  shulde  abide. 
Amonge  the  whiche  thre  there  were. 
That  most  seruice  vnto  him  here. 
As  they,  whiche  in  bis  chamber  lighen^ 
And  all  his  counceile  berde  and  sighen^ 
Her  names  ben  of  strange  note» 
Harpages  was  the  first  bote. 
And  Monacbas  was  the  seoottode, 
Zorobabel,  as  it  is  founde 
In  the  cronike  wa«  the  thride. 

This  Soldan  what  so  him  betide, . 
To  hem  he  trist  most  of  all, 
M'^herof  the  case  is  so  befalle. 
This  lorde,  whiche  hath  conceites  depe, 
Upon  a  night  whan  be  bath  slepe, 
As  he  whiche  bath  his  wit  disposed 
Touchende  a  poynt  hem  hath  opposed. 

The  klnges  question  was  this. 
Of  thinges  thre  whiche  strongest  is 
The  wine,  the  woman,  or  the  kynge. 
And  that  the!  shulde  vpon  this  thingc 
Of  her  answere  aniaed  bee. 
He  yeue  hem  fully  dayes  three. 
And  bath  bibote  beqn  by  bis  feytb, 
That  who  the  best  reason  seytb. 
He  sballe  receiue  a  worthy- mede. 

'  Upon  this  thinge  thei  token  hede. 
And  stoden  in  disputesion : 
That  by  diners  opinion 
Of  argumente^,  that  tbei  haue  holde, 
Harpages  fyrst  bis  tale  tolde. 
And  saide>  howe  that  the  strength  of  kinges 
Is  mightiest  of  all  tbinges. 
For  kinge  hath  power  ouer  man. 
And  man  is  he,  which  reason  can. 
As  be  whiche  is  of  his  nature  - 
The  most  noble  creature 
Of  aU  tho  that  god  bath  wronght, 
And  by  that  skille  it  semfth  nought 
(He  saith)  that  »ny  erthly  thhige 
Mate-be  so  miglitie  as  a  kynge. 

A  kynge  maie  spille,  a  kynve  maie  laue, 
A  kynge  maie  make  a  lorde  a  knaue. 
And  of  a  knaue  a  lorde  also, 
t*he  pow^r  of  a  kynge  stont  s^. 


That  he  the  lawes  ouerpasseUi. 

What  he  will  make  lesse,  be  laaaet^:^ 

What  be  will  make  more,  he  moretb.^ 

And  as  a  gentill  faucone  soreth. 

He  ileeth,  that  no  man  hym  redaimetlk     . 

But  be  alone  all  other  tameth. 

And  stante  hym  selfe.of  la  we  free. 

Lo  thus  a  kyngea  might,  saith  he, 
(So  as  his  reason  can  aigue) 
Is  strongest,  and  of  moat  vahie. 

But  Monacbas  saith  other  wise. 
That  wine  is  of  the  more  imprise,  * 
And  that  he  sbeweth  by  this  waie. 
The  wyne  full  ofte  taketh  awaie 
The  reason  fro  the  mans  herte. 

The  wine  caamake  a  creple  sterte. 
And  a  deliuer  man  vnwelde. 
It  maketh  a  blynde  man  to  behelde. 
And  a  bright  eied  seme  derke. 
it  maketb  a  leude  man  a  cleike. 
And  fro  the  clerke  the  dergie 
It  taketh  awaie,  and  cowardie 
It  toumeth  in  to  bardinessey 
Of  anarioe  it  maketh  largesse. 
The  wine  maketh  eke  the  good  Ulood, 
In  whiche  the  soule,  whiche  is  good. 
Hath  chosen  hir  a  reityng  place. 
While  that  the  lyfe  hir  woU  enbrace. 

And  by  this  skille  Monacbas 
Answerd  hath  vpon  this  cas. 
And  seith,  that  wine  by  wey  of  Idnde 
Is  thinge,  wbiche  maie  the  hertes  bind» 
Wele  more  than  the  regalie. 

Zorobabell  for  his  partie 
Seid,  as  him  thought  for  the  best^ 
That  women  ben  the  mightiest. 

The  kynge  and  the  vinour  also 
Of  women  comen  both  two. 
And  eke  be  saide:  howe  that  manhede. 
Through  strengtbe  vnto  the  womandeda 
Of  loue,  where  he  wyll  or.  none, 
Obeie  shall,  and  therupon 
To  shew  of  women  the  maistrie, 
A  tale,  wbiche  he  sigbe  with  eic. 
As  for  ensample  he  tolde  this. 

Nota  hie  de  vigore  amoris,  qui  inter  Cirum  regenp 
Persarum  et  Apemen  Besazis  filiam  ipsias  regis 
concubinam  spectante  tota  curia  expericbatunr 

Howe  Apemen  of  Besasis 
Wbiche  doughter  was,  in  the  paleis 
Sittende  vpon  his  high  deis 
Whan  he  was  hotest  in  bis  ire 
Towarde  the  great  of  his  eropyre, 
Cirus  the  kinge  tyran  she  tbke. 
And  only  with  hir  goodly  loke 
She  made  him  debonaire  and  meke. 
And  by  the  chin,  and  by  the  cheke 
She  luggeth  him  right  as  hir  list. 
That  now  she  iapetb,  and  nowe  she  kist. 
And  doth  with  him  what  euer  hir  liketb, 
Vtrb^n  that  she  loureth,  th^n  he  slketh, 
j^pd  whan  she  gladeth,  be  is  glad, 
Apd  thus  this  kinge  was  onerlad 
With  bir,  whieb  his  lemnmn  was. 

Amonge  the  men  js  no  solas. 
If  that  there  be  no  wotnan  there. 
For  but  if  thai  the  womau  were» 
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Tilis  worldes  ioye  Were  iurey. 
This  is  troutbe,  that  1  you  seye. 
To  knigbthode,  and  to  worldes  fame, 
Thei  make  «  mao  to  drede  shame> 
And  honour  for  to  be  desired. 

Through  the  beautee  of  hem  is  fired 
The  darte,  the  whicbe  Cupide  throwetb, 
Wberof  the  iolife  peyne  groweth, 
Whicbe  all  tbe  worlde  hath  Ynderfote. 

A  woman  is  tbe  mani  bote 
His  lyfe,  his  deth,  his  wo,  his  wele. 
And  this  thynge  maie  be  shewed  wele. 
Hove  that  women  ben  good  and  kynde, 
For  in  ensample  this  1  fynde. 

Nota  de  fidelitate  coniugis,  qualiter  Alcesta  yxor 
Admeti  vt  maritum  suum  vioificaret  seipsam 
oorti  spontanee  snbegit. 

Wham  that  tbe  duke  Admetus  laie 
Sicke  in  his  bedde,  that  euery  date 
Meu  waiten,  whan  he  shulde  dey, 
Alcest  his  wife  froth  for  to  prey. 
As  she  whicbe  wolde.thoQke  deierue. 
With  sacrifice  vnto  Mineme, 
To  witte  answere  of  the  goddesse, 
flowe  that  hir  iorde  of  his  sickeneae, 
Wberof  he  was  so  wo  beseyne, 
Kecooer  might  his  bele  ayene. 

Lo  thus  she  cride,  and  thus  the  praide. 
Till  at  last  a  Yoyce  hir  saide. 
That  if  she  wolde  for  bis  sake 
The  maladie  suffre  and  take. 
And  die  bir  selfe,  he  shulde  liue. 

Of  this  answere  Alcest  hath  yeue 
Unto  Minenie  great  thoakyngef 
So  that  hir  detbe,  and  his  liuynge 
Sbe  chese  with  all  hir  hole  entent, 
Aod  tbtts  accorded  home  she  went. 
In  to  the  chambre  whao  she  came. 
Air  housbande  anone  she  name 
In  bothe  hir  armes,  and  faym  kist. 
And  npake  vnto  bym,  what -hir  list. 
And  tbenipon  within  athrowe, 
Tbe  good  wife  was  ooerthrowe, 
And  died,  aud  he  was  holle  in  bast. 
So  maic  a  man  by  reason  taste,  * 

Hove  nexte  after  tbe  god  aboue 
Tbe  troQth  of  women  and  the  loue. 
In  whome  that  all  grace  is  founde, 
h  mightiest  vpon  this  grounde. 
And  most  behouely  manyfolde. 

Lo  thus  Zorobabell  hath  tolde 
Tbe  tale  of  his  opinion : 
But  for  fioall  conclusion. 
What  strengest  is  of  erthly  thynges, 
Tbe  vine,  the  women,  or  the  kynges. 
He  laith,  that  trouthe  aboue  hem  all 
Is  mightiest,  howe  ener  it  fall. 

Tbe  troutbe  howe  so  it  euer  come, 
Msie  for  nothynge  ben  ouercome. 
It  maie  well  suffre  for  a  throwe, 
Bnt  at  last  it  shall  be  knowe. 
The  prooerbe  is»  who  that  is  trewe, 
Hym  shall  his  while  neuer  rewe. 
For  how  so  that  the  cause  wende, 
Tbe  troQth  is  shameles  at  ende. 
But  what  thynge  that  is  trouthlee, 
It  maie  not  well  be  sbamelcs. 


And  shame  hyndereth  euery  wight. 
So  proueth  it,  there  is  no  might 
Without  trouthe  in  uo  degree 
And  thus  for  trouthe  of  his  decree 
2^robabell  was  most  commended. 
Wberof  the  question  was  ended. 
And  he  receiued  bath  his  mede. 
For  trouthe,  (whicbe  to  mannes  nede) 
Is  moet  behoueliche  ouerall. 
For  thy  was  trouthe  iti  special! 
The  fyrste  poynt  in  obseruance 
Betake  vnto  tbe  gouemance 
Of  Alisandre,  as  it  fe  sayde, 
For  thenrpon  the  grounde  is  layde 
Of  euery  kynges  regiment. 
At  thynge,  whicbe  moste  cOnnenient 
Is  for  to  set  a  kynge  in  euen, 
Bothe  in  this  worlde,  and  eke  in  heuen. 

Absit  auaricia,  ne  tangat  regie  corda. 
Cuius  enim  spoliis  exconatur  humus. 

Fama  coUt  largum  volutans  per  Qiecula  regem, 
JDonatamen  Ileitis  sunt  moderanda  modis. 

Hie  tractat  de  regie  maiestatis  secunda  policia :, 
quam  Aristoteles  largitatem  vocat,  cuius  virtote 
non  solum  propulsata  auaricia,  regis  nomen 
magnificum  extollator,  sed  et  sui  subdicionum 
diuicianim  habundancia  iocundiores  efficiuntur. 

Next  after  Trouth  the  seconde, 
In  policie,  as  it  is  founde, 
Whiche  serueth  to  the  worldes  fame, 
la  worship  of  a  kynges  name. 
Largesse  it  is,  whose  priuilege 
There  maie  no  auarice  abrege. 

The  worldes  good  was  first  commune 
But  afterwarde  vpon  fortune 
Was  thilke  common  profit  cessed. 
For  whan  the  people  stode  encrested. 
And  tbe  lignages  woxen  great, 
Anone  for  singuler  beyete 
D rough  euery  man  to  his  partie, 
Wherof  come  in  the  fyrste  enuie, 
With  great  debate  and  wcrres  strange. 
And  last  amonge  the  men  so  longe. 
Till  no  man  wist,  who  was  who, 
Ne  whicbe  was  ftende,  ne  whiche  fo. 
Till  at  iaste  in  euery  londe 
Within  hem  selfe  tbe  people  fonde. 
That  it  was  good  to  make  a  kyiige, 
Wbicbe  might  appesen  all  this  thynge, 
Aud  yeue  right  to  the  lignages. 
In  partyng  of  her  beretages. 
And  eke  of  all  her  other  good. 

And  thus  aboae  hem  all  stode  * 

The  kynge  vpon  his  regal ie. 
As  be  whiche  hath  to  iustifie 
Tbe  worldes  good  fro  couetite. 

So  sit  it  well  in  all  wise, 
A  kynge  betwene  the  more  aod  lesse 
To  sette  his  herte  vpon  largesse 
Towaide  hym  sf  Ife,  and  eke  also 
Towarde  his  people:  and  if  not  sox 
That  is  to  sayne :  if  that  he  bee 
Towarde  hym  selfe  large  and  free, 
And  of  his  people  take  and  pille: 
Largesse  by  no  wey  of  skylle 
It  maie  be  saide,  but  auarice, 
Whicbe  in  m  kyuge  it  a  great  ricot 
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Note  super  hoc  quod  Arist6teli4  ad  AlexandhiiA 
examplificauit  de  exactkmbvB  nifis  Cfaaldeo- 
roDi* 

A  KVUGS  bebooetb  eke  to  flee 

The  vice  of  prodigalitee. 

That  he  measure  in  his  ezpence 

So  kepe,  that  of  indigence 

He  maie  be  saufie:  for  who  that  nedetb. 

In  all  his  werke  the  wers  he  spedetb. 

'  As  Aristotle  vpon  Caldee 
Ensamp^e  of  great  aactoritee 
Unto  kyoge  Alisaunder  taught 
Of  thilke  foUcCy  that  were  vnsaoght 
Towarde  her  kynge  for  bis  pillage. 
Wherof  he  had  in  his  courage, 
That  he  vnto  thre  poyntes  entende, 
Where  that  he  wolde  his  good  dispende. 

First  shulde  be  loke  bowe  that  it  stood^ 
That  all  were  of  his  owne  good 
The  yeftes,  wbiche  he  wol^  yeve, 
80  might  be  well  the  better  line. 

And  eke  he  must  Uken  bede. 
If  there  be  cause  of  any  nede, 
Wbiche  ought  for  to  be  defended, 
ir  that  bis  goodes  ben  dispended* 

He  mote  eke  as  it  is  beftJI 
Amonges  other  tbyoget  all, 
^  the  decertes  of  his  men. 
And  after  that  thai  bene  of  ken. 
And  of  astate,  and  af  merite 
He  shall  hem  largelich  i^oquite, 
Or  for  the  warre,  or  for  the  pease. 
That  none  honour  foil  in  discrease, 
Wliicbe  might  tome  in  to  difiame. 
But  that  he  kepe  his  good  name, 
80  that  he  be  not  holde  vnkynde. 
For  in  cronike  a  tale  i  fynde, 
Wbiche  speaketh  somdele  of  this  matere^ 
Herafterwarde  as  thou  sbalte  here. 

Hie  secundum  gesta  lulti  ezemphim  ponit,  quar- 
ter rez  suorum  militnm,  ^os  probos  agnouerit, 
indigentiam  laigiutls  sue  beneficiis  releuare  te> 
netur. 

In  Rome  to  pursue  hia  ri^ 
There  was  a  worthie  poore  ktiight> 
Wbiche  came  alone  for  to  aeyiMi 
His  cause,  whan  the  courte  was  pleyne, 
Where  lulius  was  in  presence : 
And  for  him  lackath  of  dispense. 
There  was  with  hym  none  adnocatc 
To  make  plee  for  his  astale. 

But  though  hym  lacke  for  to  pkde, 
Hym  lacketh  nothinge  tit  manbede. 
He  wist  well  his  purse  was  pouer. 
But  yet  he  thought  his  right  ftcouer, 
And  openly  pouerte  alayed 
To  the  emperour,  and  thus  he  iayed. 

O  luliuB  lofde  of  the  tawe, 
Beholde  my  oounceyll  is  wttbdrawa 
For  lacke  af  golde,  to  thine  oAlce. 
After  the  lawe  of  lostice, 
Heipe,  that  I  had  counseyle  here 
Upon  the  trouthc  of  my  oiatere. 
And  lulius  with  that  aaooe 
Assigned  him  a  worthy  one. 
But  be  him  iselfe  no  worde  ne  spake. 

This  knight  was  wrotb^  and  foode  a  lake 


In  the  Emperoor :  and  nide  thoib 

O  thou  Tnkynde  InliuSf 
Whan  thou  in  thy  batayle  were 
Up  in  Aufrike,  and  I  was  there. 
My  might  for  thy  rescoas  I  dyd* 
And  put  no  man  in  my  stede. 
Then  wost  what  woundea  there  I  bad : 
But  here  I  fynde  the  so  bad, 
That  the  ne  list  to  speake  o  worde 
Thyne  owne  moothe,  or  of  thyn  horde 
To  yeue  a  floreyn  me  to  helpe, 
Howe  shulde  I  than  me  be  yelpe 
Pro  this  day  forth  of  thy  laigesse. 
Whan  suche  a  great  vnkyndenessa 
is  founde  in  suche  a  lorde  as  thou  ? 

This  lulius  knewe  well  enowe, 
That  ail  was  soth,  whiche  he  hyiil  tolder 
And  for  he  wolde  Hot  ben  holde 
Unkynde,  he  toke  bis  cause  on  honde. 
And  as  it  were  of  goddes  sonde 
He  yaue  hym  good  enoogh  to  apendtf 
For  ener  vnto  bis  lines  ende. 

And  thus  shulde  euery  worthie  kyngV'  * 

Take  of  his  knightes  kftoWiegynge^ 
When  that  he  sigh  they  bssiden  ne^. 
For  euery  seruice  axeth  medo.  < 

But  other,  whiche  banc  not  deaeroed 
Through  vertne,  but  of  iapea  samed, 
A  k3mge  riiall  not  deseme  grace. 
Though  he  be  large  in  snehe  a  place«  ^ 

Hie  ponit  exemplum  de  rege  Antigono»  qnaliter 
dona  regia  secundum  maina  ei  miaus,  eqoo  dis- 
crecione  moderaada  sunt. 

It  sitte  well  euery  kynge  to  bane 
Discrecion,  whan  men  hym  craue. 
So  that  he  maie  bis  gyfka  wite, 
Wherof  1  fynde  a  tale  ^rite, 
Howe  Cinichus  a  powre  knght, 
A  somme,  whiche  was  oiier  migbfc 
Praied  of  bis  kinge  Antigonna. 

The  kinge  anawerd  to  him  that. 
And  saide,  howe  suche  a  yefte  paaseth 
His  puore  estate:  and  than  he  lassetfa. 
And  asketh  but  a  litell  peny, 
If  that  the  kynge  wolde  yene  hym  ony. 

The  kinge  answerd,  it  waea  to  sn    " 
For  him,  which  was  a  loide  riaUe, 
To  yeue  a  man  so  liteH  tbinge. 
It  were  Tnworship  in  a  kyagsw 

By  this  ensample  a  kynge  main  lere. 
That  for  to  yeue  is  in  manere. 
For  if  a  kinge  his  tresour  hoseth 
With  out  honour,  and  thankelesae  pas$etb» 
Whan  he  him  cdfe  will  so  begile, 
I  not  who  shall  connpleine  his  while, 
Ne  who  by  right  him  shali  releoe. 
But  netheles  this  I  beleue, 
To  helpe  with  his  owne  kNide 
Belongeth  euery  man  his  honde 
To  set  vpon  necessitee. 

And  eke  his  kingea  riritee 
Mote  euery  liege  man  confoite 
With  good  and  bodie  tosiq^porte. 
Whan  thei  see  cause  resonable. 
For  who  that  is  not  enteiKUble 
To  holde  vp  right  his  kingea  i 
Him  ought  for  to  be  t»  I 
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KoU  hie  feGandpn  Ariftok^lem  fD«lit^  prUiei- 1 
pom  prodigalitas,  |«np^rtMei»  iQ4ucit  am- 


Ov  policie  and  oner  more 
To  tpeke  io  this  mater  more. 
So  as  the  pbilo«op|un^  tplde, 
A  kinge  after  the  reule  is  holde 
To  modifie,  and  to  adresse 
His  yeftea  rpoo  suche  largesse. 
That  be  measure  nought  excede. 

SaL  Sic  aliis  benelacito,  n  tibi  hod  Boeias. 

For  if  a  kinge  ^ie  in  to  iMde» 

It  caoaeth  ofte  soqdry  thioges 

Wbiche  are  Twgqodlr  to  tbe  kiiifMk 

what  man  wille  not  bim  selft  meniie. 

Men  seen  lull  ofte^  tb«t  ««»8«re 

Rim  balb  forsake :  and  to  doiUi  l«e> 

That  Ysech  prodig^ileey 

Whicbe  is  the  moth^  of  iMoerte, 

Wherof  the  londes  ben  dmrle, 

And  naoMly  whan  thiike  rice 

A  boae  a  kipge  itant  in  oftoe. 

And  batb  witb  holde  ef  his  partie : 

The  cooetoiia  tl9(erie : 

Wbiche  many  a  worthy  kynge  deceiqetb,' 

Er  he  the  fylitifie  perceiueth 

Of  hem,  that  seniep  to  the  glcMe. 

For  thei  that  oonne  please  and  gloae» 

Ben  as  men  tellen,  the  norices 

Unto  the  fostringe  qf  the  rices» 

Wheraf  foil  of^e  netheles 

A  fcynge  is  b|aned  gylteles. 

doaliter  in  principnai  curiis  adnlatovss  trisplici 
gnnitate  ofibndont. 

A  PHIL080PHBR,  as  thou  Shalt  here, 
Spake  to  a  kyoge  of  this  mfiteie, 
Aod  seyd  hyqi  well  Ih>w  that  flatonirf 
Coulpsible  were  of  thre  errours. 
Oqe  was  tosr{irde  the  goddes  hie. 
That  wereo  wroth  of  ^t  they  sie 
The  nuschiefe,  wbiche  befall  shn^o 
Of  th^t  the  lals  flatoor  tolde 
Tovarde  the  kyn^e.    Aa  qther  w%9 : 
Whan  thei  by  sleight  ^nd  ^y  faUas 
Of  feigned  wordes,  ipake  hyip  weaci 
That  blacke  is  white,  and  blew  is  greue, 
Tooebende  of  his  ooi^dicioo. 
For  whan  be  doth  extoreion. 
With  many  an  other  vice  mo. 

Men  shall  not  fywie  one  of  tho 
To  gfutche  or  speake  there  ageine. 
Bat  holden  vp  his  ogrlc,  i^nd  seyne : 

That  all  is  well,  what  ener  he  doth. 

And  thus  of  felf  thei  maken  soth. 

So  that  her  kynges  eie  is  blent. 

And  wote  not  hove  the  wpdde  i«  went. 
The  tbirde  errpur  is  harme  commnnc, 

With  whicbe  the  people  osote  commune 

Of  wroages,  that  thei  bringen  inne. 

And  thas  they  wercben  treble  sinoe. 

That  ben  flatoore  about  a  kynge. 

There  mif  ht  be  no  wasae  thynge 

About  a  kynges  ragalie, 

Than  is  the  irice  of  llateria. 

And  netbdes  it  bath  ben  vsed. 

That  it  wu  neuer  yet  leAisad, 


As  for  to  qpeke  in  courte  riaU. 
For  there  it  is  most  special],  ^ 

And  maie  not  longe  be  forbore. 
But  when  this  vice  of  hem  ip  bore, 
That  shulde  the  Tertqes  forth  bryagg. 
And  trouthe  is  torned  to  lesypge : 
It  is,  as  who  seith  against  kynde, 
Wherof  an  olde  eosample  1  fyiide. 

Hie  loquitur  super  eodeiii«  at  narrM,  food  oum  Ili6* 
genes  et  Aristippus  pbilosopbi  a  soolia  Athen. 
ad  Cartaginem,  vnde  orti  fdenint  remrtisaent» 
Aristippus  Curie  principis  aui  fomilieris  adha- 
sit :  Diogenes  vero  io  quodam  manciunculo  soo 
studio  yacaas  peimansit:  et  oontigit,  qui  cum 
ipse  quodam  die  ad  ftnem  orti  ani  supia-  ripaa 
herbas  qua«  elegerat,  ad  oleia  lanaaset,  Supesi^ 
uenit  ex  oaau  Aristippus,  dixitque  ei :  O  Dio- 
genes, certe  si  pHocipi  tuo  placere  scires  tu  ad 
olera  tua  Iftuanda  QQO  indigeres.  Cni  ille  rat* 
pondit :  O  Aristippe,  Certe  si  tu  olera  tua  lanana 
scires,  te  in  hlaudieiis  et  adolatioaibus  pmmpi 
tuo  seroire  nop  oporteret 

AifonGB  these  other  tales  wise 

Of  philosophers  in  this  wihe  ^ 

I  rede  bowe  ^bilome  two  there  were, 

And  to  the  schole.  for  to  lers 

(Into  Athenes  fro  Cartage 

Her  frendes  whan  they  were  of  age. 

Hem  sende :  and  t)iere  they  studen  l0ttge« 

Till  thei  suche  lore  bane  Yiidesfonge, 

That  in  her  tjrme  they  aiirpionnte 

All  other  men :  that  to  accennte 

Of  hem  was  tho  the  greet  fsme. 

The  firste  of  heip  his  right  name 
Was  Diogenes  thap  bote, 
In  whom  was  founde  no  riote. 

His  felawe  Aristippus  bight,   . 
Which  mochel  coitthe,  and  mocbelBiiglit. 
But  at  last  soothe  to  seyne 
They  both  tomen  home  ayen^ 
Unto  Carthage,  and  schole  letew 
This  Diogenes  no  beyete  . 
Of  worldes  good,  or  lasse  or  qiora 
Ne  sought  for  his  Ipnge  tore. 
But  toke  hym  only  for  to  dwelle 
At  home :  and  as  the  hokes  telle. 
His  house  wm  n>gh  to  a  riuere 
Beside  a  brigge  as  thoq  sbalte  beaa. 
There  dwelleth  he,  and  takth  bis  rest. 
So  as  it  thought  hym  for  the  beat 
To  studie  in  his  philosopbie, 
As  he,  which  wolde  so  de^ 
The  worldes  pompe  on  euery  side.   * 

But  Aristippe  Kis  boke  a  side 
Hath  leyde :  and  to  the  eoorte  he  wente 
Where  many  a  wyle,  and  many  a  wente 
With  flaterie  and  wordes  softe 
He  caste,  and  bath  compassed  ofte 
Howe  he  his  prince  might  please. 
And  in  this  wise  he  gate  hym  ease. 
Of  Tayne  honour  and  worldes  good. 
The  londes  rule  vpon  hym  stoode. 

The  kynge  of  hym  was  wondreglad* 
And  all  was  do,  what  thyoge  be  bad, 
Botl^e  in  the  courte,  and  eke  without. 
With  flaterie  be  bnuight  ahotut 
His  purpos  of  the  worldes  werke, 
Wbiche  was  ayeoe  the  state  of  derkes 
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So  that  philosopbie  he  lefte. 
And  to  ridies  hym  selfe  vp  lefta. 

Lo  thus  had  Aristippe  his  will. 
But  Diogenes  dwelte  still 
At  home,  and  loked  on  his  boke. 
He  sought  not  the  worldes  croke 
For  vayne  honour,  ne  for  richesse. 
But  all  his  bertes  beainesse 
He  sette  to  be  vertnoui. 
And  thus  withta  bis  owne  hous 
He  liueth  to  the  suffisance 
Of  his  batting«y  and  fell  perchance 
This  Diogene  vpon  a  daie. 
And  that  was  in  the  month  of  maie, 
"Whan  that  these  herbas  ben  holsome. 
He  walketb  for  to  gether  some 
In  his  gardeine,  of  whiche  his  ioates 
He  thought  to  haue,  and  thus  abootes 
'Whan  he  hath  gadred  what  biua  liketb. 
He  set  him  than  downe  and  piketh. 
And  wisbe  his  herbes  in  the  floode, 
Upon  the  whiebe  his  garden  stoode 
Kigh  to  the  brigge,  as  I  totde  ere. 
And  bapneth  while  he  sitteth  there. 
Cam  Arisdppus  by  the  streate 
With  many  hors  and  routes  greate. 
And  strangbt  ynto  the  bregge  he  rode, 
Where  that  he  honed  and  abode. 
For  as  he  cast  his  eie  nigh. 
His  felawe  Diogene.he  sigh, 
And  what  he  dede  he  sigh  also, 
Wherof  be  saide  to  him  tho. 

O  Diogene  god  the  spede. 
It  were  certes  litel  nede 
To  sitte  here  and  wortes  pike. 
If  thou  thy  prince  coadest  like, 
Sd  as  I  can  in  my  degree. 
O  Aristippe  (agaeyne  quod  be) 
If  that  thou  coudest  so  as  I 
Thy  wortes  picke  tniely. 
It  were  as  litell  nede  or  lasse. 
That  thou  so  worldly  woU  compasse 
With  flaterie  for  to  seme: 
Wherof  thou  tbynkest  for  to  deserue 
Thy  princes  thonke,  and  to  pnrchace 
How  thou  might  stonde  in  hit  grace. 
For  gettynge  of  a  littell  good. 
If  thou  wolt  take  in  to  fhy  mode 
Reason :  thou  might  by  reason  deme^ 
That  so  thy  prince  for  to  qneme, 
Is  not  to  reason  accordant. 
But  it  is  greatly  discordant 
Unto  the  scholes  of  Athene. 

Lo  thus  answerde  Diogene 
Ageyne  the  clerkei  flaterie. 
!But  yet  men  seyne  thessamplarie 
Of  Aristippe  is  well  recehied* 
And  thilke  of  Diogene  is  wcyned. 
Office  in  courte,  and  goMe  in  coller 
Is  nowe,  men  seyn,  the  philosopher, 
Whiche  hath  the  worship  in  the  halL 
But  flaterie  passeth  all 
In  chambre,  whom  the  court  ananceth. 
For  vpon  thilke  lotte  it  cbanc^th 
To  be  beloued  nowe  a  daie. 


Kota  ezempliim  coiua^am  poete  dc  Italia^ 
Dantes  rocabatur* 
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I  MOT  if  it  be  ye  or  naie. 


Howe  Dante  the  pt>ete  answeld^ 
To  a  flatour,  the  tale  I  berde. 

Upon  a  strife  betwene  hem  two. 
He  said  bym,  there  ben  many  mo 
Of  thy  seruantes  than  of  myne. 
For  the  poete  of  his  tonine 
Hath  none,  that  wil  hym  doth  and  fedet 

But  a  flatour  maie  rule  and  lede 
A  kynge  with  all  bis  londe  about. 
So  stant  the  wise  man  in  dout 
Of  hem,  that  to  fbly  drawe. 
For  suche  is  nowe  the  common  lawe 
And  as  the  commune  voyce  it  telletb. 
Where  nowe  that  flaterie  dwelled 
In  euery  londe  vnder  the  soone. 
There  is  full  meny  a  tbisge  begoone, 
Whiche  were  better  to  be  lefte. 
That  hath  be  shewed  nowe  and  efte. 

But  if  a  prince  bim  wolde  rule 
Of  the  Romayns  after  the  reule. 
In  thilke  tyme  as  it  was  vsed, 
This  vice  shulde  be  refused, 
Wherof  the  princis  ben  assoted. 
But  where  the  playne  tronth  is  noted, 
There  maie  a  prince  wel  cooceyue. 
That  he  ^hall  nought  hint  selfe  deoeyue 
Of  that  he  hereth  woides  playne. 
For  him  ther  nought  by  reason  playne. 
That  warned  is,  er  hym  be  wo. 
And  that  was  fiilly  proued  so. 
Whan  Rome  was  the  worldes  chiefe, 
The  sooth  sayer  tho  was  leefe, 
Whiche  wolde  not  the  trouth  spare. 
But  with  his  worde,  playne  and  barc^ 
To  themperour  his  sothes  toMe, 
As  in  cronicke  it  is  witholde. 
Here  afterwarde  as  thou  shalt  here, 
Acordend  vnto  this  matere. 

Hie  etiam  contra  vicium  adulation! s  ponlt  exem- 
plum :  et  narrat,  quod  cum  nuper  Romanonim 
jmperator  contra  suos  hostes  rictoriam  obtinais- 
set,  et  cum  palma  triumph i  in  vrbem  redire  de- 
buisset,  ne  ipsum  inanis  glorie  altitude  super 
extolleret,  licitum  foit  pro  illo  die,  quod  vnus 
quisque  peiora,  que  sue  condicionis  agoosoeret, 
iu  aures  suasapcius  exclamaret:  vt  sic  gaudhim 
cum  dolore  compesceret,  et  adulantum  voces, 
si  que  fuerant,  pro  minimo  computaret. 

To  see  this  olde  ensamplarte. 
That  whilom  was  no  flaterie 
Towarde  the  princis,  wel  I  fiade, 
Wherof  so  as  it  comthe  to  mynde 
My  Sonne  a  tale  vnto  thin  ere 
(While  that  the  worthy  princes  were 
At  Rome)  I  thinke  for  to  telle. 

For  whan  the  chances  so  befelle, 
That  any  emperour  as  tho 
Victorie  had  rpon  his  fo. 
And  so  forth  came  to  Rome  agayne. 
Of  treble  honour  he  was  certayne. 
Wherof  that  be  was  magnified. 

The  firste,  as  it  is  specified. 
Was,  whan  he  cam  at  thilke  tide. 
The  chare,  in  whiebe  he  shuld  ride, 
Foure  white  stedes  shulde  it  dnwe. 

Of  lupiter  by  thilke  lawe 
The  cote  he  shulde  were  also, 
ifit  pofonen  eke  aholden  go 
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Eodlonge  the  chafe  on  eyther  honde. 

And  all  the  noblesse  of  the  londe 

Toibre  and  ^er  with  him  come 

Ridendyandbrooghten  htm  to  Rome, 

In  token  of  his  chinalrie: 

And  for  none  other  flaterie. 

And  that  was  shewed  forth  with  ail. 

Where  he  satte  In  his  chare  riall» 

Betide  him  was  a  riband  set, 

Whiohe  bad  his  worde  so  beset 

To  themperour  in  all  his  glorie 

Hesaide:  take  in  to  momorie, 

For  sU  this  pompe,  and  all  this  pride 

Let  BO  iustice  gon  a  side. 

But  knowe  thy  selfe,  what  so  befalle. 

For  men  seen  often  tyme  falle 

Thin^,  whiche  men  wende  siker  stonde. 

Though  thou  rictorie  haue  on  honde. 

Fortune  maie  not  stonde  alway : 

The  wbele  perchaunce  another  daye 

Maie  turne,  and  thuo  oner  throwe. 

There  lasteth  no  thinge  but  a  throwe. 

With  these  wordes  and  with  mo. 
This  ribaulde,  whiche  sate  with  him  tho» 
To  thcmperour  his  tale  tolde. 
And  ouennore  what  eaer  he  wolde. 
Or  were  it  euyll,  or  were  it  good, 
&i  pbiynly  as  the  trouth  stood. 
He  spareth  not,  bnt  speketh  it  onte. 
And  so  might  euery  man  aboute 
The  daie  of  that  solemoitee 
His  tale  tell  as  wele  as  hee. 
To  thcmper&nr  all  openly. 
And  all  was  this  the  cause  why. 
That  while  he  stode  in  his  noblesse. 
He  sbulde  his  vanitee  expresse 
With  siicfae  wordes  as  he  herde. 

HJc  ponit  exemplvm  super  eodem,  et  narrat,  qupd 
eodem  die,  quo  imperator  intronisatus  in  palacio 
suo  regio  ab  conuiuium  in  maiori  leticia  sedisset, 
minislri  sui  scniptores  pro<*ederant  alta  voce 
dicentes :  O  imperator  die  nobis,  cuius  forme, 
et  Thi  tombam  sculpture  tue  faciemus:  vt  sic 
morte  remorsus  huius  vite  blandicioi  ttbtemper- 
aret. 


io  nowe  bowe  thilke  tyme  ferde 
Tuwaide  so  highe  a  worthy  lorde. 
For  this  I  finde  eke  of  recorde, 
Whiche  the  cronike  hath  auctorized^ 
Whatemperour  was  entronized. 
The  fyrst  day  Of  his  corone. 
Where  he  was  in  his  royall  throne, 
And  held  his  fest  in  the  palels, 
Stttnd  Tpon  his  hie  deis, 
Withall  the  Inste  that  maie  be  gete. 
Whan  he  was  gladest  at  bis  mete. 
And  euery  minstrell  had  ptalde, 
Aad  euery  dissour  had  saide 
What  most  was  plesant  to  bis  ere: 
Thao  at  last  came  in  there 
His  masons,  for  thei  shulde  crane, 
Where  that  he  wolde  be  begraue, 
Aad  of  what  stone  his  sepulture 
Thei  sbalden  make,  and  what  sculpture 
He  wolde  oideigne  thernpon. 

Tho  was  there  flatterie  none. 
The  worthy  prince  to  bciape. 
The  fcynipt  was  utherwise  thapa 


With  good  counsaile:  and  otherwise 
Thei  were  hem  selfo  than  wise. 
And  vnderstoden  well  and  knewen. 
Whan  inche  softe  wyndes  blewen 
Of  flatterie  in  to  her  eace, 
Thei  setten  nought  her  hertes  there. 
But  whan  thei  heide  wordes  feigned. 
The  playae  trouth  it  hath  disdeigned 
Of  hem  that  weren  so  discrete. 
Tho  toke  the  flaterer  no  beyete 
Of  hym,  that  was  his  prince  tho. 
And  for  to  prouen  it  is  so 
A  tale,  whiche  befell  in  dede. 
In  a  cronike  of  Rome  I  rede. 

Hie  inter  alia  gesta  Cesaris  narrat  vnum  exem« 
plum  precipoe  contra  illos,  qui  cum  in  aspectu 
prlncipis  aliis  sapienciores  apparere  vellent, 
quandoque  tamen  simulate  sapiencie  talia  com- 
mittnnt,  perquam  ceteris  stultiores  in  fine  com* 
probantur. 

CESA9  vpon  his  royall  trone. 
Where  that  he  sat  in  his  persone. 
And  was  hiest  in  all  his  pris, 
A  man,  whiche  wolde  make  hym  wise. 
Fell  downe  knelende  in  his  presence. 
And  did  htm  suche  a  reuerence, 
As  tbough.the  highe  god  it  were. 

Men  badden  gpreat  mematle  there 
Of  the  worship,  whiche  he  dede. 

This  man  area  fro  thilke  stede. 
And  forth  with  all  the  same  tide 
He  goth  him  vp,  and  by  his  side 
He  set  h]rm  downe,  as  pere  and  pere. 
And  saide:  If  thou  that  sittest  here 
Arte  god,  whiche  all  tbynges  might. 
Than  haue  I  worsbippe<l  a  right. 
As  to  the  god:  and  other  wise 
If  thou  be  not  df  thilke  assise,    . 
But  art  a  man,  suche  as  am  I, 
Than  maie  I  sit  the  hat  by. 
For  we  be  bothe  of  o  kynde. 

Cesar  answerde,  and  saide:  O  blynde 
Thou  art  a  fole,  it  is  well  sene 
Upon  thy  selfe.    For  if  thou  wena 
I  be  a  god,  thou  doste  amis 
To  sit,  where  thou  seest  god  is. 
And  if  I  be  a  man  also. 
Thou  bast  a  great  foly  do. 
Whan  thou  to  snche  one  as  shall  deie. 
The  worship  of  thy  god  alweie 
Hast  yeuen  so  vnworthily. 

Thus  may  I  proue  rcdily. 
Thou  art  not  wise.    And  tltet  that  hered, 
Howe  wisely  that  the  kynge  anawerde. 
It  was  to  hem  a  newe  lore, 
Wherof  thet  dreden  hym  the  more. 
And  brought  nothynge  to  his  ere. 
But  if  it  trouthe  and  reason  were. 
So  ben  there  many  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  feignen  wordes  to  be  wise 
And  all  is  veraie  flatterie 
To  hym,  whiche  can  it  well  aspie. 

Nota  qiialiter  isti  circa  principem  adulatores  potiua 
a  cnria  expelli  qtiam  ad  regie  maiestatia  muneia 
acceptari  policia  suadctite,  deberent« 

Thb  kynde  flatterour  can  not  loue, 
But  for  to  bryng  hym  selfe  aboue. 
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For  howe  that  eaer  his  maister  &re. 

So  that  hyin  seife  stoode  out  of  care, 

Him  retcheth  nought.    And  thus  fuQ  ofte 

Deceiued  bene  with  worUes  wHe 

T>»e  kynges,  that  ben  innocent. 

Wherof  as  for  chastetnent 

The  wise  philosophre  saide: 

What  kynge  that  so  his  treasure  laide 

Upon  suche  fulke,  he  hath  the  lease. 

And  yot  ne  doth  he  no  largesse, 

But  harmeth  with  his  owne  bonde 

Hym  selfe,  and  eke  bis  owne  londe: 

And  that  many  a  sondry  weye, 

Wherof  if  that  a  man  shall  sey^* 

As  for  to  ipeake  in  generally 

Where  suche  tbynge  falleth  ouer  all, 

That  any  kinge  him  selfe  misrule. 

The  philosophre  vpon  his  reule 

In  special]  a  cause  set, 

Whiche  is  and  euer  hath  be  lette 

In  gouemanoe,  aboute  a  kinge 

Upon  the  mischiefe  of  the  tbinge, 

And  that,  he  spjtb,  isflaterie: 

Wherof  tofore  as  in  partie. 

What  vice  it  is,  I  baue  declared. 

For  who  that  hath  his  wit  bewared 

Upon  a  flatoqr  to  beleue, 

Whan  that  be  weneth  best  achieue 

His  good  worlde,  it  is  moste  fro. 

And  for  to  pronen  it  is  so, 

£nsamp1es  there  he  many  ope. 

Of  whiche  if  thou  wolt  knowe  -one. 

It  is  behouely  for  to  here, 

What  whilom  fell  in  this  natcre. 

Hie  loquitur  Therius  de  coosUio  adolantum,  quo- 
tum fabulis  .princtpis  aares  organizate  Taritatis 
auditum  capere  nequeunt,  £t  narrat  esemplum 
de  rege  Acbab,  pro  eo,  quod  ipse  prophecias 
fidelis  Michee  reousauit,  blandiciis,  que  adu- 
lantis  Zedechie  adhesit,  rex  Syrie  Benedab  in 
campo  bellator  ipsum  diuino  iudieio  deaidum 
interfecit. 

Amongb  the  kynges  in  the  bible 
I  fynde  a  tale,  and  is  credible. 
Of  liym  that  whilom  Acbab  higbt 
Whiche  had  all  Israel  to  n'ght. 
But  who  that  coude  glose  softe. 
And  flatter,  sucbe  he  sette  alofte 
In  great  estate,  and  made  hem  ricbe: 
But  they  that  speken  wordes  licbe 
To  trouthe,  and  wolde  it  not  forbeate. 
For  hem  was  none  estate  to  heart. 
The  courte  of  sucbe  toke  none  hode» 
Till  at  last  Tpon  a  nede 
That  Benedad  kinge  of  Surrie 
Of  Israel  a  greate  pertie, 
Whiche  Ramoth  Galaad  was  hotc> 
Hath  seised :  and  of  that  riote 
He  toke  counoeyle  in  sondry  wiae. 
But  not  of  hem,  that  wenn  wiae. 

And  netheles  vpon  this  cas 
To  stenghthen  hioif  for  losepbas 
Whiche  than  was  kynge  of  ludee. 
He  sende  for  to  come,  as  bee, 
Whiche  through  frendiship  and  alianoe 
Was  nexte  to  hym  of  acqueintance. 
For  loram  sonne  of  losaphatb, 
Acabs  dooghter  wedded  bath, 


Whiche  higbt  faire  Gooddie. 

And  thus  cam  into  Samarie 
Kynge  Tosapbat,  and  be  fooode  there 
The  kynge  Acbab:  and  when  thei  wcf# 
Together  spekende  of  this  tbyog. 
This  losapbat  laieth  to  the  kynge, 
Ho^ve  that  he  wolde  gladly  here 
Some  true  prophet  in  this  matera. 
That  he  his  counsaile  might  yeue. 
To  whaf  poynt  it  shall  be  dreiie. 

And  in  that  tyme  so  befelle 
There  was  suche  one  in  Urapl, 
Whiche  sette  bym  all  to  flatarie« 
And  be  was  deped  Sedecbie: 
And  after  hym  Achab  bath  sent.. 
And  lie  at  his  cummapdement 
Tofore  hym  cam :  and  by  a  sleight 
Re  bath  vpon  bis  head  on  height 
Two  large  homes  set  of  bras. 
As  he  whiche  all  a  flattronr  wai^ 
And  goth  rampeitde  as  a  lion. 
And  cast  his  home  vp  and  downa: 
>  And  bad  men  ben  of  good  espeire. 
^  For  as  the  homes  perteo  the  cire. 
He  saith,  withouten  resisteoce» 
So  wist  he  well  of  hh  science. 
That  Benedad  is  discooifite. 

When  Sede^ie  vpon  this  nlLte 
Hath  tolde  this  tale  vnto  his  loitle 
Anone  thei  were  of  his  acorde 
Prophetes  false  many  mo. 
To  beare  vp  oyle,  and  al  tho 
AflTermen  that,  whiche  he  hath  tolde : 
Wherof  the  kynge  Achab  was  bolde. 
And  yaue  hem  yeftcs  all  aboute. 

But  losapbat  was  in  great  doubte. 
And  belde  fantosme  all  that  he  herde. 
Praiende  Achab  howe  so  ferde. 
If  there  were  ony  other  man. 
The  whiche  of  prophecie  can. 
To  here  hun  speke  er  that  thei  gone. 
2ood  Achab  than,  there  is  one, 
A  brothel,  whiche  Micheas  bight: 
But  be  ne  comth  nought  in  my  sight. 
For  he  hath  longe  in  prisone  leyn, 
Him  liked  neoer  yet  to  Seyn, 
A  goodly  worde  to  my  pleasance. 
And  netheles  at  thine  instance 
He  shall  come  out:  and  than  he  male 
Saie,  as  he  saide  many  a  dale. 
For  yet  he  saide  neuer  wcle. 

Tho  lotaphat  began  some  dele 
To  gladen  hym  in  hope  of  troutbe, 
Aud  bade  withouten  any  sloutbe. 
That  men  bym  sbulde  rette  anone. 

And  thei  that  were  for  bym  gone. 
Whan  that  thei  comen  where  he  was, 
Thei  tolden  vnto  Micheas 
The  maner  howe  that  Sedecbie 
I>eclared  hath  bis  prophecie. 
And  tberupon  thei  praien  hym  fiure. 
That  be  will  saie  no  contraire. 
Wherof  the  kyng^  male  be  displea^od. 
For  so.  shall  eoery  man  be  eased. 
And  be  roaie  beipe  hym  selfe  also. 

Micheas  vpon  trouthe  th^ 
His  herte  set,  and  to  hem  saithe: 
All  that  belonged  to  his  faithe 
(And  of  none  other  feigned  tbinge) 
That  woU  he  tell  vnto  the  kynge. 
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As  ferre  fts  god  bath  yeue  hym  ^noe. 
Thus  came  this  prophcte  in  to  place. 
Where  he  the  kyoges  will  herde. 
And  he  therto  anoiie  aoswerdey 
Aiid  saide  vnto  hym  in  this  wise: 
My  liege  lorde  for  my  seruice. 
Which  trewe  bath  stonde  euer  yit, 
Tbou  haste  with  prisone  me  acquite. 
Bot  for  all  that  I  shiaJl  not  glose 
Of  troothe  as  far  as  I  suppose, 
And  as  toachende  of  thy  batayle. 
Then  shake  not  of  the  sothe  fayle* 

For  if  it  like  theto  here, 
A^  I  am  tav^ht  in  that  mateiv, 
Thoa  mygbt  it  vnderstonde  soooe* 
But  what  is  afterwarde  to  doone 
Anise  the,  for  this  I  sie, 
I  WIS  tofore  the  trone  on  hie, 
Where  all  the  worlde  me  thought  stode, 
And  there  I  herde  and  vnderstode 
The  voyce  of  god  ivith  wordes  clere, 
Axende,  and  sayde  in  this  manere: 
lo  what  thiuge  maie  I  best  begyle 
The  kynge  Achab»  and  for  a  whyle 
T7pon  this  poynt  they  speken  fost. 
Tho  sayd  a  spirite  at  last, 
1  rndrrtake  this  emprise. 

And  god  hym  axeth  in  what  wise. 
I  shall  (quod  he)  deceiue  and  lie 
With  flaterende  propbecie. 
Id  snche  OMUthes,  as  he  leueth. 
And  he,  whiche  all  thioge  acheuelb, 
Bad  hym  g^  forth,  and  do  right  so. 

And  oner  this  I  sigh  also 
The  noble  people  of  Israel 
Diapers,  as  shqie  vpon  an  hille 
Withoat  a  keper  Tnaraied : 
And  as  they  weuten  about  astraied 
j       I  heide  a  royce  vnto  hem  seyne: 
I  Goth  home  in  to  your  boue  ayene, 

Td  I  for  you  bane  better  ordeined, 
I  Sood  Sedechi  thou  hast  feigned 

'       This  tale,  in  angringc  of  the  kyngc. 
And  in  a  wrathe  vpon  this  thinge 
He  smote  Miche  vpon  the  chcke. 

The  kinge  him  hath  rebuked  eke. 
And  eoery  man  vpon  him  cride. 
I       Thus  was  he  shente  on  enery  side, 
Ayene  and  m  to  prissone  ladde. 
For  90  the  kinge  him  selfe  badde. 
The  tronth  might  nought  ben  berde, 
Bet  sfterwaid  as  it  hath  ferde 
The  dede  proueUi  bis  entent. 
Achab  to  the  batayle  wenU 
Where  Benedad  for  all  his  shelde 
Him  slough,  so  that  vpon  the  felde 
His  people  goth  aboote  a  straie. 
But  gMl,  whiche  all  tbinges  maie. 
So  doth,  that  they  no  mischiefe  haue. 

Her  kynge  was  dead,  and  they  be  saue. 
And  home  ageya  in  goddes  pees 
They  wente,  and  all  was  foiiade  sees, 
That  Sedccbie  hat  h  saide  tofore : 
So  sit  it  well  a  kynge  therefore 
To  lone  them,  that  tronth  mene. 
Fur  at  last  it  wille  be  sene. 
That  laterie  is  notbinge  worthe. 
But  nowe  to  my  matter  forthe. 
As  for  to  speken  ooer  more. 
After  the  philpiopbert  lore, 


The  thirde  poynte  of  poiicia 
1  thinke  for  to  specifie. 

Propter  transgressos  leges  statuuntor  in  orbe, 

Vt  viuant  iusti  regis  bonore  viri. 
Lex  sine  iusticia,  populum  sub  principis  vmbra 

Deuiat,  vt  rectum  nemo  videbititer. 

Hie  tractat  de  tercia  prioctpum  legis  poiicia  que 
iusticia  nominata  est,  cuius  condicio  legibus  in 
cornipta  Vnicuique  quod  suum  est  equo  poodere 
distribuit. 

WffAT  is  a  londe,  where  men  be  none? 
What  ben  the  men,  whiche  are  allone, 
Without  a  kinges  gouernance? 
What  is  a  kynge  in  his  ligeance. 
Where  that  there  is  no  lawe  in  londe? 
What  is  to  take  lawe  on  hoode. 
But  if  the  luges  ben  trewe  ? 

These  olde  worldes  with  the  ncwe 
Who  that  will  take  in  euidence 
There  maie  he  se  experience. 
What  thinge  it  is  to  kepe  lawe, 
Through  which  wrongcs  be  witbdrawe, 
Artd  rightwisenes  stante  commended. 
Whereof  the  rcignes  ben  amended. 

For  where  the  lawe  maie  commune 
The  lordes  forth  with  the  commune, 
Eche  hath  his  propre  deutee. 
And  eke  the  kinges  rialtee 
Of  bothe  his  worship  vnderfongetli. 
To  his  estate  as  it  h«longeth: 
Whiche  of  his  high  worthinesse 
Hath  to  goueme  rightwisnesse. 
As  he  whiche  shall  the  lawe  guide; 

And  netheles  vpon  some  side 
His  power  stant  aboue  the  lawe. 
To  yeue  both  and  to  withdrawe 
The  forfot  of  a  mannes  life. 
But  thins^es,  whiche  are  excesiiife 
Ayen  the  lawe,  he  shall  not  do 
For  lone,  ne  for  hate  also. 

Imperatoriam  maiestatem   non  solum  armis  ted 
etiam  legibus  opurtet  esse  armatam. 

The  mightes  of  a  kinge  be  gret: 

But  yet  a  worthie  kiose  shall  let 

Of  wronge  to  done,  all  that  he  might. 

For  he  whiche  shall  the  people  right. 

It  sit  well  to  his  regalie 

That  he  him  sdfe  first  iustifie 

Towordes  god  in  his  degree. 

For  his  estate  is  elles  free 

Tovvarde  all  other  in  his  persone, 

Saue  onely  to  the  god  alone, 

Whiche  will  hym  selfe  a  kynge  chastise. 

Where  that  ^one  other  maie  sutiise. 

So  were  it  good  to  taken  hede. 
That  fyrst  a  kynge  his  owne  dede, 
Betwene  the  virtue  and  the  vice, 
Redressc,  and  than  ofliis  iustice 
To  set  fn  euen  the  balance 
Towardes  other  iu  gouernance. 
That  to  the  poore,  and  to  the  riche 
His  lawes  mighten  stonden  liche. 
He  shall  excepte  no  persone. 
But  for  he  maie  not  all  hym  one 
•q 
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la  sondry  places  do  iuttice. 

He  sbaU  of  his  riall  office 

With  wise  consideracioa 

Ordeiiie  bis  deputacion 

Of  suche  iudges,  as  ben  lerned, 

So  that  his  people  be  gooerned 

By  hem,  that  trae  beo  aod  wise. 

For  if  the  lawe  of  couetise 

.Be  set  vpon  a  iudges  bonde: 

Wo  is  the  people  of  thilke  londe. 

For  wroDge  maie  not  bym  seluan  hide. 

Bat  els  on  that  other  side, 

If  la^e  stoode  with  the  rights 

The  people  is  glad,  and  stont  Tprigbt. 

Where  as  the  lawe  is  reasonable 

The  common  people  stant  meuable. 

And  if  the  lawe  torne  a  mis. 

The  people  also  mistorned  is. 

Nota  hie  de  iosticia  Maximini  imperatoris*  qui 
cum  alicuius  prouincie  cuslodem  sibi  constitu- 
ere  volebat,  primo  de  sui  nominis  fama  procla- 
macione  facta  ipsius  condicionem  diligencius 
inuestigabat. 

And  in  eosample  of  this  matere 

Of  Maximin  a  man  maie  here. 

Of  Rome  whiche  was  emperour: 

That  whan  he  made  a  gouernour 

By  weie  of  substitucion, 

Of  prouince  or  of  region, 

He  wolde  first  enquire  his  name, 

And  lete  it  openly  proclame 

What  man  he  were,  or  euill  or  good. 

And  vpon  that  his  name  stoode 

Enclined  to  vertue  or  to  %'ice, 

So  wolde  be  set  him  in  office: 

Or  elles  put  hym  all  aweye. 

Thus  helde  the  laWe  his  right  weye. 

Which  fondc  no  let  of  couetise. 

The  worldc  stode  than  vpon  the  wise. 

As  by  ensample  thou  might  rede. 

And  bolde  it  in  the  miude  I  rede. 

Hie  ponit  exemplum  de  iudicibus  incormptis!  et 
narrat  qualiter  Caius  Pabricius  nuper  Rome  con* 
sul  aurum  a  Sampnitibus  sibi  oblatum  renuit 
dicens,  quod  nobilius  est  auram  posaidentes  do- 
minio  8ubiugare,qoam  ex  auri  cupiditate  dominii 
libertatem  amittere. 

In  a  cronikel  fynde  thns, 
Howe  that  Caius  Fabricius, 
Whiche  whilome  was  consul  of  Rome, 
By  whome  the  lawos  yede  and  come. 
Whan  the  Samnitcs  to  hym  bronght 
A  somme  of  guide,  and  him  besought 
To  don  hem  fauour  in  the  lawe. 
Toward  the  golde  he  gan  him  drawe, 
Wherof  in  all  mennes  loke 
Parte  vp  in  his  honde  he  toke, 
Whiche  to  his  mouth  in  all  liaste 
He  put  it  for  to  smelle  and  taste. 
And  to  his  eie,  and  to  his  ere  ■ 
But  he  ne  founde  no  comforte  there. 
And  than  be  gan  it  to  despise, 
And  tolde  vnto  hem  in  this  wise':^ 

I  not  what  is  with  golde  to  thriue 
Whan  none  of  all  my  wittes  fiue 
Finde  sauour  ne  delite  theria. 
So  is  it  but  a  nice  sinM 
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Of  golde  to  ben  to  couetoiise. 
But  he  is  riche  and  glorioose, 
Whiche  hath  in  his  subieocion 
Tho  men,  whiche  ia  possession 
Ben  riche  of  golde,  and  by  this  skill. 
For  he  maie  all  date  whan  he  will. 
Or  be  hem  left  or  be  hem  lotbe 
lustice  done  vpon  hem  both. 

Lo  thus  he  sayd,  and  with  that  worde 
He  threwe  tofore  hem  on  the  boirde 
The  golde  out  of  his  bonde  anone: 
And  sayd  hem,  that  be  wolde  none. 
So  that  he  kepte  his  libertee 
To  do  lustice  and  equitee,  . 

Without  lucre  of  suche  ridiessc*  j 

There  ben  nowe  fe«re  of  suche  1  gesse. 
For  it  was  thilke  tymes  vsed. 
That  euery  ludge  was  refused,  | 

Whiche  was  not  frende  to  coamon  right. 
But  thei  that  wolden  stonde  vp  right. 
For  trouthe  only  to  do  lustice  I 

Preferred  were  in  thilke  office. 
To  deme  and  iudge  common  lawe. 
Which  nowe  nfen  sayn  is  all  witfadrswe*  | 

To  sette  a  lawe  and  kepe  it  nought, 
Th<'re  is  no  commune  proAte  songht. 

But  abouc  all  netbeles  < 

The  lawe,  whiche  is  made  for  pees, 
Is  goo<I  to  kepe  for  the  besteu 
For  that  setteth  all  men  in  reste. 

Hie  narrat  de  iusticia  nuper  Conradi  imperatoris, 
cuius  tempore  alicuius  reuerencia  persone  aliqita 
seu  prccum  interueocione  quacnnque  vel  auri 
redempcione  legum  statnta  commutari  sea  redi- 
mi  nullatenus  potuerunt. 

Thk  rightful  emperor  Conrade 

To  kepe  peas  suche  lawe  made. 

That  none  within  the  citee 

In  distur|>ance  of  vnitee 

Durst  ones  meuen  a  matere. 

For  in  his  tym^,  as  thou  mygbt  here. 

What  poynte  that  was  for  lawe  sette. 

It  shulde  for  no  good  be  lette. 

To  what  persone  that  it  were: 

And  this  brought  in  the  common  fere, 

Why  euery  man  the  lawe  drad. 

For  there  was  none,  whiche  fauour  had. 

Nota  exemplum  de  constantia  iudicls,  vbi  narrat 
de  Carmidotiro  RoQie  nuper  console,  qai  mm 
sui  statuti  legem  neicias  offendinet,  Romaai 
que  super  hoc  penam  sibi  remitters  voluisseut, 
ipse  propria  mann,  vbi  nullus  alius  in  ipsam  via- 
dex  fuit,  sui  crimiois  vindictam  executna  ea»c 

So  as  these  olde  bokes  sayne 
I  fynde  writtc*,  howe  a  romayne 
Whiche  cousol  was  of  the  pretoire 
Whose  name  was  Carmidotoire 
He  sette  a  lawe  for  the  pees. 
That  none  but  be  be  wepenles 
Shall  come  into  the  connseyle  boas. 
And  elles  as  malicions 
He  shall  ben  of  the  lawe  dede. 

To  that  statute,  and  to  that  rede 
Accorden  all,  it  shall  be  so. 
For  oerteyne  caose  whiche  was  tlM. 
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Kowe  list  what  fill  themfter  soone. 
This  Coasul  bad  for  to  doone. 
And  was  in  to  the  feldw  ridde. 
And  thei  bfm  bad  looge  abidde» 
Thit  lordes  of  the  conneyle  were, 
Aad  for  bjm  M«de,  and  be  cam  there 
With  avprde  begirde,  and  bath  foryete, 
TiU  he  vas  in  tbe  cauaeeyle  eete. 
Wat  oooe  of  bem  that  made  apeche;i 
T31  he  bjrm  felft  it  woMe  secbe. 
Aad  foode  oat  tbe  defaut  bym  eelfe. 
And  than  be  sayde  vnto  the  tweHe, 
Wbicbe  of  the  senate  weran  wise. 
I  haoe  deteraed  tbe  ioiae 
In  baste  that  it  were  do. 

And  tb«i  bym  aayden  all  no* 
Fur  irell  tbel  wist  it  wttB  no  ncet 
Whao  be  ne  tboug ht  no  maKee 
Bat  oneKcbe  of  a  Itteil  sloath. 
And  thus  tbei  leften  as  for  rovtb 
To  do  iiistice  Tpan  bis  f(ytte. 
For  that  be  sbolde  not  be  spylte. 
And  whan  he  sigh  the  DUmers  bowe 
Tbei  voMe  bim  sane,  he  made  anowe 
With  aaolbn  berte,  and  thus  he  sayde. 
That  Rome  sbnide  nener  ttbrayde 
His  heires,  whan  be  were  of  dawe^ 
Tbat  her  anncestre  lirabe  tbe  lawe. 
For  thy  er  that  tbei  weren  ware 
Foithvith  tbe  sain<  swarde  he  bare 
The  ftatnte  of  hie  lawe  kepte, 
So  that  all  Rome  bis  dethe  bewepte. 


Knta  qnod  &1ai  indices  mortis  pena  punieadi  sunt. 
Narnit  enim  qnaliter  Cambyses  rex  Persarum 
qaeadam  iodicem  coniptum  excoriari  viuum 
fecit,eiusqne  pelle  catbedram  iudictalem  operiri 
conatitnit.  Ita  qood  filitis  suus  super  patrts 
pdlem  postoa  pro  trtbanali  sessurus,  iudicii 
tqaita^m  enidencios  memoraretar. 

Iw  another  place  also  I  rede, 
MThere  that  a  lodge  bis  owne  dede 
He  woU  nonght  venge  of  lawe  broke^ 
Tbe  kynge  hath  him  selfe  wroke. 
Tbe  greate  kynge,  it  wbicbe  Cambysea 
Was  bote,  a  fudge  lawles 
He  fonode,  and  in  to  remembrance. 
He  did  Tpon  bim  snche  vengeance. 

Out  of  bis  skin  he  was  beflame 
AQ  qnicke:  and  in  tbat  wise  shiine, 
S^  that  bis  skin  was  shape  all  mete. 
And  utied  on  the  same  sete. 
Where  that  bis  sonne  sbulde  sitte, 
Aaiae  him  if  be  wolde  flitte 
Tbe  lawe  Ibr  the  cooetisp. 
There  saare  be  redis  bis  laise. 

Thns  in  defaKe  of  other  ludge 
The  kynge  mote  otherwhile  iodge, 
To  boMen  vp  the  right  lawe. 
And  for  to  speke  of  the  olde  dawe. 
To  uke  ensample  of  that  was  tho, 
I  finde  a  tale  written  alsoi 
Hume  tbat  a  wortbie  prince  is  bolde 
The  lawes  of  his  londe  to  holde. 
Frrst  for  tbe  high  goddes  sake. 
And  eke  for  tbat  bim  is  betake 
The  people  for  to  guide  and  lede. 
Whicha  it  tbe  charge  of  bis  kiuge  hede. 


Hie  ponit  ezemplum  de  principibus  illis,  non  solum 
legem  statneotes  illam  conseruftnt,  sed  vt  com* 
mune  bonum  adaugeent,  propriam  facultatem 
dimintiunt  £t  narat,  quod  cum  Athen.  prin* 
ceps  subdttos  suos  in  omni  prosperitatis  habun- 
dantia  diuites  et  vnanimes  congruis  legibus  stare 
fecisse  volens,  ad  vtilitateui  reipublice  leffos  il- 
las  firmios  obseruari  peregre  profecisse  finxit, 
sed  prius  turamentum  solempne  a  Icgils  suis 
sub  hac  forma  exegit,  quod  ipsi  vsque  in  reditum 
suum  leges  suas  nullatenus  infrinc^erent,  quibus 
iuratis  peregrinationem  suam  in  exilium  absque 
reditu  perpetuo  delegauit. 

In  a  cronike  I  rede  thus 
Of  the  rightfull  Lycurgus, 
Wbicbe  of  Athpiies  prince  was. 
How  be  tbe  lawe  in  euery  cas, 
Wherof  he  sbulde  his  people  rule. 
Hath  set  vpon  so  good  a  rule, 
In  all  this  worlde  that  citee  none 
Of  lawe  was  so  well  begone. 
Forthwith  the  trouthe  of  gouernance. 
There  was  antonge  hem  no  distance. 
But  euery  man  hath  bis  encrees. 
There  was  without  werre  pees, 
Without  enuie  loue  stoode, 
Rtcbesse  vpon  tbe  commune  good. 
And  not  vpon  the  singttler,* 
Ordeined  was,  and  the  power 
Of  hem,  that  weren  in  estate. 
Was  saufe,  wherof  vpon  debate 
There  stode  nothinge,  so  tbat  in  resta 
Might  euery  man  his  herte  reste. 

And  whan  this  noble  rightfull  kynge 
.Sigh  how  it  ferde  all  this  thinge, 
Wherof  the  people  stode  in  ease. 
He  wbicbe  for  euer  wolde  please 
The  high  god,  whose  thonke  he  sought 
A  wonder  thinge  than  he  bethought. 
And  shope,  if  that  it  might  be, 
Howe  that  his  lawe  in  the  citee 
Might  afterwarde  for  euer  laste. 
And  thenipon  his  witte  he  caste. 
What  thinge  bym  were  best  to  aeyne. 
That  he  bis  purpose  might  atteine. 
A  parlement  and  thus  he  sette 
His  wisdome  where  that  be  be  set 
In  audience  of  great  and  smale. 
And  in  this  wise  be  tome  his  tales  . 

,God  wote,  and  so  ye  woten  all. 
Here  afterwarde  bowe  so  it  fall, 
Yet  in  to  nowe  my  will  hath  bee 
To  do  luslice  and  equitee, 
In  fordrioge  of  commune  profite, 
Suche  bath  ben  euer  my  delite. 
But  of  one  thinge  I  am  be  knowe, 
Tbe  wbicbe  my  will  is  that  ye  knowe. 

The  lawe,  whiche  1  toke  on  honde. 
Was  all  togeder  of  goddes  sonde. 
And  nothinge  of  myne  owne  wit. 
So  mote  it  nede  endure  yit. 
And  shall  do  lenger,  if  ye  wil. 
For  I  wol  tell  you  the  skil. 

The  god  Mercurius,  and  no  man. 
He  hath  me  taught,  all  tbat  I  can 
Of  suche  laweS  as  I  made, 
Wherof  that  ye  ben  all  glade: 
It  was  the  god,  and  nothinge  I, 
Which  did  all  this:  Aud  nowe  for  tby 
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lie  hath  commanded  of  his  grace. 
That  I  shall  come  in  to  a  place. 
Which  is  foreioe  out  in  an  yle, 
Where  I  mote  tarie  for  a  while 
With  him  to  speke,  mid  he  hath  bede, 
For  as  he  saieth,  in  thilke  stede 
He  shall  me  suche  thinges  telle. 
That  cuer  while  tite  worlde  shall  dwells 
AtVncs  shall  the  better  fare. 
But  first  er  that  I  thider  fare. 
For  that  I  wolde  that  my  lane 
Amonges  you  ne  be  withdraire^ 
There  whiles  that  I  shall  be  oute. 
For  thy  to  setten  oute  of  doubte 
Both  you  and  me,  thus  woil  I  praie. 
That  ye  me  wolde  assure  and  saie 
With  suche  an  othe,  as  ye  will  take. 
That  eche  of  you  shall  vndcrtake 
IMy  lawes  for  to  kepe  and  holde. 

They  sayden  alt,  that  they  wolde. 
And  there  vpon  thei  swore  there  othe. 
That  fro  that  tyme,  that  he  gothe. 
Till  he  to  hem  come  ageyne. 
They  shuld  his  fawes  well  and  pleyne 
In  eoery  poynt  kepe  and  fulfill. 
Thus  hath  Lycurgns  his  wille  : 
And  toke  his  leue,  and  forth  he  went. 
But  list  nowe  well  to  what  entent 
Of  riahtwisnesse  he  did  so. 

For  after  that  he  was  ago, 
He  shope  him  neuer  to  be  founde, 
So  that  Atbenes,  which  was  bounde^ 
Neuer  after  shuld  be  releced, 
Ne  thilke  good  lawe  seced, 
Whiche  was  for  commune  profit  sette. 
And  in  this  wise  he  hath  it  knette. 
He  whiche  the  commune  profite  sought 
The  kynge  his  owne  estate  ne  rought. 

To  do  profite  to  the  commune 
He  toke  of  exile  tlie  fortune. 
And  lefte  of  prince  thilke  office 
Onely  for  loue  aod  for  iustice. 
Through  which  he  thought,  if  that  be  might 
For  euer  after  his  deth,  to  right 
The  citee,  whiche  was  him  betake, 
Wherof  men  onght  ensample  take, 
The  good  lawes  to  auance, 
With  hem  whiche  vnder  gouemance 
The  lawes  baue  (br  to  kepe. 
For  who  that  wolde  take  kepe 
Of  hem  that  first  lawes  foande, 
AIs  ferre  as  lasteth  any  bounde 
Of  londe,  her  names  yet  ben  knowe. 
And  if  it  like  the  to  knowe 
Some  of  her  names,  howe  they  stonde, 
Kowe  berken,  and  thou  shalte  ynderstonde. 

Hie  ad  eorum  landem,  qui  iusticie  causa  leges  sta- 
tuerunt  allqvomm  nomina  specialrus  comm&- 
morat. 

Op  euery  benefite  the  iherite 
The  god  hym  selfe  it  \Vo\  acquite* 
And  eke  full  ofte  it  falleth  su, 
The  worlde  it  woll  acquite  also. 
But  that  male  not  ben  eueii  liche. 
The  god  be  yenetli  the  heueu  riche, 
Tlie  worlde  yefth  onely  but  a  name, 
Whiche  stoot  vpon  the  good  fame 
Of  hem,  that  done  the  good  dede. 
And  in  thii  wisaxlouble  mede 


Receiuen  thei,  that  done  wel!  ttete^ 
Wherof  if  that  the  lyst  to  here. 
After  the  fame  as  it  is  blowe. 
There  might  thou  well  the  soth  knowe, 
Howe  thilke  honest  besynesse 
Of  hem,  that  first  for  rightwisenesM 
Amonge  the  nten  the  lawes  made, 
Maie  neuer  vpon  this  earthe  fade. 
For  euer  while  there*  is  a  tonge. 
Her  name  sliall  be  redde  and  sooge. 
And  holde  in  the  oronike  write: 
So  that  the  men  it  shaldcn  wite 
To  speaken  good»  as  thei  well  ougbten 
Of  hem,  that  firste  the  lawes  soughten. 
In  fordrynge  of  the  worldes  pees. 
Unto  the  Hebrewes  was  Moyses 
The  fyrste:  and  to  the  Aegypciena 
Mercurius:  and  to  Troiens 
Fyrst  was  Numa  Pompilius: 
To  Athenes  Lycucgiis 
Yaue  fyrst  the  lawe,  vnto  gr^;oy» 
Foroneus  hath  thilke  voyce. 
And  Romulus  of  romayns: 
For  suche  men  that  ben  vilajms 
The  lawe  in  sucbe  a  wise  ordefnetb. 
That  what  man  to  the  lawe  pleyneth. 
Be  so  the  iudge  stande  vpright. 
He  shall  be  scrued  of  his  right. 
And  so  f)&i forth  it  is  befall, 
That  lawe  is  come  amonge  vs  alU 
God  leue  it  mote  well  bene  boSde, 
As  euery  kynge  therto  is  hold«. 

For  thynge,  whiche  is  of  kynges  sette. 
With  kynges  ought  it  not  be  lette. 
What  kynge  of  lawe  taketh  no  kepe> 
By  lawe  he  maie  no  royalme  kepe. 
Do  lawe  awaie,  what  is  a  kynge? 
Where  is  the  right  of  any  tbynge 
If  that  there  be  no  lawe  in  londe ) 
This  ought  a  kynge  well  Ynderstoade, 
As  he  whiche  is  to  lawe  swore. 
That  if  the  lawe  be  forlore 
Wi thou  ten  execuclon. 
It  makth  a  londe  tume  vp  so  doun, 
Whiche  is  vnto  the  kynge  a  sclauudre. 
For  thy  vjito  kynge  Alisandre 
The  wise  pbilosophre  badde. 
That  he  hym  selfe  fyrate  be  ladde 
Of  laive,  and  forth  than  ouer  all 
To  do  iustice  in  generall  : 
That  all  the  wyde  londe  aboute : 
The  iustice  of  his  lawe  doubte : 
And  than  shall  he  stonde  in  rest. 
For  therto  lawe  is  one  the  best 
Aboue  all  other  erthly  thynge 
To  make  a  liege  drede  his  kynge. 

But  howe  a  kynge  shall  gete  hym  loue 
Towarde  the  higbe  god  aboue. 
And  eke  amonge  the  men  in  erthe. 
This  nexte  poynt,  whiche  is  the  ferthe 
Of  Aristotles  lore,  it  tecHeth, 
Wherof  who  that  the  schole.  sechetb. 
What  policie  that  it  is, 
The  boke  rehereeth  after  this. 

Nil  rationis  habens,  vbi  velle  tyrannica  regna 
Stringit  amor  popoli,  transiet  exul  ibi : 

Sed  pietas,  regnum  quas  conseniabit  in  ae., 
Non  tantom  populo^  sed  placet  ilia  deo^ 
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ffic  tneCat  de  qnarU  principum  regiminis  policia, 
qae  pietes  ilicto  est,  per  qaam  principes  erga 
populum  misericordcs  effect! ,  misericord iam  al- 
tissimi  gracilis  conseqaantur. 

It  nedeth  Dot»  that  1  delate 

The  price,  wbrche  preised  is  algate. 

And  hath  bene  eiier,  and  euer  shall,  ■ 

Wberof  to  speake  in  special}. 

It  is  the  rertae  of  Pi  tee, 

TbnHx^he  whiche  the  hie  maiestee 

Was  stered,  whan  his  Sonne  alight, 

And  in  pitee  the  worlde  to  right, 

Toke  of  the  mayde  flesshe  and  blood: 

Pitee  was  cause  of  thiike  good, 

Wherof  that  we  ben  all  saue. 

Well  ought  a  man  pitee  to  haue. 

And  the  vertue  to  set  in  price 

Whan  he  hym.selfe,  whiche  is  all  wise 

Hath  shewed,  why  it  shall  be  preised. 

Pitee  male  not  be  counterpeised 

Of  tyrannie  with  no  peise. 

For  pitee  makth  a  kynge  curteise 

Both  in  his  worde  and  in  his  dede. 

It  sit  well  eoery  liege  drede 
His  kinge,  and  to  bib  best  obeye. 
And  right  so  by  the  same  weie 
It  sit  a  kynge  to  be  pitous 
Towarde  his  people  and  gracioni 
Upon  the  reuleof  gouemance. 
So  that  he  worche  no  vengeance, 
Whiche  male  be  deped  cmeltee. 

lostice  whiche  doth  eqnitee, 
Is  drediiin,  for  he  no  man  spareth. 
Bat  in  the  ionde  where  pitee  fareth. 
The  kynge  maie  neuer  fayle  of  loue. 
For  pitee  through  the  grace  aboue. 
So  as  the  holy  boke  affenned. 
His  reigne  iu  good  estate  confenfied, 

Tbapostell  lames  in  this  wise 
Seyth,  what  roan  shulde  do  lui&e. 
And  hath  no  pitee  forth  with  all. 
The  dome  of  byra,  whiche  demeth  all. 
He  maie  him  selfe  fuil  sore  drede. 
That  him  shall  lacke  vpon  the  nede 
To  fynde  pitee,  whan  he  wolde. 
For  vbo  that  pitee  woH  beholde,' 
It  is  a  poynte  of  Christes  lore. 
And  for  to  loken  odermore 
It  is  behouely,  as  we  fynde. 
To  reason  and  to  lawe  of  kinde. 

Cassodore  in  his  Apprise  telleth. 
The  reigne  is  saufe,  where  pitee  dwelleth. 

And  Tallius  bis  Isle  auoweth, 
And  saytb,  what  kinge  to  pitee  bowetb. 
And  with  pitee  stont  ouercome. 
He  hath  that  shelde  of  grace  nome, 
Whiche  the  kynges  yeueth  victoyre. 

Of  Alisandre  in  his  histoyre 
I  rede,  howe  he  a  worthy  knightt 
Of  sodeyn  wrath,  and  not  of  right, 
Foriodged  hath:  and  he  appeleth. 
And  with  that  worde  the  kynge  qaardetb. 
Aid  saithf  None  is  aboue  me. 

That  wotd  I  well  my  lorde  (quod  he) 
Fro  thy  lordship  appele  I  nought. 
But  fro  thy  wrath  in  all  my  thought 
,  To  thy  pittoe  stant  myn  appele. 

^^  kynge,  irhlch  vnderstode  him  wele, 
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Of  pure  pitee  yaue  him  grace. 

And  eke  1  rede  in  other  place. 
Thus  saide  whilomc  Constantiae: 
What  emperour  that  is  encline 
To  pitee  for  to  be  seruant. 
Of  all  the  worldes  remenant 
He  is  worthy  to  ben  a  lorde. 

In  olde  bokes  of  rccorde 
Ttras  fipde  I  write  of  ensamplaire, 
Traian  the  worthy  debonaire. 
By  whome  that  Rome  stode  gouemed: 
Upon  a  Ijrme,  as  he  was  lerned 
Of  that  he  was  to  familier, 
He  sayde  vnto  that  counceller. 
That  for  to  be  an  .emperour 
His  will  was  not  for  vaine  honoure, 
Ne  yet  for  reddour  of  iustice, 
But  if  he  might  in  his  office 
His  lordes  and  his  people  please. 
Him  thought  it  were  a  greatter  ease 
With  loue  her  hartes  to  him  drawe. 
Than  with  the  drede  of  any  lawe. 
For  whan  a  thynge  is  done  for  doubte. 
Full  ofte  it  comth  the  wers  aboute. 
But  where  a  kynge  is  pitous. 
He  is  the  more  gracious  : 
That  mocheli  thrifte  him  shall  betide, 
Whiche  els  shulde  tome  a  side. 

Saaliter  ludens  pedester  cum  pagano  eqnitante 
itinerauit  per  desertnm,  et  ipsum  de  fide  sua  in- 
terrogauit. 

To  do  pitee,  supporte,  and  grace 

The  philosophre  vpon  a  place 

In  his  writynge  of  dates  olde, 

A  tale  of  great  ensarople  tolde 

Unto  the  kynge  of  Macedoyne, 

Howe  betweoe  Cair  and  Babyloyne: 

Whan  comen  is  the  somer  bete, 

It  hapneth  two  men  for  to  mete. 

As  thei  shulde  entre  in  a  paas. 

Where  that  the  wildemesse  was. 

And  as  thei  went  forth  spekende 

Under  the  large  wodes  ende. 

That  o  man  asketh  of  that  other,  .' 

What  man  arte  thou  my  liefe  brother  I 

Thiche  is  thy  creance  and  thy  feyth  i 

I  am  painim,  that  other  sayth : 
And  by  the  lawe,  whiche  I  vse, 
I  shall  not  in  my  foyth  refuse 
To  louen  all  men  yliche. 
The  poore  bothe  and  eke  the  ricbe. 
Whan  thei  be  glad  I  shall  be  gUd, 
And  sorie  whan  thei  ben  bestsud. 
So  shall  I  liue  in  vnitee 
With  euery  man  in  his  degree. 
For  right  as  to  my  Selfe  I  wolde. 
Right  so  towarde  all  other  sholde 
Be  gracious  and  debonaire. 
Thus  haue  I  tolde  the  softe  and  fiiire 
My  foith,  my  lawe,  and  my  creance. 
And  if  the  list  for  acqueintance 
Nowe  telle  what  maner  man  tbon  art. 
And  he  answerde  vpon  his  parte, 
I  am  a  icwe,  and  by  my  lawe 
I  shall  to  no  man  be  felawe 
To  kepe  hym  trouth  in  worde  ne  dede: , 
But  if  he  be  without  drede 
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A  very  \ewe  right  as  am  I 

For  els  I  may  trewly 

Bereue  hym  both  life  and  good. 

The  painym  herde,  and  vuderstoode, 
Atid  thought  it  was  a  wonder  lawe. 

And  thus  vpon  their  sondrie  sawe 
Talkende  boUi  forth  thei  went. ' 
The  date  was  hote,  the  senne  breot. 
The  paynim  rode  vpon  an  asse, 
And  of  his  catell  more  and  lasse 
With  hym  a  riche  crusse  he  lad. 

The  iewe,  whiche  all  vntrouth  had. 
And  went  vpon  his  fete  beside, 
Bethought  hym  bovve  he  might  ride» 
And  with  his  wordesslie  and  wise 
Unto  the  paynim  in  this  wise 
He  sayde:  O  nowe  it  shall  be  sene 
What  thy  iige  it  is,  thou  woldiast  meoe. 
For  if  thy  lawe  be  certeyne. 
As  thou  hast  tolde,  I  dare  well  seyne. 
Thou  wolt  behoide  my  distresse, 
Whiche  am  so  full  of  werioesse. 
That  I  ne  maie  vueth  go. 
And  let  me  ride  a  myr^  or  two. 
So  that  I  maie  my  body  ease. 

The  paynim  wold  hym  not  displease 
Of  that  he  spake,  but  in  pitee 
It  list  him  for  to  knuwe  and  see 
l*he  pleynt,  whiche  that  other  made: 
And  for  be  wolde  his  herte  glade 
He  light,  and  iiTade  hym  notbyng  stnmage. 
Thus  was  there  made  a  newe  chaunge. 
The  paynim  goth,  the  iewe  alofte 
Was  sette,  vpon  his  asse  sufte. 
So  gone  thei  forth  carpendc  fiiste. 
On  thij:,  on  that,  till  at  laste 
T^e  paynim  might  go  no  more. 
And  prayed  vnto  the  iewe  therfore 
To  suifre  hym  ride  a.  litell  while. 
The  iowe,  whiche  thought  him  to  bq^le^ 
A  none  rode  forthe  a  great  pase, 
And  to  the  paynim  in  this  case 
He  sayde:  Thou  hast  do  thy  right 
Of  that  thou  hadst  me  behight 
To  do  succour  vpon  my  uecle. 
And  that  accordeth  to  the  dede. 
As  thou  art  to  the  lawe  holde. 

And  in  sucbe  wise,  as  T  the  tolde, 
I  thynke  also  for  my  partie 
Upon  the  lawe  of  lewrie 
To  worche  and  do  my  duetee. 
Thin  asse  shall  go  forth  with  mee. 
With  all  thy  good,  whiche  I  bane  sesed. 
And  that  I  wote  thou  artdisesed, 
I  am  right  glad,  and  not  mispaide. 
And  whan  he  hath  these  wordes  saide. 
In  all  haste  be  rode  awaic. 

This  paynim  wote  none  other  waie. 
But  on  the  grounde  he  kneletb  euen. 
His  handes  vp  to  the  heuen. 
And  saide:  O  highe  sothfastnes. 
That  louest  all  rightwisenesse, 
TJnto  thy  dome  lorde  I  appele, 
Behoide  and  deme  my  quarele, 
With  vmble  herte  I  the  beseche. 
The  mercy  bothe  and  eke  the  wreebe 
I  set  all  in  thy  iudgement. 
And  thus  vpon  his  marrement 
This  paynim  hath  made  his  preterm. 
And  than  he  rose  with  drery  chere^ 


And  goth  bym  forth,  and  in  hit  gat«^ 
He  caste  his  eie  aboute  algate. 
The  iewe  if  that  he  might  see. 
But  for  a  tyme  it  might  not  bee, 
Tilfat  last  ayene  the  night, 
So  as  god  wolde  be  went  aright. 
As  he,  whicbe  beld«  the  bigbe  weye* 
And  than  he  sigbe.  in  a  valeye. 
Where  that  the  iewe  liggende  was 
All  bloody  dead  vpon  the  gras, 
Wbiche  strangled  was  of  a  lion. 
And  as  he  loked  vp  and  down. 
He  fonde  his  asse  fast  by, 
Forthe  with  his  hameis  redily 
All  bole  and  soande  as  be  H  lefle^ 
Whan  that  the  iewe  it  hym  berefte. 
Wberof  he  thanked  god  hnclende. 

Lo  thus  a  man  nsaie  ksowe  at  eade, 
Howe  the  pitous,  pitee  deseruetb. 
For  what  man  that  to  pitee  seruetby 
As  Aristotle  it  beretb  witnease, 
God  shall  his  fomen  so  redresse, 
That  thei  shall  aie  stonde  vnder  fotei 
Pitee  men  seyne  is  thil)(e  rooite, 
Wherof  the  vertues  springen  ail. 
What  infortune  that  befail 
In  any  londe,  lacke  of  pitee 
Is  cause  of  tbilke.aduersitee. 
And  that  aldaie  maie  sbewe  at  eie. 
Who  that  the  worlde  discretely  sie. 

Good  is  that  euery  man  therfore 
Take  hede  of  that  is  saide  tofore. 
For  of  this  tale,  and  other  enowe 
These  noble  princes  whylom  drowe 
Her  euidence  and  her  apprise, 
As  men  maie  fynde  in  many  wise. 
Who  that  these  olde  bokes  rede. 
And  though  thei  ben  in  eithe  dead. 
Her  good  name  maie  not  dete. 
For  pitee,  whiche  thei  wold  obeie 
To  do  the  dedes  of  mercy. 
And  who  this  tale  redily 
Remembrctb,  as  AristotI*  it  tolde. 
He  maie  the  wille  of  god  behoide 
Upon  the  poynt  as  it  w^s  ended, 
Wherof  that  pitee  stode  commended, 
Whiche  is  to  cbaritee  felawe. 
As  thei  that  kepen  bothe  o  lawe. 

Nota  hie  de  principis  pietate  erga  populom,  vbi 
narrat,  quod  cum  Codrus  rex  Athenis  contra 
Dorences  helium  gercre  deberet,  consulto  prius 
Apoline  responsum  accepit,  qnod  vnum  de  duo- 
bus,  videlicet  aut  seipsum  in  prelio  interfici,  et 
populum  suum  saluare,  aut  seipsum  saluum 
fieri,  et  populum  interfici  eiigei-e  oporteret, 
Super  quo  rex  pietate  motus  plebisque  sue 
magrs  quam  proprii  corporis  salutem  affiL'Ctaiit, 
mortem  sibi  pi'eelcgit,  F.t  sic  bellum  ^ggredieas 
pro  vita  mtiltorum  solus  iuteriit. 

Of  pitee  for  to  speake  pleyne, 

Wbiche  is  with  mercie  we*  beceyne. 

Full  ofte  he  woll  hym  selfe  peyiie 

To  kepe  an  other  fro  the  peyue. 

For  Cliaiitee  (he  mother  is 

Of  pitee,  whiche  nothynge  amis 

Can  suifre,  if  she  it  maie  amende. 

It  sit  to  euery  man  liuende 

To  be  pitous,  but  none  so  wele 

As  to  a  kyngCy  wbiche  on  the  whele 
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Bmtone  hath  set  ahooMi  alL 

For  ID  a  kynge,  if  so  bcfkllo 
That  hi«  pitee  be  fenne  and  gUUe, 
To  all  the  londe  it  is  vaillable 
Onely  through  grace  of  bis  persone* 
For  Uie  pitee  of  hyn  alone 
Maie  all  the  large  royalmesaue. 
So  sit  it  well  a  kynge  to  haue 
Pitee.    For  this  V^krie  to&da, 
Aad  sayd  :  howe  that  by  daies  olde 
Cbdnn,  vhiehe  was  in  all  his  d^ree 
Kynge  of  Athenes  the  citee, 
A  werre  be  had  ayenst  Dorence^ 
And  for  to  take  bis  euidence. 
What  shall  bdklle  of  the  bataile. 
He  thoqgbt  be  wolde  him  first  coimsaile 
With  ApollOy  in  whom  he  triste. 
Through  whose  answere  thus  he  wiste. 
Of  two  poyntes,  that  he  might  chese^ 
Or  that  he  wolde  bis  body  lese. 
And  in  bataile  him  sdfe  deye: 
Or  els  the  seconde  weie 
To  seen  his  people  discomfite. 

Bat  he,  whiche  pitee  hath  perfite. 
Upon  the  poynte  of  his  beleoe, 
The  people  thought  to  releue. 
And  chese  bym  selfe  to  be  dead. 

Where  is  oowe  sucbe  an  other  head 
Whiche  wolde  for  the  lymmes  die? 

And  netheles  in  some  partie 
It  ought  a  kynges  herte  stere. 
That  he  his  liege  men  forbere. 
And  eke  towarde  his  enemies 
Foil  ofte  he  maie  deseroe  prise 
To  take  of  pitee  remembrance. 
Where  that  he  might  do  vengeance. 
For  whan  a  kinge  bath  the  victoire. 
And  than  be  drawe  in  to  memoire 
To  do  pitee  in  stede  of  wreche. 
He  maie  not  foile  of  thilke  speche, 
Whenif  ariate  the  worldes  fame 
To  yeue  a  prince  a  wortbie  name. 

Hie  ponit  excmplvm  de  ^ctoriosi  principis  pietate 
eif  a  aduermrios  suos,  Et  narrat,  quod  cum  Pom- 
peittS'Romanonim  Imperator  regem  Armenie 
aduersarinm  suum  in  bello  victum  cepisset,  cap- 
torn  que  vinculis  alligatum  Rome  tenuisseti 
tyianuidis  iracbnOie  stimulo  postponens,  pietatis 
oaosoeUidiDem  operatus  est:  dixit  enim,  quod 
aobilius  est  regem  fiicere  quam  deponere.  super 
quo  dictum  regem  absque  tIU  redemptione  nou 
solum  a  TineoUs  absoluit,  sed  ad  sui  regni  col- 
meo  gfatuita  ▼oluntate  coronatom  restitoit 

I  ftCDB  bowe  whilome  that  Pompeie 

To  whom  that  Rome  must  obeie» 

A  warre  had  in  lupartie 

Ayenst  tfie  kynge  of  Armenie, 

Whiche  of  ioDge  tyme  had  bym  greued. 

But  at  last  it  was  ocfaeued : 

That  be  this  kynge  discomfite  hadde. 

And  forthe  with  hymto  Rofoeladde 

As  prisoner,  where  many  a  dale 

In  sorie  plite  and  poore  he  laie. 

The  corooe  on  his  bead  deposed. 

Within  walles  last  enclosed. 
And  with  foil  great  humilitea 

He  sui&eth  his  aduersitee. 
Pompeie  sigh  his  pacienoe. 

And  toke  pitee  with  conscience. 


To  that  ypon  bis  high  deys 

So  fore  all  Rome  in  his  paleys, 

As  be  that  wolde  vpon  bym  rewe, 

Lette  yeue  bym  his  corone  newe. 

And  his  astate  all  full  and  plajrne, 

Restoreth  of  his  reigne  againe. 

And  saide :  it  was' more  goodly  thynge    * 

To  make  than  vndone  a  kynge 

To  h]rm,  whiche  power  had  of  botbe. 

Thus  thei  that  weren  botbe  wrothe,    - 
Accorden  hem  to  finall  pees. 
And  yet  iustice  netheles 
Was  kepte,  and  in  nothinge  ofiTended. 
Wberof  Pompeie  is  yet  commended. 
There  maie  no  kynge  hym  selfe  excuse, 
But  if  iustice  he  kepe  and  yse, 
Whiche  for  to  eschewe  crueltee 
He  mote  attempre  with  pitee. 

Of  crueltee  the  felonie 
Engendred  is  of  tyrannie, 
Ayene  the  whose  Condicion 
God  is  hym  selfe  the  champion. 
Whose  strength  no  man  maie  witbstonde.' 
For  euer  yet  it  hatb  so  stonde. 
That  god  a  tyranne  ouer  ladde. 
But  where  pitee  the  raigne  ladde. 
There  might  no  fortune  last. 
Which  was  greuous,  but  at  last 
The  god  hym  selfe  it  bath  redressed. 
Pitee  is  thilke  yertue  blessed, 
Whiche  nener  l«t  his  maister  folL    . 
But  crueltee  thoughe  it  so  fall. 
That  it  mai^  reigne  for  a  throwe, 
God  woll  it  shall  be  ouertbrowe 
Wberof  ensamples  ben  enowe 
Of  hem,  that  thilke  mercU  drowe. 

Hie  loquitur  contra  illos,  qui  tyrannica  potestata 
principatom  optineutes,  iniquitatis  sue  malicia 
gloriantur,  Et  narrat  in  exemplum  qualiter  ]>- 
ontius  tyrannus  pium  lustinianum  non  solum  a 
solio  imperatorie  maiestatis  fraudolenter  expul- 
sit,  sed  n  ipse  inhabilis  ad  regnum  in  aspecta 
plebis  efficeretur  naso  et  labris  abscisis,  ipsum 
tyrannice  mutilauit :  deus  tamen,  qui  super  om- 
nia pius  est,  Tyberio  supcrueoiente  yna  cum 
adiutorio  Therbellis  Bulgarie  regis  lustinianum 
interfecto  Leoncio,  ad  imperium  restitui  miseriv 
corditer  procurauit. 

Of  crueltee  I  rede  thus. 
Whan  the  tyranne  Leoncins 
Was  to  tbempire  of  Rome  arrtued. 
Fro  whiche  he  hath  with  strength  priued 
The  pietous  lustinian. 
As  he  whiche  was  a  cruell  man. 
His  nose  of  and  his  lyppes  both 
He  cutte,  for  he  wolde  him  lothe 
Unto  the  people,  and  make  vnable. 
But  he  whiche  all  is  merciable. 
The  high  god  ordeinetb  so. 
That  be  within  a  tyme  also. 
Whan  he  was  strengest  in  his  yre. 
Was  shouen  oute  of  his  empyre. 
Tiberius  the  power  hadde. 
And  Rome  after  his  will  he  ladde. 
And  for  Leonce  in  sucbe  a  wise 
Ordeineth  that  he  toke  luise 
Of  nose  and  lippes  both  two: 
For  that  he  did  another  so, 
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lYhich  more  worthy  wag  than  bee 
Lo  whiche  a  falle  hath  crueltee^ 
And  pitee  was  sette  vp  ageyne. 
For  after  that  the  bokes  seyne, 
Tberbellis  kynge  of  Balgarie, 
With  bcipe  of  his  chiualrie, 
lastinian  bath  vnprUonned, 
And  to  themplre  ageyne  coroned. 


Hie  loquitur  vlterias  de  crudelitate  Sicult  tyranni, 
nccnon  et  de  Berillo  eiusdem  consiliario:  qui  ad 
tormentum  populi  quendam  taurum  eneum  ty> 
rannica  coniectura  iabricari  constituit,  in  quo 
taroen  ipse  prior  proprio  crimine  illud  exigente 
ysque  ad  sui  interitua  cxpbrationein  iudicialiter 
torquebatur. 

In  a  cronike  I  finde  also 

Of  Siculus,  whiche  was  eke  so 

A  cruell  kynge  like  the  tempest,  * 

The  whom  no  pitee  might  arest 

He  was  the  firste,  as  bokes  seie. 

Upon  the  sea  whiche  founde  galeie. 

And  let  hem  make  for  the  werre. 

As  he,  whiche  all  was  out  of  herre 

Fro  pitee  and  misericorde. 

For  therto  couthe  he  not  accorde. 

But  whom  he  might  sleync,  he  slough. 

And  therof  was  he  glad  enough. 

He  had  of  councell  many  one, 

Amonge  the  whiche  there  was  one. 

By  name  whiche  Berillus  hi^ht, 

And  he  bethou;?ht  hym,  hotir  he  might 

Unto  this  tyranne  do  likynge.  ' 

And  of  his  owne  imaginynge 

JLete  forge  and  make  a  buUe  of  bras, 

And  on  the  syde  cast  there  was 

A  dorc,  where  a  roan  maie  in, 

Whan  he  his  payne  shall  begin 

Through  fire,  which  that  men  put  Vnder. 

And  ail  this  did  he  for  a  wonder. 

That  whan  a  man  for  peyne  cride, 

The  bull  of  bras,  whiche  gapeth  wyde. 

It  shulde  seme,  as  though  it  were 

A  belowinge  in  a  mans  ere, 

And  not  the  crienge  of  a  man.  '  '      ". 

But  he,  whiche  all  sleightes  can. 

The  diuell,  that  Iteth  in  hell  fast,       '  *^ 

Hym  that  it  cast  bathe  ouercast. 

That  for  a  trespas,  whiche  he  dede. 

He  was  put  in  the  same  stede. 

And  was  hym  selfe  the  first  of  all, 

"Whiche  was  in  to  that  peyne  fall, 

That  he  for  other  men  ordeyneth.  .^' 

There  was  no  man  that  hym  compleineth. 

Of  tyrannie  and  crneltee 

By  this  ensample  a  kynge  mnie  see 

Hym  selfe,  and  eke  his  councell  botbe, 

Howe  they  ben  to  mankynde  lothe. 

And  to  the  god  abhominable. 

Ensamples  that  ben  concordable 

I  fynde  of  other  princes  mo. 

As  thou  shake  here  of  tyme  ago.  ' 

Nota  hie  de  Dionysio  tyranno,  qui  mire  crudili- 
tatis  seueritate  etiam  hospites  suos  ad  deuoran- 
dum  equis  suis  tribuit,  cui  Hercules  tandem  su- 
perueniens  victum  impium  impietate  sua  pari 
norte  condu^it. 
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The  greate  tyranne  Dionyse, 
Whiche  mans  life  set  of  no  prise. 
Unto  his  horse  full  ofte  he  yafe 
The  men,  in  stede  of  corne  and  cbafcw 
So  that  the  hors  of  thiike  stode 
Deuoureden  the  mannes  bloode. 
Till  fortune  at  laste  came. 
That  Hercules  hym  ouercame. 
And  he  right  in  the  same  wise. 
Of  this  tyranne  tooke  the  luite. 
As  he  tyll  other  men  hath  do. 
The  same  deth  he  died  also. 
That  no  pitee  hym  hath  socourde, 
Tyll  he  was  of  bis  hors  deuourde. 

Nota  hie  de  consimili  Lychaontis  tyraonia  qui 
carnes  homnium  boroinibus  in  suo  hospicio  ad 
▼etcendum  dedit,  cuius  formam  condicioni  si- 
milem  coequans  ipsum  in  lupum  transfbrmaoit. 

Of  Lychaon  also  I  fynde. 
How  he  ayene  the  lawe  of  kynde 
His  hoste  slough,  and  in  to  meate 
He  made  hir  bodies  to  hen  eate 
With  other  men  within  his  hows. 

But  lupiter  the  glorious, 
Whiche  was  commeued  of  this  thynge. 
Vengeance  vpon  this  cruel  kynge 
So  toke,  that  he  fro  mannes  forme 
In  to  a  wolfe  he  let  transforme. 
And  thus  the  crueltee  was  kid, 
Whiche  of  longe  tyme  he  had  hid. 

A  wolfe  he  was  then  openly, 
The  whose  nature  priuely 
He  had  in  his  eondicion. 
And  vnto  this  conclusion 
That  t3rrannie  is  to  despise 
I  fynde  ensample  in  sondrie  wise. 
And  nameliehe  of  hem  full  ofte. 
The  whom  fortune  hath  set  alofte 
Upon  the  werres  for  to  wynoe. 
But  howe  80  that  the  wronge  begynne 
Of  tyrannie  it  maie  not  laste. 
But  sucbe  as  thet  done  at  laste 
To  other  men,  sucbe  on  hem  iallcth. 
For  ayene  suche,  pitee  calletb 
Vengeance  to  the  god  aboue. 
For  who  that  hath  no  tender  loue 
In  sauynge  of  a  mans  life, 
He  shall  be  founde  so  giitife, 
That  whan  he  wolde  mercie  craue 
In  tyme  of  nede  he  shall  none  haue. 

Nota  quail  ter  leo  bominibus  stratis  percit 

Of  the  nature  this  I  fynde 
The  fiers  lion  in  his  kynde, 
Whiche  goth  rampende  after  his  praie. 
If  he  a  man  fynde  in  his  waie, 
He  will  hym  sleyen,  if  he  withstonde. 
But  if  the  mao  couthe  vnderstonde 
To  fall  anone  tofore  his  face. 
In  signe  of  mercie  and  of  grace. 
The  lion  shall  of  his  nature 
Restreigne  his  Ire  in  suche  measure. 
As  though  it  were  a  beste  tamed. 
And  torne  aweie  halfyng  ashamed. 
That  he  the  man  shall  nothyng  greue. 
Howe  sholde  than  a  prince  acheu« 
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The  worldcs  gnce,  yf  that  he  wokle 
Destroie  a  man,  wban  be  is  yolde. 
And  staDte  Tpon  bis  mercy  alle  ? 
But  for  to  speake  in  specialley 
There  haue  be  suche,  and  suche  there  bee 
Tyraiines,  wboae  bertee  do  pitee 
Maie  to  no  poynt  of  mercie  plie. 
That  tbei  vpon  her  tyrannic 
Ke  gladen  hem  the  men  to  slea. 
And  aa  the  rages  of  the  sea 
fien  mpiUMM  in  the  tempeste: 
Ri);ht  so  maie  no  pitee  areste 
Of  crudtee  the  great  vltrage, 
Whicbe  the  tyranne  in  his  conige 
Eogeodred  hath,  wherof  I  fynde 
A  tale  whiche  comth  now  to  mynde. 

Hie  loqoitur  precipue  contra  tyrannos  illos,  qui 
cam  in  hello  vincere  possunt,  humani  sanguinis 
efiusioiHsm  saturari  nequeunt:  et  narrat  in  ez- 
emplom  de  qoodam  Persarum  rege«  cuius  nomen 
Spartachus  erat,  qui  pre  ceteris  tunc  in  oriente 
bellicotoset  victoriosus,  quoscunaque  gladio'vin- 
ettt  poterat,  absque  pietate  interfici  constituit. 
Sed  tandem  sub  manu  Tomiris  Masagetarum 
rtgine  in  hello  captus,  quam  diu  quesiuit 
leoeritatem  pro  seueritate  finaliter  inueniL 
Nam  et  ipsa  qnoddam  vas  de  sanguine  Per- 
sarum plenum  ante  se  afferre  decreuit,  in  quo 
caput  tyranui  vsque  ad  mortem  mergens  dixit: 
O  tyrannorum  crudelissime  semper esuriens  san- 
guioem  titisti,  ecce  iam  ad  saturitatem  sangui- 
nem  bibe. 

I  RXDE  in  ddc  bokes  thus. 

There  was  a  duke,  whiche  Spartacus 

Men  depe,  and  was  a  warriour, 

A  crnell  man  a  conqueronr 

With  stronge  power,  the  whiche  he  lad. 

For  this  condicion  he  Iiad, 

That  where  hym  hapneth  the  victoire, 

His  lust  and  all  his  most  gloire 

Was  for  to  slee,  and  not  to  saue. 

Of  rauntome  wolde  he  no  good  bane 

For  sauynge  of  a  mans  life. 

But  all  gotbe  to  the  swerde  and  knife, 

S#Ieefe  hym  was  the  mans  bloode. 

Aad  oetbeles  yet  thus  it  stoode, 

So  as  fortune  aboute  went. 

He  fell  right  heire,  as  by  discent 

To  Pfcrs,  and  was  coroned  kynge. 

And  whan  the  worship  of  this  thynge 

Wu  fall:  and  he  was  kynge  of  Pers, 

If  that  tbei  weren  fyrtt  diuers 

Tbe  tyrannies,  whiche  he  wrought, 

A  UMwsand  folde  well  more  he  sought 

Than  afterwarde  to  do  malice. 

Till  god  Teogeance  ayen^  the  Tice 

Hstb  shape :  For  vpon  a  tide. 

Whan  he  was  hieste  in  his  pride. 

Id  his  rancour,  and  in  his  hete, 

Ayeae  the  queue  of  Masagete, 

Whicbe  Tomirii  that  tyroe  hight 

He  oiade  warre  all  that  he  might. 

And  she  whiche  wolde  hir  londe  defende, 

Hir  owne  sonne  ayene  bim.seude, 

Vhirbe  the  defence  bath  TndcrUke : 

But  hediscomfite  was  and  take. 

And  whan  this  kingeliym  had  in  honde. 

He  woU  no  meicj  fndentondei 


But  dyd  hym  slea  in  his  ] 

The  tidynge  of  this  violence 
Whan  it  cam  to  the  mothers  eare. 
She  sende  anone  aie  wide  where 
To  suche  frendes  as  she  ha4» 
A  great  power  till  that  she  lad; 
In  sondrie  wise  and  tho  she  cast, 
Howe  she  this  kynge  maie  ouercast.  * 

And  at  last  accorded  was. 
That  in  the  daunger  of  a  pas. 
Through  whiche  this  tyranne  shuld  pas^ 
She  shope  his  power  to  compas 
With  strength  of  men,  by  suche  a  way. 
That  he  shall  not  escape  awey. 

And  when  she  had  thus  ordeined. 
She  hath  hir  owne  body  feigned 
For  feare  as  though  she  wolde  flee 
Out  of  hir  londe:  And  whan  that  hee 
Hath  herde,  howe  that  this  ladie  fledde. 
So  fast  after  the  ehase  he  spedde. 
That  he  was  fouode  out  of  araye. 
For  it  betid  vpon  a  daie. 
In  to  the  paas  whan  he  was  fall, 
Tbe  embussbementes  to  breaken  a11» 
And  hym  beclipte  on  euery  side, 
That  flee  ne  might  he  not  aside. 
So  that  there  weren  dead  and  take 
Two  hundred  thonsande  for  his  sake. 
That  weren  with  hym  of  his  hoste. 
And  thus  was  lejred  the  great  bosta 
Of  hym>  and  of  his  tyrannic. 
It  haipe  no  mercy  for  to  crie 
To  hym,  whiche  whilome  did  none. 
For  he  vnto  tbe  queue  anone 
Was  broughte :  and  whan  that  she  hym  sb^ 
This  worde  she  spake,  and  said  on  hie : 

O  man,  whiche  out  of  mans  kynde. 
Reason  of  man  hast  lefte  behynde, 
j  And  liued  worse  than  a  beste, 
Whom  pitee  might  none  areste 
The  mannes  blode  to  shede  and  spille: 
Thou  hadst  neuer  yet  thy  fille. 
But  nowe  the  laste  tyme  is  come . 
That  thy  malice  is  ouercome. 
As  thou  till  other  men  hast  do, 
Nowe  shall  be  do  to  the  right  so. 

Tho  bad  this  lady  that  men  shulde 
A  Tcssell  brynge,  in  whiche  she  wolde 
Se  tbe  vengeance  of  his  luise, 
Whiche  she  began  anone  deaise, 
And  toke  the  princis,  whicbe  he  ladde. 
By  whom  bis  cbiefe  councell  he  hadde, 
And  while  hem  lastetb  any  breth 
She  made  hem  blede  to  tbe  deth 
Into  tbe  Fessell  where  it  stoode. 
And  whan  it  was  fulfild  of  bloode. 
She  cast  this  tyranne  therin, 
And  sayde  him  :  Lo  thus  might  thou  winnt 
Tbe  lustes  of  thine  appetite. 
In  bloode  was  whilom  thy  delite, 
Nowe  sbalte  thou  drinken  all  thy  fille 
And  thus  oneliche  of  goddes  wille 
He  whicbe  that  wolde  hym  selfe  straunge 
To  pitee,  fonde  mercy  so  straunge. 
That  he  without  grace  is  lore. 

So  maie  it  well  she  we  tbe  more. 
That  crueltee  hath  no  good  ende. 
Bat  pitee  howe  so,  that  it  wende, 
Makth  that  god  is  merciable. 
If  there  be  caase  reasonable. 
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Why  that  a  kynge  shall  be  pitous, 

But  ell  if  he  be  doubtous 

To  sleen  in  cause  of  rightwisenessey 

It  maie  be  saide  no  pitotunetfe. 

But  it  18  posillanimitee, 

Whiche  euery  prince  shulde  flee. 

For  if  pitee  measure  ezcede, 

Knigbthode  maie  not  alwey  proceda 

To  do  iustioe  vpon  the  right. 

For  it  beloiigeth  to  a  kaight. 

As  gladly  for  to  fight  as  reste. 

To  set  his  liege  people  in  reste, 

Whan  that  the  warre  vpon  hem  falletb. 

For  hem  he  mote,  as  it  beMleth, 

Of  his  knigbthode,  as  a  lion 

Be  to  the  people  a  champion 

Without  any  pitee  feigned. 

For  if  manhode  be  restreigned. 

Or  be  it  pees,  or  be  it  warre, 

lustice  goth  all  out  of  herre. 

So  that  knigbthode  is  set  behynde. 

Of  Aristotfes  lore  I  fynde, 
A  kynge  shall  make  good  visage. 
That  no  mankuowe  of  his  couraga 
But  all  honour  and  worthinesse. 
For  if  a  kynge  shall  vpon  gesse, 
Witliout  veray  cause  drede. 
He  maie  be  liche  to  that  I  rede. 
And  though  that  be  like  a  fable, 
Tfaensample  is  good  and  reasonable. 


Uic  loquitur  secundum  philo80phum  dicens,  quod 
sicut  non  decet  principes  lyrannica  impetuosi- 
tate  esse  crudeles,  ita  nee  decet  timorosa  pusil- 
lanimitate  esse  vecordes. 

As  it  by  olde  dales  flUe 
I  rede  whilome  that  an  hille 
Up  in  the  loodes  of  Archade 
A  wonder  drcdfuU  noyse  it  made. 
For  so  it  fil  that  ylke  dale 
This  hille  on  bis  childinge  laie. 
And  whan  the  throwes  on  him  come, 
His  noyse  liche  the  dale  of  dome 
Was  ferefoll  in  a  mannes  thought 
Of  thinges,  which  that  thei  se  nought: 
But  well  thei  herden  all  abouta 
The  noise,  of  whiche  tbei  were  in  doabte, 
As  thei  that  wenden  to  be  lore 
Of  thinge,  whiche  than  was  vubore. 
The  nere  this  bil  was  vpon  chance 
To  take  his  deliuerance. 
The  more  vnboxomly  he  cridc: 
And  euery  man  wss  fledde  aside 
For  drede,  and  lefte  his  owne  hows. 
And  at  last  it  was  a  mows. 
The  whiche  was  bore,  and  to  norice 
Betake:  and  tho  thei  helde  hem  nice. 
For  they  withonten  cause  dradde. 
Thus  if  a  kynge  his  herte  ladde 
With  euery  thinge  that  he  shall  here. 
Full  oite  he  shulde  change  his  cbere. 
And  vpon  fiintasie  drede. 
Whan  that  there  is  no  cause  of  drede. 

Nota  hie  secundum  Horacium  de  magnanimo  la- 
cide,  et  pusillanimo  Thersite. 

HoRACB  to  his  prinee  tolde. 
That  him  were  leuer,  that  he  wolde 
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Upon  knigbthode  Achilles  sewe 
In  tyme  of  warre,  than  eschewe 
So  as  Tbersites  did  at  Trole. 

Achilles  ail  his  hole  ioye 
Set  vpon  armes  for  to  fight. 
Tbersites  sought  all  that  he  might 
Unarmed  for  to  stonde  in  reste^ 
But  of  the  two  it  was  the  beste. 
That  Achilles  vpon  the  nede 
Hath  do,  wherof  his  knightlybede 
Is  yet  commended  oueralle. 
Kynge  Salomon  in  speciall 
Saith,  As  there  is  a  tyme  of  pees. 
So  is  a  tyme  netbeles 
Of  warre,  in  whiche  a  prince  algate 
Shall  for  the  common  right  debate 
And  for  his  owne  worship  eke. 
But  it  behouetb  not  to  seke 
Onely  the  warre  for  worship : 
But  to  the  right  of  his  lordship, 
Whiche  he  is  boUe  to  defende : 
Mote  euery  worthye  prince  entend^ 
Betwene  the  simplesse  of  pitee. 
And  the  foole  hast  of  cmeltee. 
Where  stonte  the  very  hardtnesse. 
There  mote  a  kynge  his  herte  adresse* 
Whan  it  is  tyme,  to  forsake. 
And  whan  tyme  is,  also  to  take 
The  deadly  warres  vpon  honde. 
That  he  shall  for  no  drede  wonde» 
If  rightwisenes  be  withall. 
For  god  IS  mighty  ouer  all 
To  forther  euery  mans  trontbe. 
But  it  be  through  his  owne  sloothey 
And  namely  the  kinges  nede 
It  maie  not  fayle  for  to  spede* 
For  he  stante  one  for  hem  all* 
So  mote  it  well  the  better  fisll. 
And  well  the  more  god  fanouretb, 
Whan  he  the  conunune  righte  socoureth. 
And  for  to  see  the  soth  in  dede 
Bebolde  the  bible,  and  thou  might  rede 
Of  great  ensamples  many  one, 
Wherof  that  I  will  tellen  one. 


Hie  dicit,  quod  princeps  iusticie  causa  helium  nnllo 
modo  timere  debet.  Et  narrat  quallter  dux  G^ 
deon  cum  solis  trecentis  viris  quinque  reges 
scilicet  Madianitarum,  Amalechitarum,  Amoi- 
tanorum,  Amoreorum  et  lebuseorum,  cum  eonun 
excercitu,  qui  ad  nooaginta  milia  numefstus 
est,  gracia  cooperante  diuina,  victoriose  in  fa- 
gam  couuertit. 

Upon  a  tyme  as  it  befolle 

Ayenst  lude  and  Israeli, 

Whan  sondry  kynges  come  were  - 

In  purpos  to  dostroie  there 

The  people,  whiche  god  kepte  tho. 

And  stoode  in  thilke  daies  so. 

That  GedeoH,  whiche  shulde  lede 

The  goddes  foike,  toke  him  to  rade. 

And  sende  in  ail  the  londe  aboote,' 

Tyl  he  assembled  hath  a  route 

With .  XXX.  thousande  of  defence 

To  fight  and  make  resistence, 

Ageyne  the  whiche  hem  wolde  assaylc 

And  netbeles  that  one  bataile 

Of  thre,  that  weren  enemis. 

Was  double  more  than  was  all  hia. 
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Wherof  that  Gedeon  him  drad. 

That  he  so  litell  people  bad. 

Bat  he  whiche  all  thinge  maie  helpe, 

Where  that  there  lacketh  manDes  helpe. 

To  Gedeon  bit  angeN  leate. 

And  bad,  er  that  be  fortber  wente» 

All  opeoly  that  he  do  crie  . 

That  euery  oiao  in  his  partie,  . 

Wbiche  wolde  alter  bis  owne  irille 

lo  hif  delite  abide  stalle 

At  home  in  any  maner  wise. 

For  pnrebaoe,  or  for  couetiae,. 

For  loste  of  lone,  or  lache  of  herte. 

He  ibuM  nought  aboute  sterte» 

Bat  holde  him  stille  at  hone  in  peea. 

Wfaerof  Tpon  the  morowe  he  leea 

Well .  XX..  thousande  men  and  mo. 

The  vhiche  after  the  crie  ben  go,. 

Thm  wai  with  him  but  onely  lefte 
The  tbride  part%  and  y«t  god  eita 
His  anirel  sende  and  aaide  this    . 
To  Gedeon:  iritsois« 
That  I  thyn  heipe  shall  yndertaico. 
Thou  sbait  yet  lease  people  take. 
By  vhom  my  wii  is  that  thou  spede. 
For  thy  to  morow^  take  good  hede, 
UdIo  the  flood  whan  ye  be  come. 
What  man  that  hath  the  water  none 
Op  in  his  hande»  and  lappetb  so^ 
I     To  tby  parte  chese  ouU  all  tho 
I     And  bim  wbiche  wery  is  to  swinke. 
Upon  bis  wombe  and  lieth  to  diynke. 
Forsake  and  put  hem  al  aweye. 
For  I  am  mightie  all  weye, 
Where  as  me  list  my  helpe  to  shewn 
In  9ood  men,  though  tWi  be  fewe. 
This  Gedeon  awaiteth'  wele 
Upon  the  morowe,  and  eoery  dele. 
As  god  bim  bad,  right  so  he  dede. 
And  thus  there  lefte  in  that  stede 
With  him  thre  bondred,  and  no  mo» 
Tbe  remenaot  was  all  ago. 
Wberof  that  Gedeon  merueileth, 
Aad  theron  with  god  counceileth 
Fleinynge,  as  ferforth  as  be  dare. 

And  god,  wbiche  wolde  be  were  ware 
That  be  shnlde  spede  Tpon  his  right. 
Hath  bede  hem  go  the  same  night; 
And  take  a  man  with  him  to  here 
What  shall  be  spoke  in  this  matere 
Amende  the  hetben  enemis, 
So  may  be  be  tbe  more  wise. 
What  afterwnrde  him  shall  befallsw 

This  Gedeon  amongea  alle 
fhsra,  to  whom  be  trist  moste. 
By  night  toke  towarde  thilke  boste^ 
Wbiche  lodged  was  in  a  valeie. 
To  here  what  thai  wolden  seie. 
^*pon  his  foote  and  as  he  ferde« 
Two  sarasines  spekende  he  herde: 
Qnod  one,  arade  my  sweuen  aright, 
Whicbe  I  met  in  my  slepe  to  night. 

Me  tboogbt  I  sigh  a  barly  cake, 
Wbiche  fro  tbe  biUe  his  wey  hath  tak0, 
And  com  rollende  downe  at  onee. 
And  as  it  were  for  tbe  nones, 
Fwth  in  his  conn  so  as  it  ran, 
Tbe  kynges  tsnte  of  Madtan, 
or  Amalecbe,  of  Amorie 
Of  Amon,  and  of  Jebnsia 


And  many  another  tente  mo, 
With  great  ioye  as  me  thought  thd. 
It  tbrewe  to  groonde  and  ouer  oast. 
And  all  his  host  90  sore  agaste. 
That  I  awoke  for  pure  drede. 

This  sweuen  can  1  well  arede. 
Quod  the  other  saraaine  aoone. 

The  barly  cake  is  Gedeon, 
Whicbe  fro  tbe  hille  downe  sodonli^ 
Shall  come,  and  set  suche  a  skria 
Upon  tbe  kiofl:es,  and  ▼■  both. 
That  it  shall  to  vs  all  lothe. 
For  in  suche  drede  he  shall  ▼«  brynge. 
That  if  we  haden  flight  of  wynge, 
Tbe  weye  one  foote  in  dispaire 
We  shuU  leue,  and  alee  in  tbe  ajrre. 
For  there  shal  nothing  him  withstond^. 

Whan  Geideon  hath  vnderytonda 
This  tale,  he  thonketh  god  of  all. 
And  priueliche  ageyne  be  stalle. 
So  that  no  lifo  him  bath  peroeiued. 
And  than  he  bath  fully  conoeiued* 
That  he  shall  spede:  and  thervpoii 
The  night  seweod  he  shope  to  gone 
This  multitude  to  assaile. 

Nowe  Shalt  thou  here  a  great  memaile. 
With  what  wisdome  that  he  wrought. 
Tbe  litell  people,  whiche  he  brought. 
Was  none  of  hem  that  he  ne  hath 
A  potte  of  erthe,  in  whiche  he  tath 
A  light  breiMiyng  in  a  cresset. 
And  eche  of  hem  eke  a  trompet 
Bare  in  his  other  honde  beside. 

And  thus  vpon  the  nightes  tide 
Duke  Gedeon  whan  it  was  derke, 
Ordeineth  bym  ynto  his  werke, 
And  parted  than  his  folke  in  thre. 
And  chaiigeth  hem,  that  thei  ne  flee. 
And  taught  hem  how  thei  shulde  askrio 
All  in  o  voice  par  companie. 
And  what  worde  thei  shulde  eke  speke. 
And  howe  thei  shulde  her  pottes  breke 
Echeone  with  other,  whan  thei  heide 
That  he  bym  selfe  fyrst  so  ferde. 
For  whan  t^ei  cam  into  the  stede. 
He  bad  hem  do  right  as  he  dede. 

And  thus  stalkende  forth  a  paas 
This  noble  duke  whan  tyme  was 
His  potte  to  brake,  and  loude  ascrlde. 
And  tho  thei  brake  on  euery  side. 
The  trompe  was  nought  for  to  soke. 
He  blewe,  and  so  thei  blewen  eke 
With  suche  a  noyse  amonge  hem  all. 
As  though  tbe  heuen  shulde  fall. 

The  hill  vnto  her  voyce  answerde. 
This  hoste  in  the  valey  it  berde. 
And  sighe  how  that  the  hill  a  light. 
So  what  of  herynge  and  of  sight, 
Thei  caught  suche  a  sodeine  fere. 
That  none  of  hem  be  lefte  there. 
The  tentes  holly  thei  forsoke. 
That  thei  none  other  good  ne  toke. 
But  oncly  with  her  body  bare 
Thei  fledde,  as  doth  the  wilde  hare. 
Aiid  euer  vpon  the  hille  thei  blewe. 
Till  that  thei  sigh  tyme  and  knewe. 
That  thei  be  fled  vpon  tbe  rage. 

And  whan  thei  wiste  their  auantagp. 
Thei  fill  anone  vpon  the  chace. 
Thus  might  thou  se,  bow  gods  grace 
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Unto  the  good  men  aaaneth 

But  els  oft  tyme  it  fiiifeth 

To  suche  as  be  not  well  dispoied. 

This  tale  nedeth  do!  to  be  glosed. 

For  it  is  openly  shewed. 

That  god  to  hem  that  ben  well  tbewed. 

Hath  yeoe  and  gmanted  the  victoire. 

So  that  thensample  of  this  bistoire 

Is  good  for  euety  kynge  to  holde. 

First  in  bym  selfe  that  he  beholde, 
Yf  he  be  good  of  his  liuynge : 
And  that  tlie  folke,  whiche  he  shall  brynge. 
Be  good  also,  for  than  he  maie 
Be  glad  of  many  a  merydaie. 
In  what  that  euer  be  hath  to  doone. 
For  he  whiche  sitte  aboue  the  moone. 
And  all  thynge  maie  spille  and  spede. 
In  euery  cas,  and  enery  nede. 
His  good  kynge  so  well  adresseth, 
That  all  bis  fo  men  he  represseth: 
So  that  there  maie  uo  roan  hym  dere. 
And  also  well  he  can  forbere. 
And  suffire  a  wicked  kynge  to  falle 
In  handes  of  bis  fomeu  all. 

Hie  dicit,  quod  vbi  et  quaudo  causa  et  tempni  re- 
quinint,  princeps  illos  sub  potestate  sua,  qnos 
iusticie  aduersarios  agnouerit  occidere  de  iure 
tenetor.  Et  uarrat  in  exemplum,  qualiter  pro 
eo,  quod  Saul  regem  Agag  in  hello  deuictum 
luzta  Samuelis  consilium  occidere  noluit^ipse 
diuino  iudicio  non  solum  a  regno  Israel  pri- 
uatus,  sad  ct  hcredes  sui  pro  perpetuo  exbere- 
dati  sunt 

VoyfE  ferthermore  if  K  shaU  seyn 
Of  my  matere,  and  toume  ageyn 
To  speke  of  lusticc  and  Pitee,  - 
After  the  mle  of  rialtee. 

This  maie  a  kynge  well  Tuderstondei 
Knighthode  mote  be  take  on  bonde 
Whan  that  it  stont  ypon  the  uede, 
He  shall  no  rightfuU  cause  drade,    * 
^o  more  of  warre  than  of  pees, 
If  he  wyll  stonde  blameles. 
For  suche  a  cause  a  kynge  maie  baue. 
Better  it  is  to  slee  than  sane. 
Wherof  thou  might  ensample  fynde, 
The  high  maker  of  mankynde 
By  Samuel  to  Saul  badde. 
That  he  hhall  nothynge  ben  adrad 
Agayne  kynge  Agag  for  to  fight. 
For  this  the  godbede  hym  behighty 
That  Agag  shall  be  ouercome. 

And  whan  it  is  so  ferforth  come» 
That  Saul  hath  hym  discomfite. 
The  god  bad  make  no  respite. 
That  he  ne  shulde  hym  slea  anone. 
But  Saul  let  it  ooergone. 
And  did  not  the  gods  heste. 

For  Agag  made  a  great  beheste 
Of  reunsome,  whiche  he  wold  giue, 
Kynge  Saul  sufTreth  hym  to  line, 
And  feigneth  pitee  forth  wtthall. 
But  he,  whiche  seeth  and  knoweth  all. 
The  hie  god,  of  that  he  feigneth, 
To  Samuel  vpon  hym  pleynetb. 
And  seode  hym  worde:  for  that  be  lefte 
Of  Agag  that  he  ne  bcrefte 
The  tyfe,  he  shall  not  onely  die 
Hym  selfe,  but  fro  his  regalie 


He  shall  be  put  for  enennOy 
Nought  he,  but  eke  bis  heyre  also. 
That  it  shall  neoer  come  ageyn. 

Hie  narrat  vlterius  super  eodem,  qualiter  Danid 
in  extremis  iusticie  caasa  n  loab  occideretur, 
absque  Tlla  remissione  filio  sao  Salomoni  in- 
iunxit. 

Thus  might  thou  see  the  sotb  pleyne^ 
That  of  to  muche>  and  of  to  lite^ 
Upon  the  princes  stant  the  wite. 
But  euer  it  was  «  kynge^  right 
To  do  the  dedes  of  a  knight 
For  in  the  hondes  of  a  kynge 
The  dethe  and  life  is  all  o  thynge. 
After  the  lawes  of  iustice. 

To  sleen  it  is  a  deedly  vice. 
But  if  a  man  the  dethe  deserue. 

And  if  a  kynge  the  life  preaeme 
Of  hymi  whiche  ought  for  to  die. 
He  seweth  not  the  ensamplarie, 
\Vliicbe  in  the  bible  is  euident, 
Howe  Dauid  in  his  testament. 
Whan  he  no  longer  might  leue, 
Unto  his  Sonne  in  charge  hath  geoe. 
That  be  loab  shall  slea  algate. 

And  whan  ■  Dauid  was  gone  his  gato. 
The  yonge  wise  Salomone 
His  fothers  beste  did  anone, 
And  slewe  loab  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  thei  that  herden  the  iuise, 
£uer  after  dredde  bym  the  more, 
And  god  was  eke  well  payd  therfore. 
That  be  so  wolde  his  herte  plie. 
The  lawes  for  to  iustifie. 
And  yet  be  kepto  forth  withall 
Pitee,  so  as  a  prince  shall. 
That  he  no  tyrannic  wrought 
He  fonde  the  wisdom,  whiche  be  songht. 
And  was  so  rightfull  netheles, 
That  all  his  life  be  stode  in  pees. 
That  be  no  deadly  warres  bad. 
For  euery  man  bis  wisdom  drad. 
And  as  be  was  hym  selfe  wise, 
Ryght  so  the  worthy  men  of  prise 
Ha  hath  of  his  connseyle  withholde. 
For  that  is  euery  prince  holde 
To  make  of  suche  bis  retinue, 
Whiche  wise  ben  :  and  remoe 
The  fobles.  for  there  is  nothynge, 
Whiche  maie  be  better  about  a  kynge 
Than  counseyle,  which  is  the  sulMtance 
Of  all  a  kynges  gouernance. 

Hie  dicit,  quod  populum  sibi  commissum  bene 
regerc  super  omnia  principi  laadabilhu  ent  Et 
narrat  in  exemphim,  qualiter  pro  eo  qood  Salo- 
mon, vt  populum  bene  regeret,  ab  altissimo  sa- 
pientiam  specialius  postnlauit,  omnia  bona  ps- 
riter  cum  ilia  sibi  habundancius  adoenerunt 

In  Salomon  a  man  maie  see. 
What  thynge  of  most  necewitee 
Unto  a  worthy  kynge  belongeth. 

Whan  he  his  kyngdome  vDderfongetfa, 
God  bad  hym  cbese.what  be  wolde. 
And  sayde  hym,  that  he  haue  sholde. 
What  he  wolde  aske,  aa  of  o  thynge. 

And  he  whiche  was  a  newe  kyng«  .     « 
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Fbrth  therrpon  his  boone  pi^yde 
T«»  god,  and  in  this  wise  sayde : 

0  kynge,  by  wbom  tbat  I  shall  reigna, 
Yeae  me  wisdome,  that  I  my  reigDe^ 
Forth  with  the  people,  whicbV;  I  haae 
To  thyn  bouour  anaie  kepe  and  saue. 

Whan  Salomon  bis  boone  hatb  taxed, 
The  god  of  tbat  whicbe  be  bath  axed. 
Was  right  well  payde,  and  grantetb  soone, 
Not  all  onely,  that  he  bis  boone 
Shall  baue  of  that,  but  of  ricbesse. 
Of  hde,  of  pees,  of  hie  noblesse, 
For  with  wysdome  at  bis  askynges, 
Wbicbe  stant  aboue  all  other  tbynges: 

Hie  dicit  secanduni  Salomonem,  quod  regie  mage- 
statis  imperium  ante  omnia  sano  consilio  diri- 
gendum  est, 

BCT  what  kyng  will  his  reigne  saue. 
First  bym  l^houeth  for  to  haue, 
After  the  god  and  his  beleue, 
Suche  coonceiie,  whiche  is  to  beleae, 
Fulfilde  of  trout h,  and  rightwisenes: 
But  aboue  all  in  his  noblesse, 
Sctvene  the  reddour  and  Pitee, 
A  kynge  shall  do  suche  equitee,     * 
And  set  the  balance  in  eueii. 
So  that  tbe  high  god  of  heuen, 
And  all  the  people  of  his  nobleie, 
Lo*enge  vnto  his  name  seie. 
Fjr  mo&t  aboue  all  erthly  good. 
Where  that  a  kynge  hym  selfe  is  good 
It  belpetb,  for  in  other  weye 
If  so  be  tbat  a  kynge  forsweye^ 

Qnidqnid  delirant  reges,  plectuntur  Acbiui. 

Tux  ofte  er  this  it  hath  be  seine 
Tbe  comen  people  is  ooerleyne. 
And  hatb  tbe  kynges  synne  abought, 
AU  though  the  people  agilte  nought. 
Of  tbat  tbe  kynge  his  god  misserueth, 
The  people  takth  that  he  dcseru'cth 
Here  in  this  worlde,  but  elles  where 

1  not  bowe  it  shall  stonde  there. 
For  thy  good  is  a  kynge  to  triste, 
Frrrt  to  hym  selfe,  as  he  iie  wist 
None  other  b^Ipe  but  god  allone. 
So  shall  tbe  rule  of  his-personc. 
Within  him  selfe  through  prouidcnce, 
Boo  of  the  better  conscience. 

And  for  to  finde  ensample  of  this, 
A  tale  I  rede,  and  9otb  it  is. 

HiG  de  Lucio  imperatore  exemplnm  ponit,  qoaliter 
priocepf  sni  nominis  faroam  a  secretis  consili- 
ariis  sapienter  inuestigare  debet,  et  si  quid  in  ea 
tinMtmm  inuenent,  prouisa  discretioae  ad 
dcxteram  conuertat. 

I*  s  croBike  it  tellcth  tbns. 
The  kyn^e  of  Rome  Lutrius 
Withia  bis  cbambie  Tpon  a  night 
The  itewanle  of  bis  bous  a  knight, 
F(Mtb  with  bis  cbamberleine  also 
To  covnceile  bad  both  two. 
And  stoden  by  tby  chymnee 
To  gctber  spekeiiiie  lOl  Uure. 


And  hapneth  that  tbe  kynges  fool« 
Sat  by  the  fire  vpon  a^tole^ 
As  he  that  with  his  bable  plaide. 
But  yet  he  herde  all  that  tbei  saide. 
And  ther^  toke  tbei  no  bede. 
The  kynge  hem  axeth  what  to  rede. 
Of  suche  matere  as  cam  to  mouth. 

And  thai  him  tolde,  as  thei  couth. 
Whan  all  was  spoke,  of  tbat  tbei  ment: 
The  kynge  with  all  his  hole  entent 
Then  at  lastetb  hem  axeth  this,- 
What  kynge  men  tellen  that  be  is: 
Emonge  the  folke  touchinge  his  name. 
Or  it  be  price  or  it  be  blame, 
Right  after  that  tbei  berden  sayne, 
He  bad  hem  for  to  telle  it  playne. 
That  they  no  poynt  of  soth  fbrbeare 
By  thilke  feyth,  that  they  hym  beare» 

The  stewarde  first  vpon  this  thing 
Gafe  his  answere  vntp  tbe  kynges 
And  thought  glose  in  this  matere. 
And  saide,  als  ferre  as  he  can  here. 
His  name  is  good,  and  honorable. 
Thus  was  the  stewarde  fauourable, 
Tbat  he  the  trouth  playne  ne  tolde. 

The  kynge  than  axeth,  as  ha  sbolde. 
The  cbamberleine  of  his  aoise. 

And  he  that  was  subtile  and  wise. 
And  somdele  thought  vpon  his  feyth, 
Hym  tolde,  bowe  all  tbe  people  seytb. 
That  if  his  couuseyle  were  trewe, 
Thei  wist  than  well  and  knewe. 
That  of  hym  selfe  he  shulde  bee 
A  worthy  kynge  in  bis  degree. 
And  thus  the  counseyle  he  accoseth 
In  party  and  the  kynge  excusetb. 

The  foole,  whiche  herde  of  all  this  eas. 
What  tyme  as  gods  will  was 
Sigh,  that  thei  sayden  not  enough, 
And  hem  to  scorne  both  lough. 
And  to  tbe  kynge  he  sayd  tho : 
Syr  kynge  if  that  it  were  so. 
Of  wisdome  in  thyn  owne  mode 
I'hat  thou  thy  selfe  were  good, 
Thy  counceil  sbuld  not  be  bad. 
The  kynge  therof  meruayle  bad. 
Whan  tbat  a  foole  so  wisely  spake, 
And  of  bym  selfe  fonde  note  tbe  lacka 
Within  bis  otvne  conscience. 
And  thus  tbe  fooles  euidence. 
Which  was  of  gods  grace  enspired 
Makth  good  counceile  was  desired. 

He  put  awaie  the  Ticious, 
And  toke  to  hym  tbe  vertuous. 

The  wrongfuil  lawes  ben  amended. 
The  londes  good  is  well  dispended. 
The  people  was  no  more  oppressed:  • 
And  thus  stoode  euery  thinge  redressed. 
For  where  a  kynge  is  propre  wise. 
And  bath  suche  as  him  selfe  is. 
Of  bis  counceil,  it  maie  not  faile, 
Tbat  ^uery  thinge  ne  shall  auaile. 
Tbe  vices  than  gon  awey. 
And  euery  vertue  holte  bis  wey : 
Wberof  the  hie  god  is  pleased. 
And  all  the  londes  folke  eased. 

For  if  tbe  common  people  crie. 
And  than  a  kynge  list  not  to  pUe 
To  here,  what  the  clamore  wolde. 
And  otherwise  than  he  gbolde. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


♦2SB 

I>isd€i9neth  for  to  done  ken  frace, 
It  hath  be  seene  in  many  pjace» 
There  bath  be  fail  great  cootraire, 
And  that  I  fiade  of  eoMqiplaife. 

Hicdicit,  quod  leniores  mafis  etperti  ftd  prin- 
cipis  coosaium  admittendi  potius  exirtunt,  Et 
narrat,  quaJiter  pro  co  qnOd  Roboas  Salomo- 
nis  filius  et  here*,  seDium  sennotiibus  lenun- 
cians,  dicta  itmeirain  preelegit,  de  deodecim 
tribibos  Israel  a  domino  who  decern  penitos 
amisit,  et  sic  cum  duabus  taiitummodo  illusus 
postea  regnattit. 

After  the  detl>  of  Salomooey 

Whan  thilke  wise  kyoge  was  gone^ 

And  Roboas  in  his  persone 

Receiue  sbulde  the  corone. 

The  people  vpoa  a  parlement 

Auiaed  were  of  one  assent. 

And  all  vnto  the  kyoge  thei  preide 

With  commune  Toys  and  thua  thei  laydei 

Our  liege  lorde  we  the  beaeche. 
That  thoo  receiue  oor  bumble  specfae. 
And  graunt  ts,  whiche  that  reason  wil» 
Or  of  thy  grMe,  or  of  thy  skil. 
Thy  fader  while  he  was  aliue. 
And  might  both  gntmte  and  priue 
Upon  the  werkes  whiche  he  had. 
The  common  pcuple  streicte  lad. 
Whan  he  the  temple  made  newe. 
Thinge  whiche  men  neuer  af^re  knewe. 
He  brought  vp  than  of  his  tallage. 
And  all  was  vnder  the  visage 
Of  werkes,  whiche  he  made  tho. 
Sut  nowe  it  is  befall  so, 
That  all  is  made  right  as  he  seide, 
And  he  was  riche  whan  he  deid. 
So  that  it  is  no  ipaner  node, 
If  thou  therof  wUt  taken  hede. 
To  pillen  of  the  people  moie, 
Whiche  longe  tyme  hath  be  greoed  sorei 

And  in  this  wise  as  we  the  seie, 
With  tender  herte  we  the  preie. 
That  thou  relesse  thilke  dette, 
Whiche  vpoa  vs  tby  fether  sette. 
^nd  if  the  like  to  doone  so, 
We  ben  thy  men  for  euermo 
To  gone  and  comcn  at  thy  heate. 

The  kinge,  whiche  herde  this  reqneste, 
Saith,  that  he  will  ben  auised. 
And  hath  therof  a  tyme  astised, 
And  in  the  while,  as  he  him  thodght. 
Upon  this  thinge  coanseil  he  sought. 
And  firste  the  wise  knightes  oMe, 
To  whome  that  he  his  tale  tokle, 
Counselllen  him  in  this  maiieie. 
That  he  with  lone,  and  with  glad  chere 
Foryeoe  and  graunte  all  that  is  asked. 
Of  that  his  fader  had  tasked. 
For  so  he  maie  bis  reigne  achene 
With  thing  which  thall  hem  Ktell  greue. 

The  kyoge  hem  herd,  and  ouer  passeth, 
And  with  this  other  bis  wit  compasscth. 
That  yonge  were,  and  nothinge  wme. 
And  thei  these  olde  men  vlespise. 
And  sayden  :  Sir  it  shall  be  shame 
For  eoer  vnto  thy  worthie  mime, 
If  thou  ne  kepe  not  thy  rygbt 
(Wliile  thou  arte  in  thy  yoi^ge  nif  bt) 
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Whiche  that  thyae  olde  firiher  g«C#f 
But  saie  veto  the  people  pM», 
That  while  tkoa  Ktiest  in  tby  tonde. 
The  leste  finger  of  thine  ho&de 
It  shall  be  strenger  ouer  all. 
Than  was  thy  lathers  body  all. 
And  thus  alao  shall  be  thy  tale. 
If  he  hem  smote  with  roddes  smale. 
With  scorpions  thou  shalt  hem  snite. 
And  where  thy  father  toke  a  lite. 
Thou  thynkest  take  mid^eH  more:    - 
Thus  shalte  thou  moke  hem  drede  aore 
The  great  herte  of  thy  coiage. 
So  for  to  holde  hem  in  seruage. 

This  yonge  kynge  bym  hath  conlbrmed 
To  done  as  he  was  last  enlbrmed, 
Whiche  was  to  him  his  vndoynge. 
For  whan  it  came  to  the  spekynge. 
He  hath  the  yonge  coonceile  bokie» 
That  he  the  same  wordes  tolde 
Of  all  the  people  in  audience. 

And  whan  they  herden  the  sentence 
Of  his  malice,  and  the  menace, 
Anone  tofore'his  owne  face 
Thei  haue  him  vtterly  refused. 
And  with  full  great  reproue  accused : 
So  they  began  for  to  raue. 
That  he  hym  selfi^  was  fiiyne  to  saue.  - 
For  as  the  wylde  wode  rage» 
Of  wyndes  maketh  the  sea  sauage,       • 
And  that  was  cadlme  bryngeth  to  wawe. 
So  for  defaot  and  grace  of  la  we 
The  people  is  stered  all  at  ones. 
And  forth  they  gone  oat  of  his  wooes^ 
So  that  of  the  lignages  twelie. 
Two  tribes  onely  by  hem  selfe 
With  hym  ahiden,  and  no  mo. 
So  were  thei  for  euermo 
Of  no  retnme  without  espeire 
Departed  fro  the  rightfull  heira 
Of  Israeli,  with  common  voyce, 
A  k3rnge  vpoh  her  owne  choyce 
Amongc  hem  selfe  anone  thei  make. 
And. haue  her  yonge  lorde  forsake. 
A  powre  knight  Ieroboa$ 
They  toke  and  lefte  Roboas 
Whiche  rightftill  heire  was  by  discen^ 
Lo  thus  the  yonge  cause  went. 
For  that  the  counceile  was  not  good^ 
The  reigne  fro  the  rightfull  blood 
Euer  after warde  denided  was. 
So  maie  it  prouen  by  this  cas. 
That  yonge  counceile,  which  is  to  \ 
Er  men  beware  doth  ofte  harme. 
Olde  age  for  the  coonceile  senieth. 
And  lusty  youth  his  thonke  desertn^h 
Upon  the  traueile,  whiche  he  dooth. 
And  both  for  to  sey  a  soothe, 
By  sondrie  cause  fbr  to  haue. 
If  that  he  will  his  reigne  sane, 
A  kynge  behoneth  eoery  daie: 
That  one  can,  and  that  other  maie. 
Be  so  the  kj'nge  hem  bothe  rule. 
Or  elles  all  goth  out  of  rule. 


Nota  qoestionem    coiusdam    philoaoplii^ 
regno  oonuenientius  fqiret  principam  etm  nak^ 
consilio  optare  sapiantem,  quam  cum  saso  cq^ 
silio  ipsum  eligere  iatipieHtcvB*  | 
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AxD  TpoD  tlii»matere  aim 

A  queftioD  betweoe  the  two 

Tbas  wrkteo  m  boke  I  foode. 

Where  it  be  better  lor  tbe  londe 

A  kyoge  hym  lelfe  to  be  wise. 

And  so  to  betre  bis  owne  firise, 

And  that  bis  coonceile  be  not  good: 

Or  'Jtbervne  if  it  lo  stoode, 

A  irnce  if  he  be  vicious, 

And  bis  couDceite  be  rertnous. 

it  is  aosverde  in  socbe  a  wise, 

Tiat  better  it  is,  that  tliei  be  wise, 

fiy  «bom  that  the  coonceile  shall  be  gone. 

For  tbei  ben  nianj,  and  he  is  one. 

And  rather  sb«il  an  one  man  • 

Witk  iak  counseile,  for  ought  be  can, 

From  his  wiaedome  be  made  to  fall, 

Tliaa  healone  shalde  hem  all 

Fro  ?ices  tnto  Tertae  change 

For  that  is  well  the  more  strange; 

For  thy  the  iondemaie  well  be  glad, 

«T»$e  kyoge  with  good  coanseile  is  lad 

wljiche  lette  bym  vntb  rightwisnes : 
^  tlat  bis  Ugh  wortfaioesse 
B«tvene  tbe  reddoar  and  pitee^- 

^  mereie  forth  with  equitee. 

A  laofe  a  holden  ouer  all 

^opitee,butiospeciaU 

j^  bcm,  vhere  be  is  moste  beholdei 

Tfcfy  shoMe  bis  pitee  roost  beholdo, 

That  b«n  tbe  lieges  of  tbe  londe. 

For  tbei  beo  euer  vnder  his  bonde, 

^r  the  gods  ordenance, 

To  itoDde  Tpon  bis  gooernanoe. 

Ncta  adboc  preeipue  dc  principum  eiiga  suos  sub- 
ditosdebita  pietate,  Iq^nr  enim  qoaliter  An- 
thoniai  •  Scipione  exemplificfltn^,  dixit,  quod 
nallet  rnum  de  poptilo  sibi  commisso  virum 
ialuare,  qusm  centam  ex  hostibns  alienigenis  in 
Mo  perdeie. 

OFthanperoar  Anthonius 

1 6nde,  hove  that  be  saide  thus : 

liove  him  were  leoer  for  to  saoe 

*^  of  his  Kges,  than  to  haue 

Of  eofoiiet  an  hundred  dede. 

Aad  thnsbe  Icrned  as  I  lede 

^Scipio,wbichebadbee 

C>B»ll  of  Rome,  and  thus  to  tee 

Diaen  easamples  bowe  thel  stonde, 

AkiDge wbiche  hath  tbe  charge  on  honde 

J^  tofnaioD  people  to  gooeme« 

» that  he  wil,  he  mate  well  lerne. 

|<  cuoe  90  good  to  tbe  plepance . 

O^N,  as  is  good  goaemance. 

And  eueiy  gevemajice  is  doe 

|«  pitee,  thus  I  maie  argue, 

J^i  pitee  is  tbe  foundemente 

Of  eoery  kynges  Yegiinrnte. 

«rt be medled  with  lostice, 

yw  two  remeoen  all  ticcw 

And  ben  of  rertue  most  vailable 

To  make  a  kinges  roylme  stable. 

h  thus  tbe  feure  poyntes  tofore 
"  rouernance,  as  tbei  be  bore 
*H  trotttb  first  and  of  largesse. 
Of  pitee,  forth  with  rigbtwisnesse, 
jl^oe bem  tolde,  and  oiler  this 
"tfintpoynte,fQaiitli 


Set  of  the  rule  of  pbtieie, 
Wherof  a  kynge  shall  modifie 
The  fleshly  lustes  of  nature, 
Nowe  thinke  I  telle  of  sucfae  measure. 
That  both  kinde  shall  be  sensed. 
And  eke  the  la  we  of  god  obseroed. 

Corporis  et  mentis  regem  decet  omnis  boaesta^ 
Nominis  vt  famam  nulla  libido  roat. 

Ooine  quod  est  hominis  effoeminat  ilia  voluptaa^ 
Sit  nisi  maguanimi  cordis  vt  obstat  ei. 

Hie  tractat  sectmdum  Afistoteiem  dequinta  prin« 
cipum  policia,  que  castitatiem  coneemit,  cuiua 
bonestas  impudiritie  motus  obtempetans  tarn 
corporis  quam  anime  mondieiam  specialius  pre* 
seruat. 

The  male  is  made  for  tbe  female, 

But  where  as  one  desireth  fele,  ^ 

That  nedeth  nought  by  wey  of  kyade* 

For  whan  a  man  maie  redy  finde 

His  owne  wife,  u'hat  shulde  he  aecbe 

In  strange  places  to  besecbe. 

To  borowe  another  mans  plough^ 

Whan  he  hath  geare  at  home  enough 

AfFayted  at  his  owne  heste. 

And  is  to  bym  wel  more  honeste. 

Than  other  thinge,  whiche  is  vnkoowe. 

Pot  thy  shulde  euery  good  man  knowe 

And  thynkc,  howe  that  in  mariage 

His  trouth  plite,  lieth  in  morgage, 

Whiche  if  he  breke,  it  is  (klsehodey 

And  that  discordeth  to  manhode. 

And  namely  towarde  tbe  great, 

Wherof  the  bokes  all  trete. 

So  as  the  philosopbre  techeth 

To  AMsander,  and  him  betechcth 

The  lore^  howe  that  he  shall  measure 

His  bodie,  so  that  no  measure 

Of  fleshly  ]u»t  he  shulde  excede. 

And  thus  forth  if  1  sliaU  precede 

The  fyfle  poyntf",  as  I  sayd  ere. 

Is  Chastitee,  whiche  selde  where 

Comth  nowe  a  dales  in  to  place. 

And  uethelesse  but  it  be  grace 

Aboue  all  other  in  speciall 

Is  none  that  chaste  maie  hen  all. 

But  yet  a  kynges  high  estate* 

Whiche  of  his  order  as  a  prelate. 

Shall  be  anoytite  and  sanctified: 

He  mote  be  more  magnified 

For  dignitee  of  his  corone. 

Than  shulde  another  lowe  persone* 

W  hiche  is  not  of  highe  emprise. 

Therfofe  a  prince  hym  shulde  adoise, 

Er  that  he  fell  in  suche  riote, 

Abd  namely  that  he  ne  assote 

To  change  for  tbe  womanhed 

The  worth inesse  of  his  manbed* 

Nota  de  doctrina  Aristotelis,  qualiter  priceps  vt 
animi  sui  iocunditiitem  prouocet,  millieres  for- 
mosas  crebro  aspicere  debet :  caueat  taroen  ne 
mens  voluptuosa  torpescens  ex  carnis  fragilltate 
in  vitiudi  dilabatul*. 

Of  Aristotle  I  haue  well  radde, 
Howe  he  to  Alisander  badde. 
That  for  to  gladden  his  corage 
He  shulde  beholden  the  visage 
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Of  womeD,  whan  that  thei  ben  fiiire : 
But  yet  he  set  aii  examplaire, 
His  body  so  to  guide  and  rule. 
That  he  ne  passe  not  the  rule, 
Wherof  that  he  him  selfe  begyle. 
For  in  the  wumao  is  no  gyle. 
Of  that  a  man  him  selfe  by  wapelb. 
Whan  be  is  owne  witte  beiapeth, 
I  can  the  woman  well  excuse. 
But  what  man  will  vpon  hem  muse 
^After  the  foltsshe  impression 
Of  his  imacinacion, 
Within  him  selfe  the  fire  he  biowetb, 

Wherof  the  woman  nothyng  knoweth. 

So  may  she  notbinge  be  to  wite. 
For  if  a  man  him  selfe  excite 

To  drenche,  and  will  nought  forbeare. 

The  water  shall  no  blame  beare. 

What  maie  the  golde  though  men  coueit  ? 

If  that  a  man  will  loue  streit, 

The  woman  bath  hym  nothynge  bonnde. 

If  he'  his  owne  bert  wouude. 

She  maie  not  let  the  folie, 

And  though  so  fill  of  companie. 

That  he  might  any  thynge  pnrcbace. 

Yet  maketh  a  man  the  first  chace. 

The  woman  fleetb,  and  he  purseweth. 

So  that  by  wey  of  skill  it  seweth. 

The  man  is  cause  howe  so  befiiUe, 

That  he  fiill  ofte  sith  is  ialle. 

Where  that  he  maie  not  well  arise. 
And  netheles  full  many  wise 

Befooled  haue  hem  selfe  er  this : 

As  nowe  a  daics  yet  it  is 

Amonge  the  men  and  euer  wa^, 

The  stronge  is  febleste  in  this  taas. 
It  sit  a  man  by  wey  of  kynde 

To  loue,  but  it  is  not  kin^, 

A  man  for  lone  his  wi^q  lese. 

For  if  the  month  of  lute  shall  frese, 

And  that  December  8hi»\)  be  bote, 

The  yere  mistometh  well  I  wote. 
To  seen  a  man  fVom  his  estate 

Through  bis  sotie  effeminate. 

And  leue  that  a  man  shall  dooe. 

It  is  as  hose  aboue  the  shooe 

To  man>  wbiche  oughte  not  to  be  rsed. 

But  yet  the  worlde^hath  ofte  accused 

Full  great  princes  of  this  dede, 

Howe  thei  for  loue  hem  selfe  mislede, 

Wherof  manliode  stoode  behinde, 

Of  Okie  ensamples  as  men  fynde. 

HiC  ponit  exempluro,  qualiter  pro  eo  quod  Sarda^ 
napallus  Assiriorum  princeps,  muliebri  oblecta- 
mento  cfieminatus  sue  concuplscentie  torporem, 
quasi  ex  consuetudine  adbibebat,  ab  Arbacto 
rege  Medorum  super  hoc  insidiante  in  sui  fer- 
iioris  maiori  voluptate  subitis  mutationibus  esc- 
tinctus  est. 

These  olde  gestes  tellen  thns 

That  whilome  Sardanapalus, 

Whiche  helde  all  hole  in  his  empire 

The  great  kyngdome  of  Assire, 

Was  through  the  slouth  of  bis  corage 

Fall  into  the  ilke  firie  rage 

Of  loue,  whiche  the  men  assoteth, 

Wherof  hym  selfe  he  so  riotetb, 

And  wexeth  so  ferforth  womannisshe. 

That  ageyn  kynde,  as  if  a  fisshe 


Abide  wolde  vpon  the  lonle,  %. 

In  women  sucbe  a  luste  he  fonde^ 

That  he  dwelte  euer  in  cfaambre  stilleir 

And  only  wrought  after  the  wille 

Of  women,  so  as  he  was  bede, 

That  seldome  whan  in  other  stede, 

If  that  he  wolde  wenden  oute. 

To  seen  howe  that  it  stode  aboute. 

But  there  he  kiste,  and  there  he  plaied,< 

Thei  taughten  hym  a  lace  to  braied. 

And  weue  a  purs,  and  to  enfile     . 

A  perle  :  And  fell  tbillee  while 

One  Arbactus,  the  prince  of  Mode, 

Seeth  the  kynge  in  womanbede. 

Was  falle  fro  chiaalrie. 

And  gate  hym  beipe,  and  companie. 

And  wrought  so,  that  at  laste 

This  kyngo  out  of  his  reigne  be  caste, 

Whiche  was  vndone  for  euer  mo. 

And  yet  men  speakea  of  hym  so, 

That  it  is  shame  for  to  here. 

For  thy  to  loue  is  in  manere. 

t 

Nota  qualiter  Daoid  amans  mulieres  propter  ho* 
probitatem  armonim  non  miotts  exercuit 

KTvroB  Dauid  had  many  a  lone : 
But  netheles  alwaie  aboue 
Knigbtbode  be  kepte  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  for  no  flessbely  couetise' 
Of  lust  to  ligge  in  ladies  armes. 
He  lefte  not  the  laste  of  armes. 
For  where  a  prince  his  tustes  suetb. 
That  he  the  warre  not  pursueth, 
Whan  it  is  tyme  to.  bene  armed : 
His  couutre  stant  full  ofte  harmed. 
Whan  the  enemies  be  ware  bolde. 
That  thei  defence  none  beholde,'  • 
Full  many  a  loode  hath  so  be  lore. 
As  men  maie  rede  ofte  tyme  afore. 
Of  hem  that  so  her  eases  sougfaten, 
Whiche  after  thei  full  dere  abouten. 

Hie  loquitur  qualiter  regnum  lasciuie  voIiiptBli* 
bus  deditura,  de  facili  vincitur:  Et  ponit  exem- 
plum  de  Cyro  rege  Persarum,  qui  cum  LidM 
mira  probitatis  strenuissimos,  sibique  in  bello 
aduersantes  nuUo  qkmIo  vincere  potuit,  cum  ip- 
sis  tandem  pacis  tractatum  dissimilans,  concor- 
diam  finalem  stabilire  finxit,  super  quo  Lydi 
postea  per  aliquod  tempus  armis  insoUiti  sub 
pacis  tempore  voloptatibus  intendebant.  Suod 
Cyrus  percipiens  in  eos  armatus  subito  irruit, 
ipsosque  inde  sensibiles  vincens  suo  impeti* 
tributarios  subiugauit. 

To  mochell  ease  is  nothynge  worthe. 
For  that  setteth  euery  vice  fbrthe. 
And  euery  vertue  put  a  backe, 
Wherof  price  turaeth  in  to  lacke. 
As  in  cronike  I  maie  reherse, 
Whiche  telleth,  howe  t|)e  kynge  of  Perse 
That  Cyrus  hight,  a  warre  hadde 
Ageinst  the  people,  whiche  he  dradde, . 
Of  a  countrey,  whiche  Lydoshtght. 
But  yet  for  ought  that  he  do  might. 
As  in  bataile  vpon  the  warre. 
He  bad  of  them  alwaie  the  warre. 
And  whan  he  sighe,  and  wist  it  welo^ 
That  be  by  strength  wan  no  dele : 
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Than  at  laste  he  OMte  a  wile 
This  worthy  peopk  to  begyle. 
And  toke  with  hem  a  feigned  peee« 
Whicbe  shulde  lasten  endeleesy 
So  as  he  sayde  in  wordes  wise. 
Bat  he  tbongfat  all  in  other  wise. 
For  it  betid  vpon  the  caas, 
Whan  that  this  people  in  rest  was» 
Tbei  token  eases  many  folds, 
And  vorldes  ease  (as  it  is  tolde) 
By  waie  of  kynde  is  the  norice  ' 
Of  enery  loste,  whiche  toueheth  vice. 

Thus  whan  tl^i  were  in  lustes  &11, 
The  warres  bene  forgeten  all. 
Was  none,  whiche  wolde  the  worship 
Of  amies,  hat  in  ide|ship, 
Thei  pntten  husinesse  awaie. 
And  toke  hem  to  dannce  and  plaie. 
But  moate  ahooe  all  other  tbynges 
Thei  token  hem  to  the  likynges 
Of  fleasbely  lustee,  that  chastitee 
Reoeiued  was  in  no  degree : 
Bat  caery  man  doth  what  him  liste. 

Aad  wbao  the  kynge  of  Perse  it  wiste^ 
That  thei  ynto  folic  entenden, 
With  his  power,  whan  thei  lest  wenden. 
More  aodeinly  than  doth  the  thunder 
He  came,  for  euer  and  put  h^m  vnder. 
And  thoa  bath  lecherie  lore 
The  knde,  whicbe  had  be  tofore 
The  hesCe  of  hem,  that  were  tbo. 

Kota  qnafiter  facta  bellica  Inicus  infortnnat.  Et 
narrat,  quod  cum  rex  Amolech  bebreis  sibi  in- 
sultantibns  resistere  nequit,  Consilio  Balaam 
mulieres  iwgni  sai  pulcherrimas  in  castro  he- 
bieomm  misit,  qui  ah  ipsis  contaminati  sunt. 

Am  in  the  bible  I  findealso 

A  tale,  like  vnto  this  thinge, 

Howe  Ameleche  the  paioym  kynge. 

Wham  that  he  might  by  no  weye 

Ddende  hia  londe,  and  put  aweie 

The  worthie  people  of  IsraelL 

This  sarsain,  as  it  befelle 

Through  tha  coanceile  of  Balaam, 

A  root  uf  foire  women  nam, 

That  lustie  were^  and  of  yonge  age, 

And  bad  hem  go  to  the  linage 

Of  these  hebrewes :  and  forth  thei  went. 

With  eyen  grey,  aad  browes  bent. 

And  well  araied  euerichone. 

And  vban  thei  comen  were  anone 

Amonge  thebrews,  was  none  in  sight, 

Bot  catche  wbe  that  catche  might. 

And  ache  of  hem  his  lustes  sought, 

Whicbe  after  they  full  dere  abought. 

For  giace  anone  began  to  faile. 

That  whan  thei  comen  to  hataile. 

Than  aflerwarde  in  sory  pUte 

Thei  woe  take  and  discomfite. 

80  that  within  a  litell  tbrowe 

The  might  of  hem  was  ouertbrowe. 

That  whiloma  were  wont  to  stonde. 

Till  Fhinees  the  cause  on  honde 

Hath  take,  this  Tengeance  last : 

Bot  than  it  ceased  at  laste. 

For  god  was  paide,  of  that  be  dede. 

For  vhere  be  fonde  vpon  a  <dede 

A  couple,  whicbe  misferred  so, 

Tbrooghoat  he  smote  hem  both  two, 

TOi.  11. 


And  let  hem  ligge  in  mens  eie» 
Wfaerof  all  other,  whiche  hem  sie, 
Ensampled  hem  vpon  the  dede. 
And  prayden  mto  the  godhede^ 
Her  olde  sinnes  to  amends. 
And  he  whiche  wolde  his  meroy  sende. 
Restored  hem  to  newe  grace. 

Thus  maie  it  shewe  in  sondry  place 
Of  chastitee  howe  the  clenaesse 
Accordeth  to  the  wopthiaesse 
Of  men  of  armes  ouer  a)l. 
But  moste  of  all  In  speciail 
This  Tertue  to  a  kynge  belongeth. 
For  vpon  his  fortune  it  bongetb. 
Of  that  his  londe  shall  spede  or  spille. 
For  thy  but  if  a  kynge  his  will 
Fro  lustes  of  his  fleshe  restreyne, 
Ageyne  hym  selfe  he  maketh  a  treyne, 
Into  the  whiche  if  that  be  slide, 
Hym  were  better  go  beside* 

For  euery  man  maie  vnderstonde* 
Howe  for  a  tyme  that  it  stonde. 
It  is  a  sorie  lust  to  like. 
Whose  ende  maketb  a  man  to  sike. 
And  toumeth  ioyes  in  to  sorowe. 
The  bright  sonne  by  the  morowe 
Bethineth  not  the  derke  night, 
The  lusty  yongth  of  mans  might 
In  age  but  it  ^nde  weLe, 
Mistorneth  all  the  last  vhele. 

Hie  loquitur  qualitev  prineipum  irregnlaAa  volup- 
tas  eos  a  seniita  recta  asultotiene  d«»aiar»  com- 
pellit,  Et  nairat  exemplum  de  SaJomone,  qui 
ex  sue  carnis  coputopiacentia  vicjUis,  mulierum 
bland! mentis  in  sui  scandalum  deos  alienos  co- 
lere  presumebat. 

That  enery  worthy  priu^e  is  holde 

Within  hym  selfe  to  behoidp» 

To  see  the  state  of  his  persone. 

And  th3rnke9  howe  there  be  ioyes  none 

Upon  this  erthe  made  to  laste : 

And  how  the  fleshe  shaJl  at  last 

The  lustes  of  his  life  forsake : 

Hym  ought  a  great  ensample  take 

Of  Salomon,  whose  apetite 

Was  holly  sette  vpon  delite 

To  take  of  women  the  plcsance, 

So  that  vpon  his  ignorance 

The  wyde  worlde  mernaileth  yit. 

That  he,  whiche  all  mens  wit 

In  thilke  tyme  batb  ouerpassed. 

With  fleshly  lustes  was  so  tassed. 

That  he  whiche  ledde  vnder  the  lawe 

The  people  of  god,  hym  selfe  withdrawe 

He  hath  fro  god  in  suche  a  wise» 

That  he  worship  and  sacriGce 

Fur  sondrie  loue  in  sondrie  stede 

Unto  the  fals  god*  dede. 

This  was  the  wise  Ecclesiaste, 

The  fame  of  whom  shall  euer  laste, 

That  be  the  migbtie  god  forsoke 

Ageyn  the  lawe  whan  bee  toke 

His  wyues  and  the  concubines 

Of  hem  thai  were  sarasines. 

For  whicbe  be  did  idolatrie* 

For  this  I  rede  of  his  sotie. 

She  of  Zidonie  so  him  ladde. 

That  be  kndeode  his  armes  spradde 
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To  Asthoreth  with  great  humblcsse, 

Whiche  of  her  londe  was  the  goddesse. 

And  she  that  was  of  Moabite 

So  ferforth  made  hym  to  delite 

Through  lust,  which  all  his  wit  deuoaretb. 

That  he  Chamos  hir  god  boDoreth. 

An  other  Amonite  also 

With  loae  him  hath  assoted  so, 

Hir  god  Moloche  that  with  encence 

He  sacreth^  and  doth  reuerence 

In  suche  a  wise  as  she  hym  bad. 

Thus  was  the  wyseste  ouerlad 

With  biynde  lustes,  whiche  he  sought. 

But  he  it  afterwarde  abought. 

Nota  hie  qtialiter  Achias  propheta  in  signum, 
quod  regnum  post  mortem  Salomonis  ob  eius 
peccatum  a  soo  herede  dimineretur,  pallium 
8unm  in  duodecim  partes  scidit,  vnde  decern 
partes  leroboe  filio  Nabat,  qui  regnaturus  pos- 
tea  successit,  precepto  dei  tribuit 

For  Achias  Silonites, 
Whiche  was  prophet  er  his  deces. 
While  he  was  in  bis  lustes  all, 
Betokeneth  what  shall  after  falle. 
For  on  a  doie,  whan  thfit  he  mett« 
leroboam  the  knight  he  grette,    > 
And  bad  hym,  that  he  shulde  abide 
To  here  what  hym  shall  betide. 
And  forth  withall  Achias  cast 
His  mantell  of,  and  also  fan 
Be  cut  it  in  to  peces  twelfe, 
Wherof  two  partes  vnto  hym  selfe 
He  kepte,  and  all  the  remenant. 
As  god  hath  set  his  oouenant. 
He  toke  vnto  leroboas. 
Of  Nabat  whiche  the  sonne  fras, 
And  of  the  kynges  courte  a  knigbt. 
And  saide  hym,  suche  is  gods  might 
As  thou  haste  sene  departed  here 
My  mantell,  right  in  suche  mancre 
After  the  dethe  of  Salomon 
God  hath  ordeined  then^pon. 
This  reigq,e  than  he  shall  deuide, 
Whiche  tyme  eke  thou  shalt  abide. 
And  vpon  that  diuision 
The  reigne  as  in  proporcion, 
As  thou  hast  of  my  mantell  take. 
Thou  shalt  n  ceiue  I  vndertake. 

And  thus  the  sonne  shall  able 
The  lustes  and  the  lecherie 
Of  hym,  whiche  nowc  his  fihther  is. 

So  for  to  taken  hede  of  this 
It  sit  a  kynge  well  to  be  chaste : 
For  ds  he  male  lightly  waste 
Hym  selfe,  and  eke  his  reigne  bothe. 
And  that  ought  euery  kynge  to  lothe, 
O  whiche  a  si  one  violent, 
Wherof  so  wise  a  kynge  was  sbent. 
That  he  vengeance  of  his  persone 
Was  not  enough  to  take  alone. 
But  afteiw'arde,  whan  he  was  passed. 
It  hath  his  heritage  lassed, 
As  I  more  openly  tofore 
The  tale  tolde :  And  thus  therforc 
*rhe  philosopher  vpon  this  thinge 
Writte,  ard  coun^^iled  to  a  kynge. 
That  Tie  the  forfetc  of  luxure 
Shall  tempre,  and  rale  of  suche  measure. 


Whiche  be  to  kyade  inffisant, 
And  eke  to  reason  accordant. 
So  that  the  luStes  ignorance 
Be  causn  of  no  misgouemaoce^ 
Through  whiche  that  be  be  ouefthrowe 
As  he  that  will  no  reason  knowc 
For  but  a  mans  wit  be  swerued. 
Whan  kynde  is  dulicbe  serued. 
It  ought  of  reason  to  sufR^. 
For  if  it  fall  hym  otherwise. 
He  male  the  lustes  sore  drede. 
For  of  Anthonie  thus  I  rede, 
Whiche  of  Seuenis  was  the  sonne. 
That  he  his  life  of  commune  woone 
Yane  holly  vnto  thilke  vice. 
And  ofte  tyme  he  was  ao  nice, 
Wherof  nature  hir  hath  compleined 
ITnto  the  god,  whiche  hath  disdeigned 
The  warkes  whiche  Anthonie  wrought 
Of  luste,  whiche  he  fulle  sore  abought. 
For  god  his  fbrfete  hath  so  wroke. 
That  in  cronike  It  is  yet  spoke. 
But  for  to  take  remembrance 
Of  speciall  misgouemance, 
Through  couetise  and  iniustice. 
Forth  with  the  remenant  of  vice. 
And  nameliche  of  lecherie, 
I  fynde  write  a  great  partie 
Within  a  tale,  as  thou  shalt  here, 
Whiche  is  thensample  of  this  matere. 

Hie  loquitur  de  Tarquinio  Rome  nuper  impen- 
tore,  necnon  et  de  eiusdem  filio  nomine  Arrooii 
qui  omnium  viciorum  varietate  repleti  tarn  in 
homines  quam  iu  mulieres  innumera  scelen 
perpetrarunt. 

So  as  these  olde  gestes  seyne 
The  proude  tyrannisshe  Romeyne 
Tarqninius,  whiche  was  than  kynge, 
And  wroughtmany  a  wrongful!  thynge. 
Of  sonnes  he  had  many  one, 
Amonge  the  whiche  Arrous  was  one, 
Liche  to  his  father  in  maneres« 
So  that  within  a  fewe  yeres. 
With  treason  and  with  tyrannic, 
Thei  wonne  of  londe  a  great  partie^ 
And  token  hede  of  no  iustice, 
Whiche  dewe  was  to  her  office 
Upon  the  rule  of  gouemance. 
But  all  thateuer  was  plesance. 
Unto  the  6esshes  lust,  thci  toke. 
And  fill  so,  that  thei  vndertoke 
A  werre,  whiche  was  nought  acbeued. 
But  often  tyme  it  had  hem  greued, 
Ageyne  a  foike,  whiche  than  bight 
The  Gabiens,  and  all  by  night 
Thus  Arrous  whan  he  was  at  home 
In  Rome,  a  preuy  place  he  nome 
Within  a  chamber,  and  bete  hym  seH^ 
And  made  hym  woundes .  x.  or  twelfis 
Upon  the  backe,  as  it  was  sene. 
And  so  forth  with  his  hurtes  grene 
In  all  the  haste  that  he  male 
He  rode,  and  cam  that  other  dale 
Unto  Oabie  the  citee, 
And  in  he  went:  and  whan  that  he 
Was  knowe,  anone  the  yates  were  ahett 
The  lordes  all  vpon  hym  set 
With  drawe  swerdes  vpon  honde. 
And  Arrous  wolde  hem  not  wistonde^ 
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And  nida,  !  am  here  at  yoar  wil1e> 
At  lefB  it  ii  that  ye  me  spille 
At  if  myn  owne  lather  dede. 
And  forth  within  that  same  stede 
Kepraidehem  thatthei  wolde  lee^ 
Aad  toUe  hem  in  what  degree 
His  lather,  and  his  bretheme  botfae^ 
Whiche  ae  be  sayd  weren  wrothe, 
Hym  had  beaten  and  reoHed^ 
Aid  o«t  of  ttonie  for  eoer  exiled. 
Aad  thos  he  made  hem  to  beleue. 
And  saide :  if  that  he  might  acbeue 
His  poipos,  it  shall  well  be  yolde, 
Be  10  that  thei  hym  helpe  woled. 
Whan  that  tbe  lordes  had  sene, 
Howe  vefuily  be  was  betene^ 
Thei  tolie  pitee  of  his  greue. 
But  yet  it  was  hem  wonder  leue, 
Unt  Rome  hym  had  exiled  so. 

Tbe  Gabieos  by  connseyle  tho 
Upon  the  gdddes  made  bym  sweare. 
That  be  to  hem  shall  troath  beare. 
And  strength  herii  with  all  his  might. 

And  thei  also  hym  hath  behight 
To  belpen  bym  in  his  quarele. 
Thd  shope  than  for  his  bele, 
Tbst  be  was  bathed  and  anoynt 
Tdl  tbat  he  was  in  lusty  poynt, 
Aad  what  he  wolde  than  be  bad. 
That  he  aU  holle  tbe  citee  lad 
lUrbt  as  he  wolde  bym  selfo  deuise : 
And  fhan  be  thought  hym  in  what  wise 
He  might  his  tyrannie  sbewe. 
And  tohe  to  his  co6nsei!e  a  shrewe. 
Whom  to  bis  lather  forth  he  sent. 
And  in  his  message  he  tbo  went. 
And  praied  his  fother  for  to  saie 
By  bis  anise  and  lynde  a  waie. 
Host  thei  the  citee  might  wynne. 
While  be  stoode  so  well  tberin. 

And  whan  the  messenger  was  come 
To  Rome,  and  hath  in  counseile  nome 
Tbe  kynge :  It  fell  purcbance  so, 
That  thei  were  in  a  gaideioe  tho 
This  messager  forth  with  the  kyuge. 
And  whan  be  bad  tolde  the  thynge, 
lo  what  maner  that  it  stoode : 
Aad  that  Tarqninios  vnderstoode : 
By  the  message,  bow  tbat  it  forde, 
Aoooe  be  toke  in  bonde  a  yerde, 
And  ia  the  gardeyne  as  thei  gone, 
Tbe  lilly  croppes  one  and  one. 
Where  tbat  thei  weren  sprongen  out. 
He  OMKe  oi^  as  thei  stoode  about : 
And  Slide  mto  the  messengere, 

io  this  thyng,  whiche  I  do  nowe  here» 
Shan  be  in  stede  of  thyn  answere. 
And  to  this  wife  as  I  me  here, 
Thou  ibalte  vnto  my  sonne  teUe. 
And  he  no  lenger  wolde  dwelle, 
Bm  toke  his  leoe,  and  goth  witball 
Unto  his  lorde,  and  tolde  hym  all, 
Howe  that  his  fother  bad  do. 

Whsa  Arrous  herde  bym  tell  so, 
Anone  be  wist  what  it  ment. 
And  thetto  set  all  bis  enient 
Till  be  throogb  fraude  and  treclierie 
The  princes  heades  of  Gabie 
Hsth  miten  of,  and  all  was  wonne, 
Hi«  fiohcr  cam  tofore  the  sonne 


In  t9  the  towne  with  the  Romeyns, 

And  toke  and  slewe  the  citezeyns 

Withont  reason  or  pitee, 

Thai  be  ne  spareth  no  degree. 

And  for  the  vpede  of  bis  conqueste 

He  let  do  make  a  riche  feste. 

With  a  solempne  sacrifloe 

In  Phebos  temple.  And  in  this  wise 

Whan  the  Romaynef  assembled  were 

In  presence  of  hem  ^11  there. 

Upon  the  enter  when  all  was  digbt. 

And  that  the  ^ves  were  a  light. 

From  ▼nderthe  auter  sodeinly 

An  bidoos  serpent  openly 

Cam  out,  and  hath  deuoured  all 

Tbe  sacrifice,  and  eke  witball 

The  fym  qneynt:  and  forth  anone. 

So  as  he  came,  so  is  he  gone 

In  to  the  depe  gronnde  ayene» 

And  euery  man  began  to  seyne : 

A  lorde,  what  maie  this  signifie } 

And  thervpon  thei  praie  and  crie 

To  Phebus,  tbat  thei  mighten  knowe 

Tbe  cause:  and  be  tbe  same  throwe 

With  gasUi  vc^ce,  that  all  it  herde. 

The  Romains  in  this  wise  answerde. 

And  sayd,  bow  for  tbe  wickednes 

Of  pride,  and  of  ▼nrightwisenes,  _^ 

That  Tarquine  and  his  sonne  bath  do»  "^ 

The  sacrifice  is  wasted  so 

Whiche  might  not  ben  ooceptaUe 

Upon  snche  sinne  abbomtnable. 

And  oner  that  yet  he  hem  wisseth. 
And  saith,  whiohe  of  ham  first  kysseth 
His  mother,'  he  shall  take  wreche 
Upon  the  wronge :  and  of  tbat  specbe 
The!  ben  within  her  hertcs  glade. 
Though  thei  outward  no  semblance  m>de, ' 
Ther  was  a  knight,  which  Brutus  bight,  . 
And  be  with  all  the  haste  he  might 
To  gronnde  fill,  and  there  he  kiste : 
But  none  of  hem  the  cause  wiste. 
But  wende  that  he  had  spoonfed 
Perchance,  and  so  was  ouertoomed..  J 

But  Bmtns  all  an  other  ment 
For  he  knewe  well  in  his  entent, 
Howe  therthe  of  euery  mans  kynde 
Is  mother:  but  they  weren  blynde. 
And  sighe  not  so  ferre  as  bee. 
But  when  thei  leften  tbe  citee« 
And  comen  home  to  Rome  agejrn ; 
Than  euery  man,  whiche  was  Romelne, 
And  moder  hath,  to  hir  be  bende. 
And  kist,  and  ecbe  of  hem  thus  wende 
To  be  the  fyrste  rpon  tbe  chance. 
Of  Terqnioe  for  to  do  vengeance, 
So  as  thei  herden  Phebus  seyne. 
But  eneiy  time  bath  his  certeyne^ 
So  must  it  nedes  than  abide. 
Till  afterwarde  vpon  a  tide : 

Hie  narrat,  quod  com  Tarqninins  in  obeidione  d- 
uitatis  Ardee,  vt  earn  destrueret,  inteqtus  ftiit^ 
Arrous  filius  eius  Romnm  secreto  adiens  in  do- 
mo  Collatini  bospitatoa  est,  vbi  de  nocte  ilkm 
castissimam  dominam  I*oereciam  imagtnatn 
fraude  vi  oppressit,  vnde  ilia  pre  dolore  mortnap 
ipse  cum  Tarqoinio  patre  suo,  tota  damanln 
Roma,  imperpetunm  ezilium  ddegati  funU 
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Tarqvinids  made  Tukilfu)!  j 
A  werre,  whiche  was  fast  by, 
Ageyn  a  towne  with  walles  stron^^e, 
Whiche  Ardea  was  cleped  longe, 
And  cast  a  se^  there  aboote. 
That  there  maie  no  man  passen  oute. 

So  it  befelle  vpon  a  ni^ht 
Arroas,  whiche  had  his  souper  dight, 
A  parte  of  the  chiualrie^ 
With  hym  to  suppe  in  coippanie 
Hath  bede :  and  whan  thei  domen  were. 
And  sette  at  sapper  there, 
Amonge  her  other  wordes  glade 
Arrous  a  great  spekynge  made. 
Who  h^  tho  the  best  wife 
Of  Rome,  and  thoa  began  a  strife. 
Por  Arrous  saith,  he  hath  the  best. 
So  ianglen  thei  witbouten  rest, 
Till  at  laste  one  Collatine 
A  worthy  knight,  and  was  cosine 
To  Arrous,  saide  him  in  this  wise. 

It  is  (quod  he)  of  none  emprise 
To  speke  a  worde,  but  of  the  dede, 
Wherof  it  is  to  taken  bede. 
A  none  for  thy  this  same  tyde 
liepe  on  thy  hors,  and  let  rs  ride. 
So  maie  we  knowe  both  two 
Vnwarely  what  bur  wiues  do. 
And  that  shall  be  a  trewe  assaie. 

This  Arroui  iaitti  not  ones  naie. 
On  horsebacke  anone  thei  lepte. 
In  suche  manere  and  nothinge  slepte 
Ridende  forth  till  that  thei  come 
AH  priuelie  within  Kome, 
In  strange  place  and  downe  thei  light. 
And  take  a  chambre  oute  of  sight. 

Thei  be  disguised  for  a  throwe, 
So  that  no  life  shulde  hem  knowe. 
And  to  the  paleis  first  thei  sought, 
To  se  what  thynge  these  ladies  wrought^ 
Of  whiche  Arrous  made  a  raimt. 
And  thei  hir  sigh  of  glad  semblaunt 
All  foil  of  myrthes  and  of  hordes. 
But  amonge  all  other  wordes 
fibe  spake  not  of  hir  husbonde. 
And  whan  thei  had  all  vnderstonde 
Of  thilke  place  what  hem  liste, 
.Tliei  gone  hem  forth  that  none  it  wist 

Beside  thilke  yate  of  bras, 
Collacea  whiche  cleped  wasy 
Where  Collatine  hath  his  dwellynge, 
There  founden  thei  at  home  sittynge 
Lucrece  hh  wife  all  enuironed 
With  women,  whiche  were  abandoned 
To  werche,  and  she  wrought  eke  withall, 
And  bad  hem  haste,  and  said  it  shall 
Be  for  myn  husbondes  weare : 
Whiche  with  his  shelde  and  with  his  sj^eare 
Xieth  at  sirge  in  great  disease. 
And  if  it  sholde  bym  hot  displease, 
Nowe  wolde  god,  I  had  hyin  here. 
For  certes  tyll  that  I  maie  here 
Some  goodtidynge  of  his  estate, 
Hy  berte  is  euer  rpon  debate. 
For  so  as  all  men  witoesse, , 
He  is  of  sucbe  an  hardinesse. 
That  be  can  not  hym  selfe  sparer 
And  that  is  all  my  moste  care, 
Wban  thei  the  walles  shulde  assaUaw 
But  if  my  wishes  night  auaile. 


I  wolde  it  were  a  groundles  pit^ 
Be  so  the  siege  were  vnknit. 
And  I  my  husbonde  tie. 
With  that  the  water  in  hir  eie 
Arose,  that  she  oe  might  it  stoppe. 
And  as  men  sene  the  dew  bedroppe 
The  leues  and  the  floures  eke : 
Right  so  vpon  hir  white  cheke : 
The  wofttU  salte  terres  felle. 

Whan  Collatine  hath  herde  hirt^Be 
The  meanynge  of  hir  trewe  herte, 
Anone  with  that  to  hir  he  sterte. 
And  sayd:  Lo  my  good  dere, 
Nowe  is  he  come  to  you  here,  < 
That  ye  moste  louen  as  ye  seyne. 

And  she  with  goodly  cbere  ageyne 
Beclipt  him  in  hir  armes  smale* 
And  the  colour,  if  hiche  erste  was  pal^ 
To  beautee  than  was  restoredy 
So  that  it  might  not  be  mored. 

The  kynges  son 0^9  which  was  nigh. 
And  of  this  lady  herde  find  $igh 
The  thynges,  as  thei  ben  be^lU 
The  reason  of  his  wittes  all 
Hath  loste :  for  loue  vpon  his  parte 
Cam  than,  and  of  his  firie  darte 
With  such  a  wounde  him  hath  through  pmte^ 
That  he  must  nedes  fele  and  wite 
Of  thilke  blinde  maladie. 
To  whiche  no  cure  of  suigerie 
Can  helpe,  bqt  yet  netbetes 
At  thilke  ^me  he  belde  his  pes. 
That  he  no  countenance  made. 
But  openly  with  word<|s  ^ade. 
So  as  he  coude  in  his  mafiere, 
He  spake,  and  made  fr^ni^Iy  cher^ 
Tyl  it  was  tyme  for  to  goe. 
And  Collatine  with  him  also 
His  leue  toke,  so  |hat  by  night. 
With  all  the  haste  t^at  (hei  ihiglit, 
Thei  riden  to  th?  sj^e  ageyn. 

But  Arrous  was  so  wo  bcnein 
With  thoughtes,  whicli  vpon  )^im  Tonp/e^ 
That  he  all  by  the  brode  Sonne 
To  bedde  goth,  not  for  to  rcste. 
But  for  to  thinke  vpon  the  beste. 
And  the  foirest  forth  with  alle. 
That  euer  he  sigh,  or  euer  shalk;. 
So  as  him  thought  in  his  cor^ej 
Where  he  portreied  hir  image, 

Fyrst  the  fetures  of  hir  (ace. 
In  whiche  nature  had  aU  grace 
Of  womanlie  beutee  besette. 
So  that  it  might  not  be  \)e\te. 
And  howc  hir  yelowe  b^re  WM  trefmod. 
And  hir  atyie  so  well  accessed. 
And  bowe  she  weote^  ai  this  be  tboqgh|. 
And  howe  she  spake,  and  how  she  wnMagbt. 
That  he  foryeten  bath  po  dele,       ^^  ^^  ' 
But  all  it  liketh  ^im  so'wele/ 
That  in  the  worde  nor  in  the  dede 
Hir  lacked  nought  of  womanhedie. 

And  thus  this  tyranniidie  kni|:ht 
Was  soupled,  but  not  ba^e  mht- 
For  be  none  other  hede  toke^  . 
But  thdt  he  might  by'somme  cifcdce, 
AW  though  it  were  ageyne  bir  vole. 
The  lustes  of  his  fiesh  $il4y e, 
Whiche  lone  was  not  reasonable. 
For  where  honour  is  rcmeuaU^ 
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It  oaglit  well  to  ben  adaised : 

Bot  he  whicbe  bstli  his  lust  assised 

With  medlid  lone  and  tyrannies 

Hatb  fbaode  rpon  his  trecherie 

A  veye,  wbiche  be  thlnketh  to  holde» 

And  taytb :  fortaue  7nto  the  bolde 

Ii  frnonble  for  to  helpe. 

And  thus  within  him  selfe  to  yelpe. 
As  he  wbiche  was  a  wilde  maa 
Upon  bis  treason  he  began. 
And  Tp  he  sterte,  and  fortb  be  wente 
Od  horsbacke^  but  his  entente 
There  kaewe  do  wight,  and  he  name 
The  nexte  waie,  till  be  came 
Uoto  Collacea  the  gate 
Of  Rome,  and  it  watf  somedele  late. 
Right  eneo  vpon  the  sonne  sette. 
And  he  wbiche  had  shape  his  nette 
Uir  bnocence  to  betrappe, 
Aad  as  it  shulde  tho  mishappe. 
As  prioely  is  euer  he  might 
He  rode,  and  of  bis  bors  alight 
Tofore  CoUatinet  lone. 
And  an  frendelicbe  goth  him  in. 
As  he  that  was  cosin  of  honse. 

And  she,  wbiche  is  the  good  spouse 
Lncrece,  whan  that  she  hym  sighe. 
With  goodly  chere  drewe  hym  nighe. 
As  she,  wbiche  all  honour  supposeth. 
And  hym,  so  as  she  dare,  opposeth 
Howe  it  stode  of  hir  busbonde.  ' 

And  he  tho  did  hir  ▼nderstoude 
With  tales  feigned  in  this  wise, 
Right  as  he  wolde  hini  selfe  deuise. 
Wherof  be  might  hir  herte  gladde. 
That  she  (he  better  chere  made, 
Whan  she  the  gladde  wordes  berde, 
Howe  that  hir  husbande  ferde. 
Aad  thos  the  trouthe  was  deceiued 
With  slie  treason,  wbiche  was  receiued 
To  hir,  wbiche  mente  all  good. 
For  as  the  festes  than  stoode  ^ 
His  sonper  was  right  wet  arraied : 
Hot  yet  he  bath  nd  worde  assaied 
To  speke  of  lone  in  no  degree. 
Bat  with  coaert  subtilitee 
His  ftendly  spedhes  he  affaiteth, 
And  as  the  tigre  bis  tyme  awaitetb, 
la  hope  for  to  catche  his  praie. 

Whan  that  the  hordes  were  awaie, 
And  thei  bane  souped  in  the  balle. 
He  saith,  that  slepe  is  on  him  fiille. 
And  praith,  be  mote  go  to  bedde. 
And  she  with  all  haste  spedde. 
So  at  hir  thocAsht  it  was  to  doone, 
Tfaat  enery  thinge  was  redie  soone. 
She  brooght  him  to  his  chamber  tho. 
And  toke  hir  lene,  and  forth  is  go 
In  to  hir  owne  chambre  by  : 
And  she  that  weode  oerteynly 
Bane  had  a  frende,  and  had  a  fo, 
Wherof  mi  after  mocbell  wo. 

This  tyranne  though  be  lie  softe, 
Ooteof  his  bedde  arose  full  ode. 
And  goeth  abonte,  and  leied  his  ere 
To  herken,  till  that  all  were 
To  bedde  gone,  and  slepten  faste. 
And  tbaa  rpon  hym  selfe  be  caste 
A  mantel,  and  bis  swerde  all  naked 
He  toke  in  bonde,  aiM  the  rnwaked 


A  bedde  laie :  but  what  she  mette 
God  wote,  for  be  the  dore  rnshette 
So  priuely,  that  none  it  berde. 
The  softe  paas  and  forth  he  forde 
Into  the  bedde,  where  that  she  slepte. 
All  sodeinly  and  in  be  crepte. 
And  hir  in  bothe  his  armes  toke. 
With  that  this  worthy  wyfe  awoke, 
Whicbe  through  teodresse  of  womanhed, 
Hir  voyce  bath  loste  for  pure  drede, 
That  one  worde  speke  she  ne  dare. 
And  eke  he  bade  hir  to  beware. 
For  if  she  made  noyM  or  one. 
He  sayd,  bis  swerde  laie  faste  bie 
To  slee  hir,  and  hir  folke  aboute. 
And  thus  he  brought  hir  herte  in  doutOi 
That  like  a  lambe,  whan  it  is  cesed 
In  wolnes  mouthy  so  was  diseased 
Lucrece  whicbe  he  naked  fonde, 
Wherof  she  swooned  in  his  bonde. 
And,  as  who  ^aitb,  laie  dede  oppressed. 
And  he  wbiche  all  him  bad  adressed 
To  luste,  toke  than  what  him  liste. 
And  goth  his  weye,  that  none  it  wist^ 
In  to  his  owne  chambre  ageyn. 
And  cleped  vp  his  chamberleyn. 
And  made  hym  redie  for  to  ride. 
And  thus  this  lecherous  pride 
To  liort  lepte»  and  forth  he  rode. 
And  she  whicbe  in  hir  bed  abode. 
Whan  that  she  wist  he  was  agone. 
She  cleped  after  light  anone. 
And  vp  arose  longe  er  the  daie. 
And  cast  aweie  hir  fresshe  araie. 
As  she  whicbe  hath  the  worlde  forsake. 
And  toke  Tpon  the  clothes  blake.  ' 
And  euer  vpon  contiouinge 
Right  as  men  see  a  welle  springe. 
With  eien  foil  of  wofiill  teares 
Hir  beare  hangynge  aboute  her  eares 
She  wepte,  and  no  man  wist  whie. 
But  yet  amonge  foil  pitouslie 
She  praied,  that  thei  nolden  dretche 
Hir  husbonde  for  to  fetclie. 
Forthwith  hir  fader  eke  also. 
Thus  be  thei  comen  bothe  two. 
And  Brutus  came  with  Collatinc, 
Whicbe  to  Lucrece  was  cosine^ 
And  in  thei  i^enten  all  three 
To  chambre,  where  thei  migbt  see 
The  wofoUest  vpbo  this  molde, 
Whicbe  wepte,  at  she  to  water  sholde. 

The  chambre  dore  anone  was  stoke 
£r  thei  bane  ought  vnto  hir  spoke. 
Tbei  see  hir  clothes  all  disgised. 
And  bowe  she  hath  hir  selfe  despised, 
Hir  beare  hangynge  Tnkemte  aboute. 

But  netbeles  she  gan  to  lowte. 
And  knele  vnto  hir  husbonde. 

And  he  wolde  fayne  haiie  vnderstonde 
The  cause,  why  she  fared  so. 
With  sufie  wordes  asked  tho : 

What  maie  you  be  my  god  swctc  ? 
And  she,  whicbe  thought  liir  selfc  vnmcte. 
And  the  lest  worthe  of  women  alle, 
Hir  wofull  chere  lete  downe  falle 
For  shame,  and  coude  vnnethes  loke. 
And  thei  tberof  good  hede  toke, 
And  praiden  bit  in  all  waie. 
That  sbt  ne  spare  for  to  s»le 
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Unto  htr  frendes,  what  hir  ailrtby 
Why  «he  so  soro  hir  selfe  b<swailethy 
And  what  the  soothe  wolde  meney 

And  she  whiche  bath  hir  sorowc  grene, 
Hir  wo  to  tell  then  assaied. 
But  tender  shame  hir  worde  delaied, 
That  sondry  tymes  as  she  meute 
To  speke,  ypon  the  poynte  she  stente 
And  thei  hir  beden  euer  in  one 

To  telle  forth,  and  there  rpon. 
Whan  that  she  sighe  she  must  nede, 
Hir  tale  betwene  shame  and  drede 
She  tolde,  not  without  peyne. 

And  he  whfche  wolde  hrr'wo  restreync, 
Hir  husbond,  a  tory  man, 
Comforteth  hir  all  that  be  can. 
And  swore,  and  eke  hir  fiider  bothc. 
That  thei  with  hir  be  not  wroth. 
Of  that  it  do  ageintt  hir  wille^ 
And  praiden  hir  to  be  stille. 
For  thei  to  hir  haue  all  foryeue 

But  the  wbiche  thought  not  to  leue* 
Of  hem  Will  no  foryenenesse. 
And  Mid :  of  thilke  wickednesse, 
Whicba  was  to  hir  body  wrongbt. 
All  were  it  io  she  might  it  nought, 
Neuer  afterwtrde  the  worlde  ne  shall 
Reprouen  hir :  and  forthwithally 
Or  any  man  therof  be  ware, 
A  naked  swerde  the  wbiche  she  bare 
Within  hir  mantell  priuely, 
Betwene  hir  hottd'es  sodeinly 
She  toke,  and  through  hir  berte  it  througe. 
And  fill  to  groonde,  and  euer  amonge. 
Whan  that  she  filU  so  as  she  might, 
Hir  clothes  with  hir  boode  she  right, 
That  no  man  downewarde  fro  the  kneo 
Shuld  any  thynge  of  hir  see. 

Thus  laie  this  wife  honestely. 
All  though  she  died  wofully. 

Tho  was  no  sorowe  for  to  seke, 
Hir  husbande  and  hir  fktber  eke 
A  swoune  Tpon  the  body  felle. 
There  male  no  mans  tonge  telle. 
In  wbiche  anguissbe  that  thei  were. 

But  Brutus,  which  was  with  hem  there, 
Towarde  bym  selfe  bis  hert  kepte, 
And  to  Lncrece  anoue  ho  lepte, 
The  bloody  swerde  and  puUeth  out. 
And  swore  the  gods  all  abootc^ 
That  he  therof  shall  do  Tengeanco : 
And  she  tho  made  a  conntenmncei 
Hir  dedly  eie  and  at  lasto 
In  thonkynge  as  it  were  vp  cast. 
And  sp  behelde  bym  in  the  wise. 
While  she  to  loke  maie  suffise. 

And  Bmtus  with  a  manly  berte 
Hir  busbonde  hath  made  vp  8teite» 
Forth  with  hir  father  eke  also. 
In  all  haste  and  saide  hem  tho. 
That  thei  anone  without  lette 
A  here  for  the  body  fette : 
Lucrece  and  therupon  bledend 
He  laide,  and  so  forth  out  crieod 
He  goth  vnto  the  market  place 
Of  Rome :  and  in  a  litell  space 
Through  crie  the  citee  was  assembled^ 
And  eueiy  toians  hert  trembled. 
Whan  thei  the  soth  herde  of  the  cos^ 
And  there  Tpoa  Hie  counseylc  wai 


Take,  of  the  great  and  of  tho  smate  9 
And  Brutus  tolde  hem  all  the  tale. 
And  thus  cam  in  to  remembrance 
Of  synne  the  continuance, 
Wbiche  Arrous  had  do  tofore. 
And  eke  longe  tyme  er  he  was  bora 
Of  that  bis  father  had  do 
The  wTOnge  came  in  to  place  tho. 
So  that  the  common  clamour  tolde 
The  newe  shame  of  synnes  olde. 
And  all  the  towne  began  to  crie : 
Awey  awey  the  tyrannie 
Of  lecherie  and  cooetise. 

And  at  laste  in  suche  a  wise 
The  father  in  the  same  while 
Forth  with  the  tonne  tbei  exile. 
And  taken  better  g^uemanoe. 
But  yet  an  other  remembrance. 
That  rigbtwisenes  and  lecherie 
Accoiden  not  in  oompanie. 
With  bym  that  hath  the  lawe  on  honde. 
That  may  a  man  well  Ynderstonde, 
At  by  a  tale  thou  thalte  witte 
Of  olde  entample  as  it  is  writte 

Hicponitexemplum  super  eodem,  qualiter  Lucius 
yiiginios  dux  exercitus  Romanorum  rnicam  £• 
liam  pulcherrimam  babens,  cum  quodam  nobilt 
viro  nomine  ilicio,  vt  ipsam  in  vxorem  duoeret 
finaliter  concordauit.  Sed  interim  Appius  Clau- 
dius Imperator  Virginia  fonnotitaiem,  Tt  earn 
▼iolaret  eoncupiscens,  occasiones,  quibus  ma- 
trimonii impedire,  ipsam  quod  ad  sui  vsnni  ap- 
prebendere  posset,  snbdola  conspiraciooe  fioi 
coniectauit,  et  com  propositum  sui  desiderii 
productis  falsis  testibus  in  ludicio,  Imperator 
habere  debuisset:  pater  tunc  ibidem  pmens 
extracto  gtadio  filie  sue  pectus  mortali  vulnere 
per  medium  transfodit,  dicens,  malo  mibi  dt 
filia  mea  virginem  habere  mortuam,  quamia 
tui  scandalum  meretricem  teruare  viueotenu 

At  Rome  whan  Appius, 
Whose  other  name  was  Claudius, 
Was  gouemonr  of  the  citee. 
There  fyll  a  wonder  thynge  to  see, 
Touchend  a  gentill  mayde,  as  thus: 
Wbome  Locios  Virgiuius 
Begeten  bad  vpon  his  wife. 
Men  taiden,  that  so  faire  a  life 
As  sbo,  waa  not  in  all  the  towne. 
Thit  fiune,  wbiche  goth  vp  and  dowue. 
To  Claudius  came  in  his  ere, 
Wherof  bit  thought  anone  was  there, 
Wbiche  aU  hit  horte  bath  aette  a  fyre, 
That  he  began  the  floure  desyre, 
Whiclie  lonceth  vnto  maidenhede. 
And  aende,  llF  that  he  might  spede 
The  biynde  lottos  of  his  wille. 
But  that  thyng  he  might  not  fblfille. 
For  tho  ttoode  Tpon  mariage, 
A  worthy  knight  of  great  lignage 
(Iliciut  wbiche  than  bight) 
Accorded  in  hir  fiulere  sight 
Wat,  that  ho  shuld  bis  donghter  wed. 
Bat  er  tho  cause  were  fully  spedde 
Hir  ihder,  wbiche  in  Romanic 
The  ledyng  of  the  cbioalrie 
In  gouemanco  hath  rndertake 
Spon  a  wcrre,  wbiche  was  take. 
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Gotbe  out  with  all  the  strength  be  had 
Of  men  of  amies  wbiche  he  lad. 
So  was  the  manage  lefle. 
And  stode  Tpun  accorde  till  efte. 

The  kyoge,  whiche  betde  tell  of  this, 
Howe  that  this  maide  ordeined  is 
To  manage,  thoogbt  a  nother, 
And  bad  thilke  time  a  brother, 
Whicbe  Marcus  Claudius  was  bote, 
And  was  a  oian  of  suche  riote. 
Right  as  tbe  kynge  byui  selfe  was, 
Thei  two  togider  vpou  this  caas 
In  couoceyle  founden  out  the  weye, 
Tbst  Marcos  Claudius  shall  seye, 
Howe  she  by  weye  of  coueoante 
To  his  sernice  apurteoaate 
Was  hoUe,  and  to  noue  other  man. 
And  there  Tpon  he  saith  he  can 
In  aiery  poynt  witoesse  take. 
So  tbat  she  shall  it  not  forsake. 

Whaa  that  thei  had  shape  so 
After  the  lawe  whiche  was  tho. 
While  that  hir  fader  was  absente. 
She  was  somoned  and  assente 
To  come  in  presence  of  tbe  kynge, 
And  stoode  in  answere  of  this  thynge* 

Hir  frendes  wisten  all  wele, 
Thnt  was  (alshede  eoery  dele. 
And  comen  to  the  kynge,  and  saiden 
Upon  the  comnne  lawe  and  praiden^ 
So  ss  this  noble  worthy  knight 
Hir  Met  for  the  common  right 
lo  thilke  tyme,  as  was  befidi, 
Laie  for  the  proCte  of  tbem  all 
Upon  the  wihie  feldes  armed, 
Tbat  he  ne  shnlde  not  ben  harmed 
Ne  shamed,  while  that  be  were  note. 
And  thus  thei  preiden  all  aboote^ 

For  all  the  clamour  that  he  berde, 
The  kinge  vpoo  his  luste  answerde^ 
And  yaoe  hem  onely  dates  two 
Of  respite:  for  he  wende  tho, 
That  in  so  shorten  tyme  appere 
Hir  fiMler  might  in  no  manere. 

But  as  tberof  he  was  deoeiuod. 
For  Liuitts  had  all  conceiued 
Tbe  pnrpos  of  the  kynge  tofore. 
So  tbat  to  Rome  ayene  tberforc 
In  all  haste  he  came  ridende. 
And  Icfte  vpon  the  felde  ligg^ude 
His  host,  till  that  he  caine  ageyne. 

And  thus  this  worthy  capiteyue 
Append  redy  at  his  daie. 
Where  all  tbat  euer  reasone  maie 
By  lawe  in  audience  he  dootb, 
po  that  his  doughter  rpon  sooth. 
Of  that  Marcus  hir  had  accused. 
Be  hath  tofope  the  conrte  excused. 

The  kynge,  which  saw  his  purpose  &ile. 
And  that  no  sleight  might  auayle, 
hiCQDbred  of  bis  lustes  blynde 
The  lawe  toumeth  out  of  kynde. 
And  balfie  in  wrathe  as  though  it  were. 
In  presence  of  hem  all  there, 
Deceioed  of  concupiscencey 
Ysne  for  bis  broder  tbe  sentence: 
And  bad  hym,  that  he  sbulde  cease 
This  mayde,  and  make  hym  well  at  ease. 
Bnt  all  within  his  owne  entent, 
He  wist  how  that  the  cause  went. 


Of  that  his  brother  hath  the  wite, 
He  was  hym  selfe  for  to  wite. 
But  thus  this  maiden  bad  wronge, 
Whiche  was  upon  the  kynge  alooge. 
But  ageyne  hym  was  none  apele. 
And  that  the  father  wist  wele. 
Wherof  vpon  the  tymnnie, 
That  for  the  luste  of  iecherie 
His  doughter  shuld  be  disoeiued. 
And  tbat  Uicius  was  weiued 
Untruly  from  the  manage : 
Right  as  a  I  yon  in  his  rage, 
Whiche  of  no  drede  set  account. 
And  not  what  pitee  sbulde  amount, 
A  naked  swerde  he  pulled  out. 
The  whiche  amonges  all  the  rout 
He  threst  through  his  dou^hters  side. 
And  all  aloude  thus  he  cride: 

Lo  take  hir  there  thou  wrongfull  kynge. 
For  me  is  leuer  vpoh  this  thynge 
To  be  tbe  father  of  a  maide, 
Though  she  be  dead,  than  if  men  saide. 
That  in  hir  life  she  were  shamed. 
And  I  tberof  were  euiU  named. 

Tho  bad  the  kynge  men  sbulde  areste 
His  body,  but  of  thilke  heste 
Like  to  the  chased  wilde  bore 
The  houndes  whan  he  feletb  sore 
To  throwe,  and  goth  foilh  £is  wey: 
In  suche  a  wise  for  to  sey 
This  worthy  knight  with  siverde  in  honde. 
His  wey  made,  and  thei  hym  wonde. 
That  none  of  hem  his  strokes  kcrpte. 
And  thus  vpon  his  hors  he  lepte. 
And  with  bis  swerde  droppyng  all  bloode, 
Whiche  within  his  doughter  stoode. 
He  came  there  as  the  power  was 
Of  Rome,  and  tolde  hem  all  the  cast 
And  sajrd  hem:  that  thei  might  lere 
Upon  the  wronge  of  this  uatere. 
That  better  it  were  to  redresse 
.At  home  the  great  vnrigbtwisnesse. 
Than  for  to  warre  in  strange  place, 
And  lese  at  home  her  owne  grace. 

For  thus  stant  eu'ery  jnans  life 
In  ieopardie  for  his  wife, 
And  for  his  doughter,  if  thei  bee 
Passyng  an  other  of  beautee. 

Of  this  meruaile,  whiche  thei  sie 
.So  apparant  afore  her  eie 
Of  that  the  kynge  hath  hym  misbore. 
Her  othes  thei  baue  all  swore, 
lliat  thei  will  stonde  by  the  right. 

And  thus  of  one  accorde  vpright 
To  Rome  at  ones  home  ageyne 
Thei  tome,  and  shortly  fur  to  seyne. 
This  tyraunie  cam  to  mouth. 
And  euery  man  toith,  what  be  couth, 
.'So  tbat  the  preule  trecherie, 
Whiche  set  was  vpon  Iecherie, 
Cam  openly  to  mannes  eare. 
And  that  brought  in  the  common  fears. 
That  euery  man  tbe  perill  dradde 
Of  hym,  that  so  hem  ouerlad. 
For  thei  or  that  were  worse  falle. 
Through  common  counseile  of  hem  all 
Thei  baue  her  wrongfull  kyng  deposed. 
And  hem,  in  whom  it  was  supposed 
The  couoceyle  stoode  of  his  ledynge. 
By  lawe  vnto  the  dome  thei  brynge, 
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Where  tfaei  receiuen  the  penaDoe, 
That  loQgeth  to  suche  gouernance. 

And  thus  the  vncfaaste  was  chastised, 
Wherof  thei  might  ben  aduised, 
That  shulde  afterirafde  goueme, 
'  And  by  this  cuidence  lerne, 
Howe  it  is  good  a  kynge  escbevc 
The  luste  •£  vice,  and  vertae  sewe. 

Hie  inter  alia  castitatis  regimen  concerbentia  lo- 
quitur, quomodo  matrimonium,  cuius  status 
sacramentum  quasi  continentiam  equlpamns 
etiam  honeste  delectationis  regimine  moderari 
decet,  £t  nahvt  in  exemplum  qualiter  pro  eo 
quod  illi  septem  viri,  qui  Sare  Raguelis  fllie 
magis  propter  concupiscentiam  quam  propter 
matrimoniutai  roluptuose  nupserunt,  vnus  post 
alium  oomes  prima  nocte  a  demone  Asnodeo 
sigillatim  iugulati  interierunt. 

To  make  an  ende  in  this  partie, 

Whiche  touefaeth  to  the  policic 

Of  chastitee  in  speciall. 

As  for  conclusion  final), 

That  enery  hist  is  to  eschewe. 

By  great  ensample  I  maie  argewe, 

Howe  in  Rttges  a  towne  of  Mede 

There  was  a  maide,  and  as  1  rede 

Sara  she  bight,  and  RagueNe 

Hir  ikther  wass  and  so  befell^ 

Of  bodie  bothe  and  of  visage 
Was  none  so  iaire  of  the  lignage. 
To  seche  amonge  hem  all,  aa  sliee^ 
Wherof  the  riche  of  the  citee 
Of  lustie  ibikcf,  that  couden  loua, 
Assoted  were  rpon  hir  looe, 
And  axen  hir  for  to  wedde. 
One  was,  whiche  at  last  spedde. 
But  that  was  more  for  likrnge 
To  haue.his  lust,  than  for  weddynge. 
As  he  within  his  herte  caste, 
Whiche  hym  repenteth  at  laste. 
For  so  it  felle  the  first  night, 
When  he  was  to  the  bedde  dight. 
As  he,  whiche  nothinge  god  besecbetb. 
But  all  onely  his  lustes  seobeth. 
A  bedde  er  he  was  fully  warme. 
And  wolde  bane  take  hir  in  his  arme, 
Asmode,  whiche  was  a  feode  of  hdle. 
And  serueth  as  the  bokes  telle 
To  tompte  a  man  in  suche  a  wise. 
Was  redy  there,  and  tfailke  emprise, 
Whiche  he  hath  set  vpon  delite, 
He  vefigeth  than  in  such  a  plite, 
That  he  his  necke  hath  wrttb  a  two. 
This  yonge  wife  was  sorie  tho, 
Whiche  wist  nothinge  what  it  ment* 
And  nethelesse  yet  thus  it  went. 
Not  onely  for  this  fyrst  man. 
But  after  right  as  he  began. 
Size  other  of  hir  husbondes 
Asmode  hath  take  in  to  his  hondes. 
So  that  thei  all  a  bedde  deide, 
Whan  thei  hir  hande  towarde  Mr  Jeyde, 
Nought  for  tbe  lawe  of  mariage, 
Bot  for  that  like  firie  rage. 
In  whiche  that  thei  the  lawe  excede. 
For  who  that  wolde  take  beds. 
What  after  fill  in  this  matere. 
There  might  he  well  the  sooCh  here. 


Whan  she  was  wedded  to  Thobie, 
And  Raphael  in  companie 
Hath  taught  bym>  howe  to  be  L^„« 
Asmode  wan  nought  at  tbilioe  feitt: 
And  .yet  Tbobie  his  Wtlle  had. 
For  he  his  lust  so  godddy  laddot 
That  both  lawe  and  kynde  is  serMd, 
Wherof  he  hath  byn  selfe  prsienied. 

That  he  fill  not  in  the  sentance. 
Of  whicbe  an  epen  ettidenee 

Of  this  ensample  a  ttian  maie  aee* 

That  whan  lifcynge  in  the  degree 

Of  mariage  male  foiHweie, 

Well  ou^r  hym  th*n  ra  other  i»eie 

Of  lust  to  be  the  better  Adaised. 

For  god  the  lawe  hath  Mstsed 

As  well  to  reason  as  to  kynde. 

But  he  the  beastes  woMe  by«ie 

Onely  to  lawes  of  nature. 

But  to  the  mannes  creature 

Ood  gaue  hym  reas6n  forth  withall, 

Wherof  that  he  nature  shall 

Upon  the  causes  nodifle. 

That  he  shall  do  no  lecherie. 

And  yet  he  shall  his  lustes  haue. 

So  ben  the  lawes  both  sane. 

And  euery  thinge  put  out  of  sdamder. 

As  whilom  to  kjrnge  Alisandef 

The  wise  philosopher  taught, 

Whan  he  his  first  lore  cauglit, 

Not  only  ypon  chastitee. 

But  vpon  all  honestee. 

Wherof  a  kynge  hym  selfo  maie  taste. 

How  trewe,  how  laige,  how  iufit,  how  cha^ 

Hym  ought  of  reason  for  to  bee. 

Forth  with  the  vertue  of  pitee, 

Through  which  be  mai  great  thonk«  deierae 

Toward  his  god,  tbat  he  picseiue 

Hym,  and  bis- people  in  ail  welthe. 

Of  peas,  richesse,  honour,  mid  heltha 
.  Here  in  this  worlde,  and  elles  eke. 

My  Sonne  as  we  tofore  speke 
'  In  shrifte,  so  as  thou  me  seidest. 

And  for  thin  ease  as  thou  me  preidett. 

Thy  loue  throwes  for  to  lisse. 

That  I  the  wolde  telle  and  wiase 

The  forme  of  Aristoteles  lore: 

I  haue  it  seide,  and  somdele  more 

Of  other  ensamples,  to  assaie 

If  I  thy  peines  might  alaie 

Through  any  thynge,  whiche  I  can  saie. 

Do  waie  my  father,  I  you  praie. 
Of  that  ye  haue  vnto  me  tolde, 
I  thanke  you  a  thousande  folde. 
The  tales  sounden  in  mhie  ere. 
But  yet  my  herte  is  elles  wbeve, 
I  maie  my  selfe  not  restreygne. 
That  I  name  euer  in  looes  peyne. 
Suche  loire  conde  I  neuer  gete, 
Whiche  might  make  me  foryete 
O  poynte,  but  if  so  were  I  slepte. 
That  I  my  tides  ale  ne  kepte 
To  thioke  on  loue,  and  on  his  lave, 
That  hert  can  I  not  withdrawe. 
For  thy  my  good  fader  dere 
Leue,  and  spieke  of  my  matere, 
Toncbend  of  loue  as  we  begomie. 
If  that  tbeife  be  ought  ouer  ronne. 
Or  ought  foryete,  or  lefte  behynde, 
Whiche  fiUleth  vato  looes  kyade 
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Wberofit  nedeth  to  be  shriae, 
Xov«  vketh,  so  that  while  I  line 
I  Bight  amende,  that  is  amis. 

My  good  dere  tonne  yis, 
Tby  shrifte  for  to  make  plajme 
Tbcfe  is  yet  more  for  to  sayne 
Of  lone,  whiche  is  vnauised. 
But  for  thoQ  shalt  ben  well  aduised 
Cato  ny  shrifte,  as  it  belongeth, 
A  poynte,  whiche  rpon  lone  hongeth, 
Andistbelasteofalltbo, 
A  «yl  the  telle,  and  than  ho. 

UFUcrr  Liwui  SEpnxiTf. 


8ac  finiet  ad  viciom  vetos  haw  modo  regnla  con- 
Nee  Doue  tcontni  qui  docet  ordo  placat.      [fort 

Cbou  amor  dndum  non  dam  sua  lumina  csBpit, 
dm  Venus  impositom  denia  fellat  iter. 

Poet  qnam  ad  iiistantiam  amantis  coniessi  con- 
fesior  Genius  super  his  que  Aristoteles  regem 
Alexaadram  edocait,  yna  cum  alianim  croni- 
caram  exemplis  seriose  tiactaoit,  iam  rltimb  in 
islo  octauo  volumine  ad  confessionem  in  amoris 
ctnsa  regredtens  tradtare  proponit,  super  hoc 
qnod  nun  nulU  primordia  nature  ad  libitum  vo- 
lupcuose  oonsequentesy  nullo  humano  iiationis 
arbitrio,  seu  ecclesie  legum  impositione  a  suis 
excessibus  debite  refrenantur,  vnde  quatenus 
amorem  concernit  amantis  conscientiam  pro 
fioali  sue  confessionis  materia  Genius  rimari 
cooatur, 

INCIPIT  LIBER  OCTAWS, 

Thb  mightie  god,  whiche  vnbegonne 
Stonte  of  hym  selfe,  and  hath  hegoone 
Al  other  thioges  at  his  will. 
The  beuen  him  liste  to  fulfill 
Of  all  ioy«,  where  as  bee 
St  entronised  in  his  see. 
Awl  hath  his  angels  hym  to  serut, 
'  Sttche  as  him  liketh  to  preserue, 
80  that  thei  mowe  nought  forsweie. 
But  Lncifer  he  put  aweie. 
With  al  the  route  apostasied 
Of  hem  that  ben  to  him  ailed, 
Whiche  out  of  heaoen  in  to  belle. 
From  angels  in  to  fendes  feUe, 
Where  that  there  nis  no  ioye  of  light. 
Bat  BBore  derke  than  any  night, 
Tbe  peyne  shall  ben  enddesse, 
And  yet  of  fires  netheles 
There  is  plentee,  bat  thei  ben  blake, 
Wherofno  sight  male  be  take. 

Thos  whan  the  tbinges  ben  befall, 
That  Laeifers  couite  was  foil, 
Where  deadly  pride  hem  hath  conueicd, 
Aaone  forthwith  it  was  purueied 
Through  hjrm  whiche  all  tbinges  maie^ 

He  made  Adam  the  sixte  dale 
h  paiadise  and  to  his  make 
Him  liketh  Eae  also  to  make, 
Aad  bad  hem  erece  and  multiplier 
For  of  the  mans  progenie, 
Wbiche  of  the  woman  shall  be  bore. 
The  iiombre  of  angelf ,  whiche  was  lore. 


Whan  thei  oute  of  tbe  blisse  felle. 

He  thought  to  restore  and  fille 

In  beuen  thiike  holy  place, 

Whiche  stoode  tho  voydo  vpon  his  graeci 

But  as  it  is  well  wist  and  knowe, 
Adam  and  Eue  but  a  throwe. 
So  as  it  shuld  of  hem  betide. 
In  Paradise  at  thiike  tide 
Ne  dwelten,  and  the  cause  whie 
Writte  in  the  boke  of  Genesie, 
As  who  saitb,  all  men  baue  herde, 
Howe  Rhaphael  the  fyrie  swerde 
In  hoode  toke  and  drooe  hem  out. 
To  gete  her  lines  foode  aboate 
Upon  this  wofiill  erthe  here. 
Metodre  saith  to  this  matere. 
As  be  by  reuelacion 
It  had  vpon  a  vision, 
Howe  that  Adam  and  Eue  also 
Virgines  comen  bothe  two 
In  to  the  worlde  and  were  ashamed. 
Till  that  nature  hath  hem  reclaimed 
To  loue,  and  taught  hem  thiike  lore. 
That  firste  thei  kiste,  and  oner  moie 
Thei  done,  that  is  to  kynde  due, 
Wherof  thei  hadden  faire  issue. 

A  Sonne  was  the  firste  of  all, 
And  Caim  by  name  thei  him  call. 
Abel  was  after  the  seconde. 
And  in  the  geste  as  it  is  founde, 
Nat£ire  so  the  cause  ladde. 
Two  doughters  eke  dame  Eue  hadde^ 
The  firste  cleped  Calmana 
Was,  and  that  other  Delbonu 
Thus  was  Diankynde  to  begynnes 
For  thy  that  tyme  it  was  no  synne      » 
The  suster  to  take  the  brother,  u 

Whan  that  there  was  of  choise  none  oilier. 
To  Caim  was  Calmana  betake. 
And  Delbora  hath  Abel  take. 
In  whom  was  gete  natheles 
Of  worldes  folke  the  first  encres, 
Men  sein  that  nede  hath  no  lawe. 
And  so  it  was  by  thiike  dawe. 
And  laste  vnto  the  seconde  age. 
Till  that  tbe  great  water  rage 
Of  Noe,  whiche  was  saide  the  flood. 
The  worlde,  whiche  than  in  synne  stood. 
Hath  dremte,  out  take  Hues  eight. 
Tho  was  mankynde  of  litell  weight, 

Sem,  Cam,  laphet,  of  these  thre^ 
That  ben  the  sounes  of  Koe, 
The  worlde  of  mans  nacion 
In  to  multiplicacjon 
Was  restored  newe  ageyne, 
So  ferforth  as  the&e  bokes  seynoy 
That  of  hem  thre,  and  her  issue 
There  was  so  large  a  retinue 
Of  nacions  seuentie  and  two. 
In  sondrie  place  echo  one  of  tho 
The  wide  worlde  baue  enhabited. 
But  as  nature  hem  hath  excited 
Thei  toke  than  litell  hede 
The  brother  of  the  susterhede. 
To  wedde  wiues,  till  it  came 
In  to  the  tyme  of  Abraham, 
Whan  the  thirde  age  was  bygonne. 
The  nede  tho  was  oueronne. 
For  there  was  people  enough  in  londe* 
Than  at  firste  it  came  to  honde. 
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That  sisterhode  of  manage 
Was  torned  in  to  cosinage: 
So  that  after  the  right  line 
The  cosyn  weddeth  the  cosine. 
For  Abraham  er  that  he  deied 
This  char:ge  vpon  his  seruaot  leied, 
'  To  hym  and  in  this  wysc  spake. 
That  he  bis  sonne  Isaac 
Do  wedde  for  no  worldes  good, 
But  onely  to  his  owne  bl<KKL 

Wherof  the  seruant  as  he  hadde. 
Whan  he  was  deade,  his  sonne  bath  ladde 
To  Bethuel,  where  he  Rebecke 
Hath  wedded  with  the  white  necke. 
For  she,  he  wist  well  and  sigbe, 
Was  to  the  chiide  cMine  nigbe.     . 

And  thus  as  Abraham  hath  taught. 
Whan  Isaac  was  god  betaught. 
His  'eonue  Jacob  did  also, 
And  of  Laban  the  doughten  two, 
Whiche  was  his  eme,  he  toke  to  wife. 
And  gate  vpon  hem  in  his  life, 
Of  hir  fyrst  whiche  higbte  Lie, 
Syr  sonnes  of  his  progenie: 
And  of  Rachel  two  sonnes  eke. 
The  remenant  was  for  to  seke. 
That  is  to  sein  of  foure  mo, 
Wherof  he  gate  on  Bila  two. 
And  of  Zilpha  he  had  eke  tiTey. 
And  these  twelue,  as  1  the  sey 
Through  prouidence  of  god  hym  selfe, 
Ben  saide  the  Patriarkes  twelfe. 
Of  whom  as  afterwarde  befel 
The  tribus  twelfe  of  Israel 
Engendred  were,  and  ben  the  same. 
That  of  hebrewes  tho  badden  name, 
Whiche  of  Ubred  in  aliance 
For  cuer  kepten  tbilke  Tsance 
Most  oomooly  till  Christe  was  bore. 
Bat  afterwarde  it  was  forlore 
Amonge  vs  that  ben  baptised. 
For  of  the  lawe  canonised 
The  pope  bath  bode  to  the  men. 
That  none  shall  wedden  of  his  kyn, 
Ke  the  seconde,  ne  the  third. 
But  though  that  holy  churche  bid 
So  to  restresrne  mariage. 
There  ben  yet  vpon  loues  rage 
Full  many  of  sucbe  nowe  a  daie» 
That  taken  where  thei  take  maie. 
For  tone,  whiche  is  vnbesein 
Of  all  reason,  as  men  sein. 
Through  sotie,  and  through  nicetee 
Of  his  voluptuositee. 
He  spareth  no  oondicion 
.  Of  kynne,  ne  yet  religion. 
But  as  a  cocke  amonge  the  hennes. 
Or  as  a  stalon  in  the  fennes, 
Whiche  goth  amonge  all  the  stoode: 
RJght  so  can  he  no  more  good, 
But  taketh  what  thyng  comth  next  to  hoii4«* 

My  sonne  thou  sh&lt  Tnderstonde, 
That  suche  delite  is  for  to  blame. 
For  thy  if  thou  hast  ben  the  same 
To  lone  in  any  suche  manere. 
Tell  forth  therof,  and  shriue  the  here? 

My  fader  naie,  god  wote  tbe  soothe. 
My  feyre  is  not  in  suche  a  boothe. 
So  wilde  a  man  y^t  was  I  neuer, 
Tbat  of  ipy  kynae  or  leiie  or  leuer 


Me  lust  loue  in  sucbe  a  wise^ 

And  eke  I  not  for  what  emprise 

I  shulde  assote  vpon  a  nonne. 

For  though  I  had  hir  loue  wonne. 

It  might  into  no  price  amounte. 

So  therof  set  I  none  acounte. 

Ve  maie  well  aske  of  this  and  that. 

But  sothdy  for  to  tell  plat. 

In  all  this  worlde  there  is  but  one. 

The  whiche  my  herte  hath  ouergone. 

I  am  toward  all  other  free. 

Full  well  my  sonne  nowe  I  see. 
Thy  worde  stonte'euer  vpon  o  place. 
But  yet  therof  thou  hast  a  grace. 
That  thou  the  might  so  well  excuse 
Of  loue,  sucbe  as  some  men  vse. 
So  as  I  spake  of  nowe  tofore. 
For  all  suche  tyme  of  loue  is  lore. 
And  like  vnto  the  bitter  swete. 
For  though  it  thioke  a  man  fyrst  swete^   , 
He  shall  well  felen  at  laste» 
That  it  is  sower,  and  maie  not  laste. 
For  as  a  morcell  enuenomed: 
So  hath  suche  loue  his  luste  mistimed 
And  great  ensamples  many  one 
A  man  maie  fynde  thervpon. 

Hie  loquitur  contra  illos,  quos  Venus  <ui  desiderii 
feruore  inflammans,  ita  incestuoaos  effedt,  vt 
neque  propriis  sororibus  parcunt.  £t  nan>t 
exemplum,  qualiter  pro  eo  qaod  Cains  Caligula 
tres  sorores  suas  virgines  coitu  itlictto  opressit, 
d:eus  tanti  sceleris  ptecatum  non  ferens,  ipsnm 
noB  solum  ab  imperio,  sed  a  vita  iusticia  vindiee 
priuauit  Narrat  eciam  alind  exemplum  super 
eodem,  qualiter  Amon  fllios  Dauid  fktoi  amoris 
concupiscencia  preuentus,sororem  soamThamar 
a  sue  virginitatis  piidicicia  inuitam  dedoraait, 
propter  quod  et  Ipse  a  fratre  soo  AbsoUm  postea 
interfectus,  peccatum  sue  moitia  precto  inuitas 
redemit 

At  Rome  fyrste  if  we  begyn. 
There  shall  I  fynde  howe  of  this  syn 
An  emperour  was  for  to  blame, 
Gaius  Caligula  by  namey 
Whiche  of  his  owne  sisters  three 
Berefte  tbe  viirgrhitee. 
And  whan  he  bad  hem  so  forleyn. 
As  he,  whiche  was  all  vilcyn. 
He  did 'hem  oute  of  londe  exile. 
But  afterwarde  within  a  while 
Ood  hath  berefte  him  in  his  ire 
His  life,  and  eke  his  large  empire. 
And  thus  for  likinge  of  a  throwe. 
For  euer  his  lust  was  ouerthrowe. 

Of  this  soty  also  I  fynde, 
Amon  his  soster  ageyn  kynde, 
Whiche  higbt  Tbamar,  he  forlaye^ 
But  be  that  lust  another  daie 
Abought,  whan  that  Absolon 
His  owne  broder  there  vpon, 
Of  that  be  had  his  suster  shente, 
Toke  of  that  synne  vengemente, 
And  slough  htm  with  his  owne  bonde. 
And  thus  vnkynde,  vnkynde  fonde. 

Hie  narrat  qualiter  Loth  duas  filias  suas  ipsis  con- 
senctentibus  camali  copula  cognouit  duosqoe 
ex  eis  filios  scilicit  Moab  et  AoiQs  progenuit: 
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poftoa  feoentio  praua  et  exaspemos 
oootra  popuhim  dei  in  terra  saltim  promisslonis 
vmo  gnuuuniiie  qnam  lepius  insultmbat 

AVD  for  to  M  more  of  thif  tbinge. 
The  bible  maketh  a  knowlegeinge, 
Wberaf  thoQ  might  take  enidence 
UpoD  the  aothe  experience, 
Whan  Lothet  wifo  was  ouergone, 
And  shape  vnto  the  salte  stone. 
As  it  is  spoke  Toto  this  dale, 
By  both  his  doogfaters  than  he  laie. 
With  childe  he  made  hem  both  great. 
Till  that  nature  hem  wolde  lette, 
Aad  80  the  cante  about  ladde. 
That  eche  of  hem  a  sonne  had. 
Moab  the  fyrst,  and  the  seconde 
Anon,  of  whiche,  as  it  is  fonnde, 
Csm  afterwaide  to  great  encres 
TWo  nacioos :  and  netheles 
For  that  the  stockes  were  not  good, 
The  branches  migfaten  not  ben  good. 
For  of  the  Ihlse  Moabites, 
Forth  with  the  strength  of  Amonites 
Ofthai  thei  were  6rst  misget. 
The  people  of  god  was  ofte  ypset 
Id  Israeli  and  in  ludee. 
As  i»  the  blMe  a  man  male  see. 

Lo  thus  my  sobne  as  I  the  saie 
Thou  flight  thy  selfe  be  besaie 
Of  that  lihoa  hast  of  other  herde. 
For  eoeryet  it  hath  so  ferde 
Of  loses  Inst,  if  so  heAiIl» 
That  it  In  other  place  fslle. 
Than  it  is  of  the  lawe  sette. 
He  whiche  his  lone  hathe  so  hetette* 
Mote  afterwarde  repent  hym  sore. 
And  every  man  is  others  lore, 
Ofthai  hefill  in  tyme  er this. 
The  present  tyme,  whiche  nowe  is, 
Maie  ben  enformed,  how  it  stoode. 
And  take  that  hym  thjmketh  good. 
And  leue  that,  whiche  is  nought  so: 
But  for  to  loka  of  tyme  ago, 
Howe  lost  of  lone  ezcedeth  lawe, 
nought  for  to  be  witbdrawe. 
For  eoery  man  it  shnlde  drede. 
And  nanieliche  in  his  sibrede, 
Whiche  tonmeth  oft  to  vengeance, 
Wberof  a  tale  in  remembrance, 
Whiche  is  a  longe  proeesse  to  here, 
I  thinke  for  to  tcHen  here. 

Omnibos  est  comnranis  amor,  sed  imoderatos 
Sue  focit  excessus,  aoa  reputatur  amans. 

Son  tamen  vode  Venus  attractat  corda  videie 
Sac  rationis  eront,  non  ratione  finit. 

Htc  loquitur  adhuc  contra  incestuosos  amantum 
coitus,  £t  narrat  mirabile  exemplum  de  maguo 
rep  Antiocho,  qui  Txore  mortua  propriam 
filiam  yiolauit,  et  quia  61  ie  matrimoninm  penes 
alios  impedire  voluit,  tale  ab  eo  exiit  edictum, 
quod  si  quis.  earn  in  ▼xorem  peterit,  nisi  quod- 
dam  problema  qoeitionis,  quam  ipse  rex  pro- 
posoerat,  veraciter  solueret,  capitali  sentcncia 
puairetur,  super  quo  veniens  tandem  discretos 
iaoems  princeps  Tyri  Appolinus  questionem 
soiuit.  Nee  tamen  Aliam  habere  potuit,  sed  rex 
iadigaatos  ipsam  propter  2mc  in  mortis  odium 
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recoUegit,  Vnde  Appolinus  a  focie  regis  fugiens, 
quam  plura,  prout  inferius  intitulantnr,  propter 
amorem  pericula  passus  est 

Op  a  cronike  in  daies  gone. 

The  which  is  cleped  Panteonr, 

In  loues  cause  I  rede  thus, 

Howe  that  the  great  Autiochus, 

Of  whom  that  Antioche  toke 

His  firste  name,  as  saith  the  boke. 

Was  coupled  to  a  noble  queue. 

And  had  adoughter  hem  betwene. 

But  such  fortune  cam  to  honde, 

That  deth,  which  no  kyng  maie  withstond, 

But  euery  life  it  mote  obey, 

This  worthy  quene  toke  awey. 
The  kynge,  whiche  made  mochel  mone^ 

Tho  stoode,  as  who  saith,  all  hym  one 

Without  wyfe:  but  uetheles 

His  doughter,  whiche  was  pereles 

Of  bewtee,  dwelt  about  hym  stille. 

But  whan  a  man  hath  welth  at  wille 

The  flesh  is  freel,  and  folleth  ofte^ 

And  that  this  maide  tendre  and  softe, 

Whiche  in  hir  fathers  chamber  dwelte. 

Within  a  tyme  wist  and  felte: 

For  likynge  of  concnpicence, 

Without  insight  of  conscience. 

The  foder  so  with  lustes  blente. 

That  he  cast  all  his  hole  entente 

His  owne  doughter  for  to  spille. 

The  kynge  hath  leiser  ait  bis  wille. 

With  strengthe  and  whan  he  tyme  seye 

The  yonge  maiden  he  forleie. 

And  she  was  tender,  and  full  of  drede, 

She  couth  not  hir  maydenhede 

Defende :  and  thus  she  hath  forlore 

The  floure,  whiche  she  hath  longe  bore. 

It  helpeth  not  all  though  she  wepe. 

For  thei  that  shulde  hir  hodte  kepe 

Of  women,  were  absent  as  than. 

And  thus  this  mayden  goeth  to  man. 

The  wilde  &der  thus  deuoureth 

His  owne  flesh,  whiche  none  socour^tb. 

And  that  was  cause  of  mochel  ciire. 
But  after  this  ynkinde  fore 

Out  of  the  chamber  goeth  the  kinge. 

And  she  laie  still,  and  of  this  tliinge  ' 

Within  her  selfe  suche  sorowe  made, 
There  was  no  wight,  that  might  hir  glade 
For  fore  of  thilke  horrible  vice. 

With  that  came  in  the  nonce, 
Whiche  fro  childhode  hir  had  kepte, 

And  asketh,  if  she  had  slepte, 
And  why  hir  chere  was  vnghid. 

But  she,  whiche  hath  ben  ouerlad. 
Of  that  she  might  not  be  wreke. 
For  shame  couth  ynnethes  speke. 
And  netbelesse  mercy  the  praied 
With  wepynge  eie,  and  thus  she  saied. 

Alas  my  suster  wele  awaie 
That  euer  I  sigh  this  ilke  daie. 
Thinge  whiche  my  bodie  firste  begate 
In  to  this  worlde,  oqelich  that 
My  worldes  worship  hath  bei-efte. 
With  that  she  swouneth  nowe  and  efte, 
And  euer  wisheth  after  deth, 
So  that  welnie  hir  lacketh  breth. 

That  other,  whiche  hir  wordes  herde, 
In  Gomfortynge  of  bir  aoswerdci 
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To  lete  hir  faden  foule  desyte 
She  ii^ist  DO  recouerirey 
Whan  thioge  it  do»  there  if  no  bote^  ~ 
So  suffren  ttiei  that  suffi-en  motet 
There  was  none  other,  whicbe  it  wist* 
Thai  hath  this  kyn^e  aJl  that  faym  liflte 
Of  his  likinge  and  his  plesanoe, 
And  last  in  soche  a  continnance. 
And  suche  ddite  he  toke  therin, 
Bim  thought  that  it  was  no  sin. 
And  she  durst  him  no  thinge  withseye. 

But  fame,  whicbe  joeth  eony  weye 
To  sondry  raignes  all  ^ute, 
The  great  beaatee  telleth  onte 
Of  suche  a  mayde  of  hie  paiage.    ^ 
So  that  for  loae  of  manage 
The  worthie  princes  come  and  sende> 
As  they,  whicbe  all  honour  wende^ 
And  knewe  no  thinge,  howe  that  it  stoode* 

The  fader  whan  he  ▼nderstood. 
That  thei  his  dougbter  thus  besought, 
With  all  his  wit  breast  and  sought, 
Howe  that  he  migfate  iynde  a  lette. 
And  suche  a  statute  then  he  sette^ 
And  in  this  wise  his  lawe  taxeth. 
That  what  man  his  dougbter  axeth. 
But  if  he  couth  his  question 
Assoyle  vpon  suggestion 
Of  oerteyn  thinges,  that  befell. 
The  whicbe  be  wolde  vnto  him  tell. 
He  sbulde  in  oerteyn  lese  his  bade. 

And  thus  there  were  many  dede, 
Her  heades  stondinge  on  the  gate. 
Till  at  last  longe  and  late. 
For  lacke  of  answere  in  this  wise 
The  remenante,  that  weren  wyse, 
Sichewden  tp  make  as«aie. 


De  aduentu  Appolini  in  Antioefaiam,  vbi   ipM 
filiam  regis  Anttoehi  in  Tinirem  poatnlamit^ 

Til  it  befil  v^n  a  date 
Appolinus  the  prince  of  Tyre, 
Whiche  hath  to  loue  a  great  desire. 
As  he  whiehe  in  his  high  moode, 
Was  likinge  of  his  bote  bloode 
A  yonge,  a.lVeshe,  a  lustie  knygbt. 
As  he  laie  musynge  on  a  nygfat 
Of  the  tidinges,  whicbe  he  herde. 
He  thought  assaie  howe  that  it  ferde. 
He  was  with  worthie  companie 
Araied,  and  with  good  nauie 
To  ship  he  goeth,  the  winde  bim  driiieth. 
And  saileth,  till  that  be  ariueth 
Saufe  in  the  porte  of  Antioche. 
He  londeth,  and  goeth  to  approche 
The  kynges  courte,  and  his  presenije. 

Of  every  naturall  science, 
Whiche  any  clerke  him  couth  teche, 
Him  couthe  enpugb:  and  in  bis  spcche 
Of  wordes  he  was  eloqucnte. 
And  whan  he  sigh  the  kynge  present. 
He  praieth,  he  mot^  his  dougbter  haue. 

Ilie  kinge  againe  began  to  craue. 
And  tolde  bym  the  coi^icion, 
Howe  fyrst  vnto  his  question 
He  mote  ansi^re,  and  faile  nought, 
Or  with  his  heed  it  shall  be  bought 


And  he  him  asketh,  what  it  was. 


Suestio  regis  Antiochi:  scelere  vehor,  matema 
came  vescor,  quero  patrem  meum  matris  mte 
Tirum,  vxoris  ihee  filium. 

The  kinge  dedareth  bim  the  caas 
With  Sterne  worde  and  stordie  chece^ 
To  him  and  saide  in  this  manere. 

With  felonie  I  am  to  bore, 
I  ete,  and  haue  it  not  foiiore 
My  moders  flesshe  whose  husbonda 
My  fader  for  to  seche  1  fonde, 
Whiche  is  the  sonne  eke  of  my  wilb 
Herof  I  am  inquisitife. 
And  who  that  can  my  tale  sane. 
All  quite  he  shall  my  dougbter  haue 
Of  his  answere  and  if  he  faile. 
He  shall  be  dead  witbouten  faile. 
For  thy  my  sonne,  quod  the  kinge. 
Be  well  aduisad  of  this  tbynge, 
Whiche  hath  thy  life  in  ieopardie. 

AppoUinus  for  his  partie. 
Whan  he  that  question  had  herde. 
Unto  the  kinge  he  hath  answerde. 
And  bath  reherced  one  and  one 
The  poyntes,  and  saide  thervpon. 

The  question,  whiche  thou  hast  qpoke. 
If  thou  wilte,  that  it  be  Tnloke, 
It  toucheth  all  the  priuitee 
Betwene  thyn  owne  chi|de  and  thee^ 
And  stonte  all  holle  vpon  you  two. 

The  kinge  was  wondre  sorie  tho^ 
And  thought,  if  that  he  said  it  oute. 
Then  were  he  shamed  all  aboute. 
With  slie  wordes  and  with  felle. 
He  sayth:  My  sonne  I  shall  the  telle. 
Though  that  thou  be  of  litell  witte. 
It  is  no  great  meruaile  as  yit. 
Thin  age  maie  it  not  suffise. 
But  loke  well  thou  nought  despise 
Thyn  owne  life:  for  of  my  grace 
Of  tbirtie  daies  iidl  a  space 
I  graunte  the  to  ben  aduised^ 
And  thus  with  leue  and  tyme  astfsed 
This  yonge  prince  forth  be  wente. 
And  vnderstode  well  what  it  mente. 
Within  his  herte  as  he  was  lered. 
That  for  to  make  hym  afered. 
The  kinge  his  time  hath  so  delated. 
Wherof  be  drad  and  was  amaied 
Of  treson,  that  he  deie  sbulde. 
For  he  the  kynge  bis  southe'toMe. 
And  sod^infy  the  nigbDes  tid%, 
That  more  wOIde  he  nought  Md^, 
All  priuely  his  bai^  h«'hente, 
And  home  ageyne  to  Tyre  he  wente. 
And  in  his  owne  witte  he  saied, 
For  drede  if  be  the  kynge  bewrayed. 
He  knewe  so  well  the  kinges  herte, 
That  deth  ne  sbulde  he  nougHt  asterte, 
The  kynge  him  wolde  so  porsewe. 
But  he  that  wolde  his  deth  escbewe, 
.And  knewe  all  this  tofore  the  honde,  ' 
Forsake  be  thought  his  owne  londe. 
That  there  wolde  he  not  abide. 
For  well  be  knewe  'that  on  some  side 
This  tyranne  of  bis  felonie, 
By  some  manere  of  trecherie^ 
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To  grcoe  his  bodi^  >i11  opt  leue. 

De  fufa  ABi»aUiJM  ppr  mve  4  v^gi^o  too. 

Poft  thy  wltbotUca  taklog«  ljeq(B 

Ai  prhiiliche  ai  thei  might. 

He  goeth  him  to  the  sea  by  pi^^t, 

Her  sbippes  that  b^n  with  whet9  UA^t 

Ber  Ukill  redie  tho  tbisi  puideo^ 

And  haleth  ^yle,  aod  forth  thfsi  £sre. 

But  for  to  telteD  of  the  car^ 
That  thei  of  Tpe  began  tho, 
Whao  that  thei  wist  be  was  ago^ 
It  if  a  pitee  for  to  herp. 
Thei  lotten  liift,  th^i  losteo  chece, 
Thei  toke  Tpoo  beip  suche  pepaoce, 
There  was  no  songe,  tb^re  wns  po  dimnce« 
Bat  coery  myrtbe  and  melodie 
To  hem  wj|s  then  a  q)i|la4ie. 
Tor  Tolast  of  that  auenture 
There  was  no  ouip  vhipbe  toV^  ^fpre* 
In  deadly  clptbes  thei  hem  c)pth^. 
The  bathes  and  the  stewes  bothe 
Thei  sfait  in  by  euery  wey : 
There  was  no  life  wbiche  lust  pley, 
Ne  take  of  any  ioye  kepe. 
But  for  hir  liege  lovd^  to  wepe» 
Aod  euery  wi^t  s»ith  as  be  couth, 
Alas  the  lustie  floafe  of  youth. 
Our  prioce,  ouc  bead,  our  goqemour, 
Thftiugh  whom  we  stooden  in  hoBpu^ 
Without  the  coouowne  assept^ 
That  sodeioly  is  fro  ts  vent 

Suche  was  the  clamour  ol  hfm  •»• 

Sualiter  Tbalifrtos  milea,  vt  Appolioum 
mtoxicaret,  ab  Antiocho  in  Tymm  niains,  ipso 
ibidem  non  inuento  Antiocbiam  nediit. 

BOT  see  we  nowe  what  it  beC^le 
Upon  the  fyrst'tale  playne* 
Aiid  tonme  we  tberto  agayne. 

Antiochns  the  great  ^rt, 
Whiche  foil  of  rancour  and  of  yve 
His  herte  bereth  so  as  ye  hendie. 
Of  that  this  pry  nee  of  Tyre  answeideb 

He  had  a  (elowe  bacheier, 
Whiche  was  bis  pceuie  oounceyler, 
Aod  Thaliart  by  name  he  bight. 
The  kynge  a  strooge  poyson  hym  digbt 
Within  a  boze,  aod  goUe  therto, 
la  all  haste  mnd  bad  hym  go 
Slieight  mto  Tyre,  and  for  no  coste 
Meipaie^tiUhehadlost 
The  prynce,  wbiche  be  f  olde  spiUe. 
And  whan  the  kynge  hath  said  bit  wUl, 
Tbis  Taliart  in  a  ffikye 
With  all  the  baste  he  toke  bis  way. 
The  wynde  is  good,  thei  seilen  blioe, 
Tyll  be  tolse  loode  vpon  tb^  ripe 
Of  TyBe,«i4  forth  with  til  mippe 
lato  the  borongh  he  gan  to  gone, 
Aad  Coke  his  inne,  and  bode  a  throve. 
But  for  be  wold  nought  be  Icnowe, 
Dissvised  than  he  goth  hym  out 
He  ligh  the  wepynge  ali  about. 
And  axeth,  what  the  cause  was. 

And  thei  hym  toide  aU  the  oas^ 
Howe  Bodeynly  the  prjrnce  is  go. 
And  whan  he  sigh,  that  it  was  so^ 


4nd  that  his  labour  fas  in  T^ynt , 
Anone  he  toumeth  home  ag^ynp. 
And  to  the  kynge  whan  he  cam  nighf 
He  tolde.of  that  he  berde  and  sigh, 
Howe  that  the  prynce  of  Tyre  19  I|k4i 
So  was  he  come  ageyne  vosped. 

The  kynge  was  sorie  for  a  while. 
But  whan  be  sighe,  that  with  i^o  wile 
He  ittight  acheue  his  cmeltee. 
He  stynt  his  wrath,  and  let  hym  bte* 

Snaliter  Appolious  in  portn  Thertis  appljcnit,  ?hl 
in  hospjcio  cniusdam  magni  yiri  noouBe  9tai» 
gulionis  hospitatus  est. 

But  ouer  this  nowe  for  to  telle 

Of  aduentures  that  befelle 

Unto  this  prince,  of  whiche  I  tolfle. 

He  hath  his  right  cours  forth  holde 
By  stone  and  nedell,  till  he  cam 
To  Tharse,  and  tber  bis  lopde  h^  nam« 

A  bourgeis  ricbe  of  golde  and  f<^ 
Was  thilke  tyme  id  that  eitee, 
Whiche  deped  was  Stranguilip, 
His  wyfe  was  Dionyse  also. 

This  yonge  prioce,  as  saith  the  boke. 
With  him  his  herbergage  toke. 

Aod  it  beail  that  citee  so 
Before  tyme,  and  than  also, 
Through  stronge  fomyn,  which  hem  lad^ 
Was  none,  that  any  wheate  bed. 

Appolinus,  whan  that  he  herde 
The  mischefe  howe  the  citee  forde. 
All  freliche  of  his  owne  gifte 
His  wheate  amonge  hem  for  to  shifte. 
The  whiche  by  ship  be  had  brought, 
He  3rane,  and  toke  of  hem  right  nought. 
But  sithen  fyrit  tbis  worlde  began^ 
Was  nener  yet  to  suche  a  man 
More  ioye  nude,  than  thei  hym  made. 
For  thei  were  all  of  hym  so  glade. 
That  thei  for  eoer  in  remembrance 
BCade  a  figure  in  resemblance 
Of  hym,  imd  in  a  commen  place 
Thei  set  itvp:  so  that  his  fope 
Might  euery  maner  man  beholde^ 
So  as  the  citee  was  beholde. 
It  was  of  laton  ooergylte. 
Thus  hath  he  nought  his  yefte  spUte. 

Soaliter  HelUcanus  ciuis  Tyri  Tharsim  venU 
ens  AppoKnuip  de  insidiis  Anthiochi  prenun- 
oiauit. 

Upon  a  tyme  with  a  route. 
This  lorde  to  pley  goeth  hym  oute : 
And  ui  his  waie  of  Tyre  he  mette 
A  man,  whiche  on  his  knees  him  grette, 
And  Helliean  by  name  he  bight, 
Whiche  praide  his  lorde  to  bane  insight 
Upon  hym  selfe:  and  saide  hym  thus, 
Howe  that  the  great  Antiochus 
Awaiteth,  if  that  be  might  hym  spille 
That  other  thought,  and  heldfi  hjrm  stille, 
And  thanked  hym  of  his  wamynge, 
And  bad  hjrm  telle  no  tidynge, 
Whan  be  to  Tyre  cam  home  ageyne, 
That  he  iu  Tharae  hym  had  seyne. 

Qualiter  Appo)inu»  portun^  Tbarsis  reljnquens 
cum  ipse  per  mare  aauiglo  securiorem  quesiuit; 
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supernenientie  tempestate  nauU  cum  oiEUitb.iu[ 
preter  ipnim  solum  in  eadem  oookeatig  iuita 
PeuUpoJim  periclitabstur. 

Fortune  hath  euer  be  muable, 

And  maie  no  while  stonde  stable. 

For  nowe  it  hieth,  nowe  it  loweth, 

Nowe  sunt  vprigbt,  nowe  oueitbroweth, 

Nowe  full  of  blisae,  and  nowe  of  bale. 

As  in  the  tellynge  of  my  tale 

Here  afterwarde  a  man  maie  lere 

Wiche  is  great  routh  for  to  here. 

This  lorde,  whiche  wold  done  his  best, 

"Within  hym  selfe  hath  lltell  rest, 

And  thought  he  wolde  his  place  cbaoage. 

And  seke  a  coantrei  more  straange. 

Of  Tharsiens  his  leoe  anone 

He  toke,  and  is  to  sbippe  ygone. 

His  cours  he  name  with  saile  vp  drawe. 

Where  as  fortune  doth  the  lawe 

And  sheweth,  as  I  shall  rehene, 

Howe  she  was  to  this  lorde^diuene^ 

The  whiche  ypon  the  sea  she  ferketb. 

The  wyude  arose,  the  wether  derketh. 

It  blewe,  and  made  suche  tempeste. 

None  anker  maie  the  ship  arest» 

Whiche  hath  to  broken  all  bis  gere. 
The  shipmen  stoode  in  suche  a  fere. 
Was  noue  that  might  him  selfe  besterey 

But  euer  awaite  vpon  the  lere, 
Whan  that  thai  shulden  drenche  at  ones. 
There  was  enough  within  the  wonet. 
Of  wepynge,  and  of  sorowe  tho. 
The  yonge  kynge  maketh  mochel  wo. 
So  for  to  see  the  ship  trauaile. 
But  all  that  might  him  nought  anaile. 
The  mast  to  brake,  the  sayle  to  roofe. 
The  ship  ypon  the  wawes  droofe. 
Till  that  thai  see  the  londes  coste. 
Hio  made  a  Towe  the  leste  and  moste. 
Be  so  thei  mighten  come  a  londe. 
Bat  be  whiche  hath  the  sea  on  hoode, 
Neptunus  woMe  nought  accorde. 
But  all  to  brake  cable  and  corde 
£r  thei  to  londe  might  approche. 
The  ship  to  claue  ypon  a  roehe. 
And  all  goth  downe  in  to  the  depe. 
But  he  that  all  thinge  maie  kepe. 
Unto  this  lorde  was  merciable, 
And  brought  him  saue  vpon  a  table, 
Whiche  to  the  lande  him  bath  ypboie, 
The  remenant  was  all  forlore. 
Therof  he  made  mochel  moue. 

Qualiter  Appolinut  nudus  super  litus  iactabatar, 
vbi quidam piscator ipsum suooollobio  Testienf, 
ad  Tfbem  Pentapolim  direxit. 

THUS  was  this  yonge  lorde  alone 
All  naked  in  a  poure  plite. 
His  colour,  wTiich  was  whilom  white 
Was  than  of  water  fade  and  pale. 
And  eke  he  was  so  sore  a  cale, 
That  he  wist  of  him  selfs  no  bote. 
It  beipe  him  no  thynge  for  to  mote. 
To  gete  ageyn  that  he  hath  lore. 
But  she  which  hath  his  deth  forlore 
Fortune,  though  she  will  not  yelpe. 
All  sodeynly  hath  sente  him  helpe^ 


Whan  h  im  tlioiii^t  all  gnee  «weie* 
There  came  a  liaber  ia  the  weye. 
And  sigh  a  man  there  naked  stoode. 
And  whan  that  be  hath  mdentowle 
The  csHue,  be  bath  of  hym  great  roofl^ 
And  onely  of  hit  poore  tronth, 
Of  suche  olothea  as  be  hadde^ 
With  great  pttee  this  lorde  he  dadde. 
And  he  hym  thonketh  at  he  sholda. 
And  saith  byte,  that  it  shall  be  yolde^ 
if  euer  he  gete  bis  state  ageyne. 
And  praith,  that  he  wolde  l^m  teym^ 
If  nigh  were  any  towne  for  hym. 

He  sayde  ye,  Fenti^linv 
Where  both  kyoge  and  quene  dwe|)«a« 
Whan  he  this  tale  herde  tellen. 
He  gladdetb  hjrm,  and  gan  besec]ie» 
That  he  the  wey  hym  woMe  toche. 
And  he  hym  taught:  and  forth  he  went» 
And  praid  god  with  good^enteott 
To  tende  hym  ioye  after  his  sorowe. 
It  was  nou^t  paaaed  yetmidmoroiwe^ 

Soaliter  Appolino  Pentapolim  aduonteile,  Indoi 
gimnasii  per  vrbem  publico  prodamatui  est 

Than  afterwarde  bis  wey  ho  oam. 
Where  soone  vpon  the  noooo  ha  cam. 
He  ete  suche  as  he  might  gete. 
And  forth  anone  whan  be  had  e(e» 
He  goth  to  see  the  towne  aboute. 
And  cam  there  as  he  fonde  a  rovto 
Of  youge  lostie  men  withalL 
And  as  it  shulde  tho  befolle. 
That  daio  was  set  of  suche  asise 
That  thei  sholde  in  the  londe  gyse. 
As  was  herde  of  the  people  seie. 
Her  commnne  game  than  pleye. 
And  cried  was,  that  thei  shoide  come 
Unto  the  game  all  and  some 
Of  hem  tluit  ben  deliuer  and  wight. 
To  do  suche  maistrie  aa  thei  might. 
Thei  made  hem  naked  as  thai  shoMew 
For  iK>  that  ilke  game  wokle. 
And  it  was  the  custome,  and  vse, 
Amonge  hem  was  no  rdbse. 
The  floure  of  all  the  towne  was  there. 
And  of  the  coufte  also  there  were. 
And  that  was  in  a  laife  place. 
Right  euen  before  the 4ypges  lace, 
Whiche  Arthescates  than  bight 
The  piey  was  pleyed  right  in  his  sighti 
And  who  moate  worthie  was  of  dede, 
Receiue  he  shulde  a  oeitaine  mode. 
And  in  the  dtee  beare  a^pnce. 

Appolious,  whiche  wkraakd  wise 
Of  euery  game  couth  an  ende. 
He  thought  assaie,  howe  so  it  wende: 

Qoaliter  Appolinus  lodum  gimnasii  Tinoens,  ia 
aula  regis  ad  cenam  honoreflce  ceptos  est. 

And  fill  amonge  hem  into  game. 
And  there  he  wanne  hym  sudie  a  nam^ 
So  as  the  kynge  hym  selfe  accounteth« 
That  he  all  other  men  surmounteth. 
And  bare  the  price  aboue  hem  all. 
The  kynge  bad,  that  in  to  his  halle 
At  souper  tyme  he  shuld  be  brought. 
And  he  cam  tbaq,  and  lefte  it  nought^ 
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WitboQtcooipftiiie  alone. 

Wm  none  so  semeTy  of  pcrgooe, 

OfTitage,and  of  limmes  bothe. 

If  that  be  bad  what  to  clothe. 

At  coaper  tyme  tietheles 

The  kynge  amiddes  all  the  pres 

let  dppe  hym  vp  amotige  hem  all. 

And  bad  bis  marshall  of  his  hall^ 

To  setten  hym  hi  suche  degree 

That  he  vpon  bym  ml^bt  see. 

The  kyDge  was  soone  sette  and  seraed. 

And  be  wbiche  fa^  his  prise  deserued 

After  the  kynges  owne  worde, 

Wu  made  begyn  a  middel  borde. 

That  both  kyhge  and  quene  hym  sie. 

He  sette,  and  cast  about  his  eie. 

And  sawe  the  lordes  in  estate, 

Aod  with  bym  selfe  were  in  debate, 

Tfayokende  what  he  had  lore, 

Aod  suche  a  sorowc  he  toke  therfore,- 

That  be  sat  ener  stflle,  and  thought. 

As  be  vhicbe  of  no  meate  rooght 

Qoaliter  Appolinus  in  cena  recnmbens,  nihil  co- 
medit,  sed  doloroso  Tultu,  submisso  capite, 
OMzime  ingemescebat,  qui  taodem  a  filia  regis 
cooforutus  Citherara  plecteas  conctis  audienti- 
bos,  dtberando  Thra  modum  oomirfacniU 

TRb  kynge  bebelde  his  heuioesse. 

And  of  his  great  gentilnesse 

His  doQgbter,  which  was  fayre  and  good, 

And  at  tbe'V>rde  before  him  stcHxle, 

Ai  it  w^s  tbiUce  tyme  vsage, 

He  bad  to  go  on  his  message, 

And  fonde  for  to  make  him  glade. 

And  she  did  as  hir  fader  bade. 

And  gotb  to  him  the  softe  paas. 

And  asketh  wttens,  aod  what  he  was, 

Aod  praithe  he  shulde  his  thoughts  leue. 
He  s^ttfa,  madame  by  your  leue. 

My  name  is  bote  Appolinus, 

And  of  my  riches  it  is  thus. 

Upon  the  s^a  I  haue  it  lore, 

The  contrei,  where  as  I  was  bore. 

Where  that  my  londe  is,  and  my  rente 

I  lefte  at  T^re,  whan  that  I  wente. 

The  worship  there,  of  wbiche  I  ought, 

Unto  the  god  I  there  betooght. 

And  tbos  togider  as  thei  two  speke. 

The  tearis  raone  downe  by  his  cheke. 

Tbc  king,  wbiche  tberof  toke  good  kepe^ 

Had  great  pitee  to  see  him  wepe. 

And  for  his  dOoghter  sende  ageyn. 

And  pratd  hir  ftiyre,  and  gan  to  sayn, 

Tbatsbe  no  lenger  wolde  dretche, 

fiot  that  she  wolde  anone  forth  fetche 

Hir  barpe,  and  done  al  that  she  can 

To  glad  with  that  sory  man. 

And  she  to  doone  hir  faders  heat, 

Hir  barpe  fet,  and  in  the  feste 

Upon  a  cbaire,  whiche  thei  fette, 

Hir  selfe  next  to  this  man  she  sette. 

With  barpe  both  and  eke  with  mouth 

To  bim  sbe  did,  all  that  she  couth, 

To  make  him  chere,  and  euer  he  sigbeth. 

And  she  him  asketh,  howe  him  liketh. 
Madame  oertes  wel,  he  saied. 

Bat  if  ye  the  measure  plaied,    . 

Whjcbe,  if  you  list,  I  shall  you  lere, 

2t  irere  a  gladde  thinge  for  to  here. 


A  leue  syr,  tho  quod  she, 
Nowe  taktf  the  barpe,  and  lete  me  see, 
Of  what  measure  that  ye  mene. 
Tho  praith  the  kinge,  tho  praith  the  quene. 
Forth  with  the  lordes  all  arewe. 
That  he  somme  myrthe  wolde  shewe. 
He  takth  the  barpe,  and  in  his  wise 
He  tempreth,  and  of  suche  assise 
^nginge  he  harpeth  forth  with  all. 
That  as  a  voyce  celestiall 
Hem  thought  it  sowned  in  her  ere. 
As  though  that  it  an  angell  were. 
They  gladen  of  his  melodic 
But  moste  of  all  the  companie. 
The  kygnes  doughter,  whiche  it  herde 
And  thought  eke  of  that  he  answerde. 
Whan  that  it  was  of  hir  apposed,. 
Within  hir  herte  hath  well  supposed* 
That  he  is  of  great  gentilnesse. 
His  dedes  ben  tberof  witnesse. 
Forthwith  the  wisdome  of  his  lore. 
It  nedeth  not  to  seche  more. 
He  might  not  haue  suche  manere. 
Of  gentiU  blood  but  if  he  were, 

Whan  he  hath  harped  all  his  fille. 
The  kinges  best  to  fulfiUe, 
A  weie  gotb  dishe,  a  waie  goth  cup, 
Doun  gotb  the  boi^e,  the  cloth  was  vp, 
Thei  risen,  and  gone  oute  of  the  halle. 

Qnaliter  Appolinus  cum  rcge  pro  filia  sua  cradi- 
enda  retentus  est. 

The  kynge  his  cbamberlesm  let  calle, 
And  bad,  that  he  by  all  weye 
A  chamber  for  this  man  purueie, 
Whiche  nighe  his  owne  chambre  bee. 
It  shall  be  do  me  lorde  quod  faee. 
Appolinus,  of  whom  I  mene, 
Tho  toke  his  leue  of  kynge  and  quene. 
And  of  the  worthie  maide  also, 
Whiche  praied  Tnto  hir  fader  tho. 
That  she  might  of  the  yonge  man 
Of  tho  sciences,  whiche  he  can, 
His  lore  haue.    And  in  this  wise 
The  kynge  hir  graunteth  hir  apprisa 
Sp  that  bym  selfe  therto  assent. 
Thus  was  accorded  er  thei  wente. 
That  he  with  all  that  euer  he  male 
This  yonge  fayre  freshe  maie 
Of  that  he  couth  shulde  enforme. 
And  full  assented  in  this  forme, 
Thei  token  leue  as  for  that  night, 

€Uialiter  filia  regis  Appolinum  omato  apparata 
▼estiri  fecit,  Et  ipse  ad  poelle  doctrinum  in'quam 
pluribus  fataniliariter  intendebat,  vnde  placata 
pudla  in  amorem  AppoUini  exardescens,  in- 
firmabatur. 

AMD  whan  it  was  on  morowe  right 
Unto  this  yonge  man  of  Tyre, 
Of  clothes,  and  of  good  attyre. 
With  golde  aod  siluer  to  dispende 
This  worthie  yonge  ladie  sende. 
And  thus  she  made  hym  well  at  ease. 
And  he  with  all  that  he  can  please 
Hir  serueth  well  and  faire  ageing. 
He  Uught  hir^  till  sbe  was  certeyne 
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Of  harpCi  citole,  and  of  riot«| 

With  many  a  tev^ne,  and  many  a  note, 

Upon  masike,  vpon  measure. 

And  of  hir  barpe  the  temprure 

He  taught  hir  eke,  as  he  weH  coatb. 

But  as  men  seyne,  Chat  frele  is  youth,    . 
With  leiser  and  continuance 
This  mayde  fill  vpon  a  chance. 
That  loue  hath  made  hym  a  quarele 
Ageyne  hir  youth  freshe  and  frele. 
That  nuugre  where  she  wolde  or  nought. 
She  mote  with  all  hir  hertes  thought. 
To  loue  and  to  his  lawe  obey. 
And  that  she  shall  fiiU  sore  obeie. 
For  sh^  wote  neuer  what  it  is. 
But  euer  amonge  she  feleth  this 
Touchinge  vpon  this  man  of  Tyre, 
Hir  herte  is  I^te  as  any  fyre. 
And  otherwbile  it  is  a  cale. 
Nowe  is  she  redde,  nowe  is  sbe  pale. 
Bight  after  the  condicion 
Of  hir  imaginacion. 
But  euer  amonge  hir  thoughtes  aU 
She  thought,  whan  so  maie  be&U, 
Or  that  sheJaugh  or  that  she  wepe. 
She  wolde  hir  good  name  kepe 
For  fere  of  womannyshe  shame. 

But  what  in  emest  what  in  game 
She  stant  for  loue  in  suche  a  plite. 
That  she  hath  lost  all  appetite 
Of  mete  and  drynlce,  of  nightes  rest, 
As  she  that  note  what  is  the  best. 
But  for  to  thynke  all  hir  fille 
She  belde  hir  ofte  tymes  stille 
Within  hir  chamber,  and  goth  not  out. 

The  kynge  was  of  hir  lyfe  in  doute, 
Whiche  wist  nothynge  what  it  ment. 

Qualiter  tres  filii  prhicipum  filiam  regis  sigtl- 
latim  in  vxorem  sais  supplioBtionibut  posto- 
larent. 

But  fill  a  tyme,  at  h«  out  wente 
To  walke,  of  princes  soanes  tkree 
There  came,  and  fiU  to  his  koM, 
And  eche  of  hem  in  «QiidrJe  wystf 
Besought,  and  profereth  bis  ssnuce. 
So  that  be  might  his  doughtar  haue. 
The  kynge,  which  wold  hir  honour  sane, 
Saieth,  she  is  siolce,  and  of  that  speche 
Tho  was  no  time  to  besecbe. 
But  eche  of  hem  to  nuke  a  bllle 
He  bad,  and  write  his  owne  wille. 
His  name,  his  fader,  and  bis  good. 

And  whan  she  wist  howe  that  it  stood. 
And  ba4  Her  billes  oueraeyne, 
Thei  sbulden  haue  answere  agesme. 
Of  this  counseyle  thei  weren  glad. 
And  written,  as  the  kynge  hem  bad, 
And  euery  man  his  owne  boke 
Into  the  ksmges  honde  betoke. 
And  he  it  to  his  doughter  sende, 
And  praide  hir  for  to  make  an  ende 
And  write  ageyne  hir  owne  hOnde, 
Right  as  she  in  hir  bert  fonde. 

€tualiter  filia  regis  omnibus  aliis  reiictis  Appoli- 

num  in  maritum  preeiegit 
The  billes  weren  well  receiued. 
But  she  hath  all  her  Ipues  weiued: 


And  thought  tbo  was  tyme  aod-sptce 

To  put  hir  in  fair  laders  grace. 

And  wrote  ageyne,  and  thus  she  sayde- 

The  shame,  which  is  in  a  mayde. 
With  speche  dare  not  be  ynloke^ 
But  in  writynge  it  maie  be  spoke. 
So  write  1  to  yon  fader  thns. 
But  if  I  haue  Appolinus 
Of  all  this  worlde  what  so  betide, 
I  wil  none  other  man  abide. 
And  certes  if  I  of  him  faile, 
I  wot  right  welle  withoute  faile. 
Ye  shall  for  me  be  doughterlee. 
This  letter  came,  and  there  was  prese 
Tofore  the  kinge,  there'as  he  stode. 
And  whan  that  be  it  vnderstode. 
He  yaue  hem  answere  by  and  by. 
But  that  was  dpone  so  priuely. 
That  none  of  others  counceile  wiste.^ 
Thei  toke  her  leoe,  and  where  hem  list 
Thei  wente  forth  ypon  their  wey. 

Qualiter  rex  et  regina  in  maritagiora  filie  sue  on 
Appolino  consencierunt 

Ths  kynge  ne  wold  nought  bewrey 
The  counceil  for  bo  maner  hie. 
Bat  suffretfa  till  he  time  sie 

And  whan  that  he  to  chambre  is  oooie,] 
He  bath  vnto  counceill  nome 
This  man  of  Tyre,  and  lete  hym  see 
The  letter,  and  all  the  priuitee. 
The  whiche  his  doughter  to  him  sente. 

And  he  his  knee  to  grounde  bente. 
And  thongetb  him  and  hir  also. 
And  er  thei  wente  then  a  two. 
With  good  herte,  and  with  good  corage. 
Of  full  loue  and  full  manage 
The  kinge  and  he  be  hole  accorded. 
And  after,  wban  it  was  recorded 
Unto  the  doughter,  howe  it  stoode. 
The  yefte  of  sdl  this  worides  sood 
Ne  shuld  haue  made  hir  halre  so  blithe. 
And  forth  with  all  the  kinge  als  swith. 
For  he  woU  haue  hir  good  assent. 
Hath  for  th^  queue  hir  moder  sente. 

The  quene  is  come :  and  whan  she  berde 
Of  this  mater,  howe  that  it  ferde. 
She  sigh  debate,  she  sigbe  disease. 
But  if  she  wolde  hir  doughter  please. 
And  is  therto  assented  full, 
Whiche  is  a  dede  wonderfiitl. 
For  no  man  knewe  the  soth  cas. 
But  he  hym  selfe,  what  man  he  was. 
And  nethelesse  so  as  hem  thought. 
His  dedes  to  the  soth  wrought. 
That  he  was  come  of  gentiU  blood, ' 
Him  lacketh  nought  but  worides  good. 
And  as  therof  is  no  dispeire. 
For  she  shall  be  hir  faders  heyre. 
And  he  was  able  to  gouerne. 
Thus  wyll  thei  not  the  loue  werne 
Of  him  and  hir  in  no  wise. 
But  all  accorded  thei  deuise 
The  daie  and  time  of  mariage. 
Where  loue  is  lorde  of  the  corage 
Him  thinketh  longe,  er  that  he  spede,  • 

But  at  laste  vnto  th^  dede. 

Qualiter  Appolinus  filie  re^s  noptit,  et  priott 
nocte  cum  ea  concobiens  ij^sam  impregnaait. 
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The  time  is  come,  and  in  hir  wise, 
With  great  offiynge  and. sacrifice 
Thci  wedde,  and  make  a  great  ^ste^ 
And  cuery  tliynge  was  rijjht  honeste 
Within  boos,  and  eke  vithoute 
It  ras  so  doone,  that  all  aboute, 
Of  grtut  worship,  and  great  noblesse, 
There  cried  many  a  man  largesse 
Uuto  the  lordes  high  and  loude* 
The  knightes,  that  be  yonge  and  proude, 
Tbei  iuste  firste,  and  after  daunce: 
The  dale  is  go,  the  nightes  chaunce 
Hath  derked  all  the  bright  soune, 
Tbi:i  lorde,  whiche  hath  his  loue  wonne, 
l^  go  to  bed  with  his  wife, 
HHiere  as  the!  lede  a  lustie  life, 
Aod  that  was  after  somdele  seiie. 
Fur  as  the!  pleiden  hem  betwene, 
Tbci  gele  a  chiMe  betwene  hem  two, 
To  whom  fill  after  mochell  wo. 

Qualiter  ambassiatores  a  Tyru  in  quadam  naui 
PcDtapolim  renientes,  mortem  regis  Antiocbi 
Appolino  nunciauerunt 

Now  haue  I  tolde  of  the  spousaiJes, 
But  for  to  speake  of  the  menial les, 
Wbiche  afterwarde  to  hem  befelle. 
It  is  a  wonder  for  to  telle. 

It  fell  a  daie  thei  riden  oute. 
The  kinge,  and  quene,  and  all  the  route. 
To  pleien  bem  vpon  the  stronde. 
Where  as  thei  seen  towarde  the  londe 
A  ship  sailyng  of  great  arraie. 
To  knowe  what  it  mene  maie 
Till  it  be  come  thei  abide. 
Than  see  thei  stonde  on  euery  side 
End:onge  the  sbippes  borde  toshewe, 
Of  penoanceals  a  rycbe  rewe. 

Thei  asken,  whens  the  ship  is  come. 
Fro  Tyre  anone  answerde  some< 

And  oner  this  thei  saiden  more 
The  cause  why  thei  comen  fore 
Was  for  to  seche,  and  for  to  fynde 
Appollinus,  wbiche  is  of  kynde 
Her  liege  lorde :  and  he  appereth, 
And  of  the  tale  whicbe  he  heretb. 
He  was  right  glad :  for  they  hym  lolde. 
That  for  yengeance,  as  god  it  wolUe, 
AntJocbus  as  men  maie  witte. 
With  thonder  and  llghtnyng  is  forsmitte^ 
Hit  doughter  hatb  the  same  chance :  , 
So  ben  thei  both  in  o  balance. 

For  tby  our  liege  lorde  we  seie/ 
In  aame  of  all  the  londe,  and  preie. 
That  lefte  all  other  thynge  to  doone. 
It  like  you  to  come  soone. 
And  see  your  owne  liege  men, 
With  other  that  ben  of  your  ken, 
Tbatliuen  in  longynge  and  dcsyre. 
Till  yc  be  come  ageyne  to  Tyre. 

This  tale  after  the  kynge  it  bad 
Pentapolin  all  odersprad. 
There  was  no  ioye  for  to  seche. 
For  eoery  man  it  bad  in  speche. 
And  saiden  all  of  one  accorde : 
A  worthy  kynge  shall  ben  our  lorda. 
That  tbioght  ts  first  an  heoines, 
b  shape  TS  nowe  to  great  gladnes. 

TOI.  tl. 


Thus  gotb  the  tydynge  oner  all. 

Qualiter  Appolino  e$t  vxorc  sua  impregnata  « 
Pentapoli  versus  Tyrum  naui^ntibus  contigit 
vxorem  mortis  articulo  angustiatam,  io  naut 
filiam,  que  (lostea  Thaisis  yocabatnr,  parere. 

But  ncde  he  mote,  that  nede  shall, 
Appolinus  his  leue  toke. 
To  god  and  all  the  londe  betoke, 
With  all  the  people  longe  artd  brode,* 
That  he  no  lenger  there  abode. 

The  kynge  and  queue  sorowe  made. 
But  yet  somdele  thei  were  glade 
Of  suche  thynge,  as  thei  herde  tho. 
And  thus  betwene  the  wele  and  Wo 
To  ship  he  goth,  his  wife  with  childe, 
The  whiche  was  euer  meke  and  milde,- 
And  wolde  not  departe  hym  fro, 
Suche  loue  was  betwene  bem  two. 

Uchorida  for  hir  office  *  . 

Was  take,  whiche  was  a  norice,- 
To  wende  with  this  youge  wife. 
To  whom  was  shape  a,  wofull  life. . 
Within  a  tyme,  as  it  betid. 

Whan  thei  were  in  the  sea  amid. 
Out  of  the  north  thei  see  a  cloude. 
The  storme  arose,  the  wyndes  londe 
Shei  blewtfn  many  a  dredefull  blaste. 
The  welken  was  all  ouercaste: 
The  derke  night  the  sonne  hath  vnder. 
There  was  a  great  tempest  of  thunder. 
The  moone,  and  eke  the  sterres  botbe 
In  blackc  cloudes  thei  hem  clothe, 
Wherof  their  bright  loke  thei  bide. 

This  yonge  ladie  ivepte  and  cride, 
To  whom  no  comfbrte  might  auaile. 
Of  childe  she  began  trauaile 
Where  she  late  in  a  caban  close, 
Hir  wofull  lorde  fro  bir  arose. 
And  that  was  longe  or  any  morowe,- 
So  that  in  anguisshe  aitd  in  soroUve 
She  was  deliueredall  by  night 
And  deide  in  eueiy  mannes  sight; 

But  nethelesse  for  all  this  wo 
A  maide  chylde  was  bore  thof. 

Sua! iter  Appolinus  mortem  vzorls  sue  planzit. 

Appolinus  when  he  this  knewe, 

For  sorowe  a  swoune  he  ouerthrewe, 

That  no  man  wist  in  hym  no  life. 

And  whan  he  woke,  he  said ;  a  wife^ 
f  My  ioye,  my  lust,  and  my  desyre. 

My  welth,  and  my  recwierire. 

Why  shall  I  Hue,  and  thou  shalt  die  ? 

Ha  thou  fortune  ( the  defie. 

Now  bast  thou  do  to  me  thy  werst. 

A  herte,  why  ne  wilt  thou  berst. 

That  forth  with  hir  I  might  passe  ? 

My  peynes  were  well  the  lasse. 

In  suche  wepynge,  and  suche  crie 

His  dead  wife,  whiche  laie  h3rm  hie, 

A  tbousande  aithes  he  hir  kiste. 

Was  neuer  man  that  sawe  ne  wiste 

A  sorowe,  to  his  sorowe  liche, 
>  Was  euer  amonge  vpon  the  liche^ 

He  fill  swounynge,  as  he  that  thought 

Hii  owne  deth^  whicbe  he  sought 
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Unto  the  goddes  alt  aboue. 

With  many  a  pilous  worde  of  loue : 

But  suche  wordes  as  tho  were 

IJerde  neuer  no  manncs  eare 

But  onely  tiiilke,  whiche  he  eaide. 

Ilie  maister  shipman  came  and  praide 

With  other  suche,  as  ben  therin. 

And  saine,  that  he  male  oothinge  win 

Ageyne  the  deth,  but  thei  hym  i-ede 

He  be  well  ware,  and  take  bede : 

The  sea  by  weie  of  his  nature 

Receiue  maie  no  creature, 

Within  hym  selfe  as  for  to  bolde, 

The  whiche  is  dead.    For  tby  thei  wolde» 

As  thei  counceilen  all  about 

The  dead  bodie  casten  out. 

For  better  it  is,  thei  saiden  all, 

Thatitof  hirsobefalle, 

Than  if  thei  shulden  all  spille. 

Oualiter  suadentibus  nantis  corpus  vxoris  sue  mor- 
tue  in  quadam  cista  plumbo  et  ferro  obtusa,  que 
cireumligata  Appolinus  cum  magno  thesauro  vna 
cum  quadam  llttera  sub  eius  capite  scripta  re- 
cludl^  in  man  projicere  fecit 

The  kynge,  which  Tnderstode  her  will, 
And  knewe  her  connsaile  that  was  trewe,. 
Began  ageyn  his  sorowe  newe. 
With  pitous  h^rte,  and  thus  to  seie. 
It  is  all  reason  that  ye  preye. 

I  am  (quod  he)  but  one  alone. 
So  wolde  I  not  for  my  persone. 
There  fell  suche  aduersitee. 
But  whan  it  maie  no  better  bee. 
Doth  than  thus  vpon  my  worde, 
liet  make  a  coffre  stronge  of  horde. 
That  it  be  firme  with  lead  and  pitche. 
Anono  was  made  a  coffer  siche 
All  redie  brought  vnto  his  honde. 
And  whan  he  sawe,  and  redje  fonda 
This  coffre  made»  and  well  englued. 
The  dead  bodie  wag  besewed 
In  cloth  of  guide,  and  leide  therin. 
And  for  he  wolde  vnto  bir  win 
Upon  some  custe  a  sepulture 
Under  hir  head  in  aduenture 
Of  golde  he  leyde  sommes  great. 
And  of  iewels  stronge  beyete. 
Forth  with  a  letter,  and  sayd  thus. 

Copia  littere  capiti  yxoris  sue  tupposite, 

I  KTN6E  of  Tyre  Appoltiras 

Doth  all  men  for  to  witte. 

That  here  and  see  this  letter  writte, 

That  helpeles  without  rede 

Here  lieth  a  kynges  doughter  dede. 

And  who  that  happeth  hir  to  finde. 

For  charitee  take  in  hie  mynde. 

And  do  so,  that  she  be  begraue: 

With  this  treasonr,  whiche  he  shall  haue. 

Thus  whan  the  letter  was  full  spoke, 
Thei  haue  anone  the  coffiie  stoke. 
And  bounden  it  with  yron  foste. 
That  it  maie  with  the  wawes  last^ 
And  stoppen  it  by  suche  a  weie 
That  it  shall  be  within  dreie. 


So  that  no  water  might  it  grene. 
And  thus  in  hope,  and  good  beleoe 
Of  that  the  corps  shall  well  ariue, 
Thei  cast  it  ouer  borde  as  bliue. 

Qualiter  Appolinus,  vxoris  sue  eorpore  in  mare 
proiecto,  Tyrum  relinqocns,  cursum  suum  ver- 
sus Thariim  nauigio  dolens  arripuii. 

The  ship  forthe  on  the  wawes  went. 
The  prince  hath  changed  his  entent. 
And  saith,  he  will  not  come  at  Tyns 
As  than,  but  all  his  desire. 
Is  firste  to  sailen  vnto  Tharse. 
The  wyndie  storme  began  to  scarse* 
The  Sonne  arist,  the  weder  cicretb. 
The  shipman,  which  behinde  steretb. 
Whan  that  he  saw  the  wyndes  stanght. 
Towards  Tharse  his  cours  he  straught. 

Qnaliter  corpus  predicte  defuncte  super  Whs 
apud  Ephesum  quidam  medicus  nomine  Ceri- 
mone,  cum  aliquibus  suis  discipulis  inuenit,  quod 
in  hospicium  portans,  et  extra  cistam  ponens 
spiraculo  vite  in  ea  adbuc  inuento^  ipsam  plene 
sanitati  restituit. 

But  nowe  to  my  matere  ageyn. 
To  telle  as  olde  bokes  seyne, 
I'his  dead  corps,  of  whiche  ye  knowe. 
With  wynde  and  was  forth  throwe, 
Nowe  here,  nowe  there,  till  at  last 
At  Ephesus  the  sea  vpcast 
The  coffre,  and  all  that  was  therin. 
Of  great  mernaile  nowe  begyn 
Maie  here,  who  that  sitteth  still. 
That  god  will  sane  maie  not  spill. 
Right  as  the  corps  was  throwe  a  londe, 
There  cam  walkynge  vpon  the  stroode, 
A  worth ie  clerke,  and  sui^ien,  , 
And  eke  a  great  pbysicien. 
Of  all  the  londe  the  wisest  one, 
Whiche  bight  maister  Cerimone. 
There  were  of  his  disciples  some. 
This  maister  is  to  the  coffer  come. 
He  peyseth  there  was  somwhat  in. 
And  bad  hem  beare  it  to  his  inne. 
And  goeth  him  selfe  forthe  with  alle. 
All  that  shall  falle.falle  shall. 

Thei  comen  home,  and  tarie  nought. 
This  coffer  in  to  his  chamber  is  brought, 
Whiche  that  thei  finde  fyate  stoke. 
But  thei  with  crafte  it  haue  rnloke. 
Thei  loken  in,  where  as  thei  founde 
A  body  deade,  whiche  was  wounde 
In  cloth  of  golde,  as  I  satde  ere. 
The  tresour  eke  thei  founden  there. 
Forthwith  the  letter  whiche  thei  rede. 
And  tho  thei  token  better  hede. 
Unsowcd  was  the  body  soone, 
As  he  that  knewe,  what  was  to  doone. 
This  noble  clerke  with  all  haste 
Began  the  veynes  for  to  taste. 
And  sawe  hir  age  was  of  yoothOi 
And  with  the  ciaftes,  whiche  he  couth. 
He  sought  and  founde  a  iigne  of  life. 
With  that  this  wortliie  kinges  wife 
Honestlie  thei  token  oute. 
And  mayden  lyres  all  abonte. 
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Tbei  leied  hir  on  a  etmche  loAe, 
AikI  with  a  «hete  vanned  t>fte 
Uir  colde  breste  began  to  beate, 
Hir  berte  also  to  llacke  aad  beate. 
This  maister  hatb  hir  eaeiy  ioynte 
With  certein  oyle  aod  balsam  anojrnte, 
And  pot  a  licour  in  hir  nioothe, 
Whiche  is  to  fewe  clerkes  coathe. 
So  that  she  coaereth  at  laste. 
And  first  hir  eieii  vp  ihe  caste. 
And  vhan  she  more  of  strength  caught, 
Hir  armes  both  forth  she  stniught, 
Helde  vp  hir  honde,  and  pitousiie 
She  spake,  and  said,  where  am  I? 
Where  is  my  lorde,  what  worlde  is  this  ? 
As  she  that  wote  not  bowe  it  is. 

But  Cerinooe  the  worth  ie  liche 
AnsivenJe  anone  vpon  his  specbe, 
ADd  saide :  madame  ye  l>en.  here. 
Where  ye  be  saue,  as  ye  shall  hero 
Here  afterwarde,  for  thy  as  nowe 
My  counceil  is  comfbrteth  you. 
FortrisCeth  wel  withoute  faile. 
There  is  notbinge,  which'  shall  you  faila, 
That  ought  of  reason  to  be  do. 
Thus  passeo  thei  a-daie  or  two. 

Qusliter  vxor  Appolini  sanata,  domum  religionis 
pedit,  vbi  sacro  \elamine  muaita»  castam  ornni 
tempore  Touit. 

Tfin  speke  of  nought  as  for  an  ende, 
Til  she  began  somdele  amende. 
And  wist  hir  selfe,  what  she  mente. 
Tho  for  to  knowe  hir  hole  entente. 
This  maister  asketh  all  the  caas, 
Howe  she  cam  there,  and  what  ihe  was. 

Howe  I  came  here,  wote  I  nought. 
Quod  she,  but  well  I  am  bethought 
Of  other  thini^es  all  about. 
Fro  poynte  to  poynte  and  tolde  him  oute. 
As  ferforthly  as  she  it  wist. 

And  he  hir  tdde  howe  in  a  cbistc 
The  sea  hir  threwe  Tpon  the  londe, 
Aod  what  tresour  frith  hir  be  fonde, 
Whiche  was  all  redy  at  bir  wille. 
At  he  that  shope  him  to  fulfiUe 
With  al  bis  might,  what  thinge  he  sholde. 

She  tbonketh  him,  that  he  so  wolde. 
And  all  hir  herte  she  discloseth. 
And  saith  him  wel,  that  she  supposetb, 
Hir  lorde  be  dreint,  hir  childe  also. 
So  sawe  she  nought  but  all  wo. 
Wherof  as  to  the  worlde  no  more 
Ne  wil  she  tome,  and  praieth  tberfore. 
That  in  some  temple  of  the  citee. 
To  kepe  and  bolde  hir  chastitee. 
She  might  amoDge  the  women  dwell. 
Whan  be  this  Ule  berde  tell. 
He  was  right  glad,  and  made  bir  knowen, 
That  be  a  dou^fater  of  bis  owen 
Hatb,  whiche  be  wil  rnto  hir  yetie 
To  seme,  while  thei  both  Hue, 
In  stede  of  that,  wUcbe  she  hath  loste. 
Al  ooely  at  bisowne  coste, 
Oe  shall  be  rendred  forth  with  hir. 

She  8aith«  granote  mercy  leue  sir, 
God  quite  it  you,  there  I  ne  male. 
And  tbna  tbei  driae  foith  the  daia 


Till  time  cam,  that  she  was  hole. 
And  tho  thei  toke  her  counseyle  hole 
To  shape  vpon  good  gouemancey 
And  made  a  woitbie  pnrueiance 
Ageyne  daie,  whan  thei  be  veiled. 
And  thus  when  that  the!  were  <iounseilpd. 
In  blacke  clothes  thei  them  doth. 
The  doughter  and  the  lady  both. 
And  yolde  hem  to  religion.  ' 

The  feste,  and  the  prores:non. 
After  the  iiile  of  that  degree. 
Was  made  with  great  solemn itee 
'  Where  as  Diane  is  sanctified. 
Thus  stant  this  lady  iustilSed. 
In  ordre,  where  she  thynketh  to  dwelle.  ' 

Qualiter  Appolinus  Tharsim  naulgans,  filiam suam 
Tbaisim  Strangnlioni  et  Dionysie  vxori  sueedu- 
candum  commendauit,  et  deindc  Tyrum  adiit, 
vbi  com  inestimabili  gaudio  a  suis  receptos  est« 

But  nowe  agelnwarde  for  to  telle  > 
In  what  plite  that  hir  lorde  stode  in. 

He  saileth,  tyll  that  he  male  wynne 
The  hauen  of  Tharse,  as  I  saide  ere. 
And  whan  he  was  arriued  ther^, 
Tho  was  it  through  the  citee  knowe. 
Men  might  see  within  a  throwe, 
As  who  saith  all  the  towne  at  ones 
Thei  come  agejme  hym  for  the  none* 
To  yeuen  hym  the  reuerence. 
So  glad  tbei  were  of  his  presence. 

And  though  he  were  in  his  corage 
Diseased,  yet  with  glad  visage 
He  made  hem  cbere,  and  to  his  ione. 
Where  he  whylom  soioumed  in. 
He  goth  hym  straught,  and  was  receitfed. 
And  whan  the  prees  of  people  is  weiued. 
He  taketh  his  hoste  vnto  hym  tho 
And  saith :  My  frende  Strangulio, 
Lo  thus,  and  thus  it  is  befolle; 
And  thou  thy  sdfe  arte  one  of  all. 
Forthwith  thy  wife,  whiche  1  most  trist. 
For  thy  if  it  you  both  list. 
My  doughter  Tbaise  by  youi  leue 
I  thynke  shall  with  you  bilcue 
As  for  a  tyme:  and  thus  I  praie. 
That  she  be  kepte  by  all  waie. 
And  whan  she  hath  of  age  more. 
That  she  be  set  to  bokes  lore. 
And  this  auowe  to  god  I  make. 
That  I  shall  neuer  for  hir  sake 
My  berde  for  no  likynge  shaue. 
Till  it  befalle,  that  I  hau6 
In  conenable  tyme  of  age 
Besette  hir  vnto  manage. 

Thus  thei  accorde,  and  all  is  weHe : 
And  for  to  resten  hym  somdele. 
As  for  a  while  he  ther  soiourneth. 
And  than  he  taketh  his  leue,  and  toumeth 
To  ship,  and  goth  hym  home  to  Tyre, 
Where  euery  man  with  great  desyre 
Awaiteth  vpon  his  corny nge. 

But  whan  the  ship  cam  in  sailynge. 
And  perceinen  that  it  is  he, 
Was  neuer  yet  in  no  citee 
Sucbe  ioye  mad^,  as  tbei  tho  made. 
'His  herte  also  began  to  glade 
Of  that  he  seetb  bis  people  gladde. 

1.0  thus  fortane  his  happe  hath  Mdagk 
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In  sondry  wite  he  was  trauailed, 
Bat  bow  so  euer  he  be  assailed, 
His  later  ende  shall  be  good< 

9ualiter  Thaisis  ma  cum  Pbilotenna  Srangulionis 
et  Dionyukj  filia,  omnia  sciencie  et  honestatia 
doctrina  imbuta  est,  sed  et  Thaisis  Philoteimam 
preceilens  in  odium  mortale  per  inuidiam  a 
Dionysia  recoUecta  est. 

And  for  to  spoke  ho^e  that  it  stoode 

Of  Thaise  his  doughtcr,  where  she  dwelleth, 

In  Tharsc  as  the  cronike  telleth 

She  was  well  kepte,  she  was  well  lokcd. 

She  was  well  taught,  she  was  well  boked: 

So  well  she  sped  hir  in  hir  youth. 

That  she  of  eueiy  wysedome  couth. 

That  for  to  scche  in  euery  londe 

So  wise  an  other  no  man  fonde, 

We  so  well  taught  at  manoes  eie. 

Bat  wo  woi-th  euer  false  enuie. 

For  it  benil  that  tyme  so, 

A  dough ter  hath  Srangulio, 

Whiche  was  cleped  Philotenne, 

But  fame,  whiche  will  euer  rennc 

Came  all  dale  to  hir  nK>tbers  eare, 

And  saitb,  where  euer  hir  doughtcr  were 

With  Thaise  set  in  any  place, 

The  common  voyce,  the  comon  grace 

Was  all  vpon  that  other  mayde. 

And  of  hir  daughter  no  man  sayde. 

Who  was  wroth  but  Dionyse  than  ? 
Hir  thought  a  thousande  yere  till  whan 
She  might  be  of  Thaise  wreke, 
Of  that  she  herde  folke  so  spcke. 
And  fill  that  ilke  same  tide. 
That  dead  was  trewe  Lichoride, 
Whiche  had  be  seniant  to  Thaise, 
So  that  she  was  the  wors  at  ease. 
For  she  hatfa  than  no  semise, 
But  onely  through  this  Diunyse, 
Whiche  was  her  deadly  ennemie: 
Through  pure  treason  and  enuie. 
She  that  of  all  sorowe  can, 
Tbo  spake  vuto  hir  bondeman, 
T^biche  cleped  ^as  Theophilus, 
And  made  hym  swere  in  counceill  thus. 
That  he  sache  tyme  as  she  hym  set, 
Shall  come  Thaise  for  to  fette. 
And  lede  hir  out  of  all  sisht, 
Where  that  no  man  bir  helpe  might. 
Upon  the  stronde  nighe  the  sea, 
And  there  he  shall  this  maiden  slea. 

This  chorles  herte  is  in  a  trance, 
As  he  whiche  drad  hym  of  vengeance. 
Whan  tyme  cometh  an  other  daie: 
Bnt  yet  durst  be  not  sale  naie, 
But  swore,  and  said  he  shulde  fulfill 
Hir  bestes  at  hir  oWne  will. 

fiualiter  Dionysia  Th&isim  vt  occideret,  Theophilo . 
seruo  suo  tradidit,  qui  cum  noctanter  longius  ab 
vrbe  ipsam  prope  litus  maris  interficere  propo- 
suerat,  pirate  ibidem  latitantes  Thaisim  de  manu 
carnificis  eripucnintj  ipsam  que  vsque  ciuitatem 
Mitelenam  ducentes,  cuidem  Leonioo  scortorumF 
ibidem  magistro  Tendiderunt. 

The  treason  and  eke  tyme  is  shape,. 
3o  fell  tha^t  this  cburiissbe  koape 
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Hath  lad  this  maiden  where  he  wolde 
Upon  the  stronde,  and  what  she  sholdd 
She  was  adrad,  and  he  out  brayde 
A  rusty  swerde,  and  to  hir  saide. 
Thou  shalt  be  deads  alas  quod  she. 
Why  shall  I  so?  Lo  thus  quod  he 
My  ladie  Dionyse  hath  bcde, 
Thou  shalt  be  murdred  in  this  stede. 

This  maiden  tbo  for  feare  shrighty 
And  for  the  loue  of  god  all  might 
She  preith  that  for  a  litell  stounde» 
She  might  knele  vpon  the  grounde 
Towarde  the  heuen  for  to  craue 
Hir  wofuli  soule  that  she  male  saue. 

And  wkb  this  noyse,  and  with  this  ctie. 
Out  of  a  barge  faste  by, 
Whiche  hid  was  there  on  scomer  fare. 
Men  sterten  out  and  weren  ware 
Of  this  felon,  and  he  to  go. 
And  she  began  to  crie  tho, 
A  mercy  helpe  for  goddes  sake. 
In  to  the  barge  thei  hir  take. 
As  theues  shulde,  and  forth  thei  wente. 
Upon  the  sea  the  wynde  hem  bent. 
And  maulgre  where  thei  wolde  or  none, 
Tofore  the  weder  forth  thei  gone. 
There  helpe  no  saile,  there  helpe  none  ore, 
Forstormed,  and  forblowen  sore 
In  great  peri  11  so  forth  thei  driue. 
Till  at  laste  thei  arriue 
At  Mitelenc  the  citee. 
In  hauen  saufe  and  whan  thei  bee. 
The  maister  ahipman  made  him  bonne. 
And  goth  hym  out  in  to  the  towne. 
And  profereth  Thaise  for  to  selle. 

One  Leonin  it  herde  telle, 
Whiche  maister  of  the  bordel  was» 
And  bad  hym  go  a  redie  pas 
To  fetchen  hir:  and  forth  he  went, 
And  Thaise  out  of  his  barge  he  bent. 
And  to  the  bordeler  hir  solde. 
And  that  he  by  hir  body  wolde 
Take  auautage,  let  do  crie. 
That  what  man  wolde  his  lecherie 
Attempte  vpon  hir  maidenhede, 
Laie  downe  the  golde,  awd  be  shulde  spede. 

And  thus  whan  he  Itath  cried  it  out, 
I  sight  of  all  the  people  about. 

Sualiter  L^ouinus  Thaisim  ad  lupanar  dfstinaait, 
vbi  dei  gracia  preuenta,  ipsius  virginitatem  uui- 
his  violare  potuit. 

He  ladde  hir  to  the  bordell  tho« 
No  wonder  though  she  were  wo. 
Close  in  a  chambre  by  hir  selfe, 
Eche  after  other  ten  or  twelfe 
Of  yonge  men  in  to  hir  went 
But  suche  a  grace  god  hir  sent. 
That  for  the  sorowe,  whiche  she  made. 
Was  none  of  hem,  which  power  hade 
To  done  hir  any  vilauie. 

This  Leonin  let  euer  aspie. 
And  waytcth  after  great  beyete. 
But  all  for  nought  she  wasfoilete. 
That  no.  man  wolde  there  come. 

Whan  he  therof  hath  hede  nome. 
And  knewe,  that  she  was  yet  a  maydi^ 
t^nto  bis  owne  man  he  sayde. 
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That  be  with  »trpngth  ageyne  hir  leue, 
II10  shalde  hir  niaydenhocle  bereue. 
This  man  gotb  in,  bat  so  it  ferde, 
Wbao  he  hir  wofull  pleintes  herde. 
And  he  therof  hath  take  kepe, 
H3nD  list  better  fyr  to  wepe, 
Than  do  otight  elles  to  the  game. 
Aod  thus  she  kepte  hir  selfo  fro  shame. 
And  koeied  downe  to  therthe  and  prayde 
Uoto  this  man,  and  thus  she  sayde : 

If  to  be,  that  thy  maister  wolde» 
That  I  his  good  encrees  sholde, 
It  maie  not  falie  by  this  weie, 
Bat  saffre  me  to  go  my  weye 
Out  of  this  boas,  where  I  am  in, 
And  I  shall  make  hym  for  to  wyn 
la  tome  plzce  els  of  the  towne. 
Be  so  it  be  of  reltgiowne, 
Where  that  honest  women  dwelle. 
And  thus  thoa  might  thy  maibter  telle. 
That  whan  I  haae  a  chambre  there. 
Let  hym  do  crie  aie  wide  where. 
What  lorde,  that  hath  liis  doughter  dere. 
And  is  in  will  that  she  shall  lere 
Of  suche  a  scholc  that  is  trewe, 
I  »hall  hir  tecbe  of  thynges  newe, 
Whicbe  that  none  other  woman  can 
la  all  this  londe.     And  tho  this  man 
Hir  tale  hath  herde,  he  goth  ageyuj 
And  tolde  vnto  his  maister  pleyn, 
That  she  hath  seyde  :  and  thervpon. 
Whan  that  he  sawe  beyete  none 
At  the  bordell  bacaose  of  hir. 
He  bad  his  man  go  and  spir 
A  place,  where  she  might  abide. 
That  he  maie  wynne  vpou  some  side 
By  that  she  can  :  bat  at  lest 
Thus  was  she  saofe  of  this  tempest. 

toaliter  Tbaisb  a  lupanari  virgo  liberata,  inter 
sacras  mulieres  hospicium  habeas,  scientias, 
quibos  edocta  fait,  nobiles  regui  pucllas  ibidem 
eilooebat. 

He  hath  hir  fro  the  bordell  take. 
But  that  was  not  for  goddes  sake, 
But  for  the  lacre,  as  she  hym  tolde, 
Nowe  comen  tho,  thaf  comen  woide 
or  women  in  her  lustie  youth 
To  here  and  see,  what  thinge  she  coatb. 
She  can  the  wisedome  of  a  clerke, 
She  can  of  any  lustie  werke, 
Whicbe  to  a  gentiil  woman  longetb. 
And  some  of  hem  she  vnderfongcth 
To  the  citole,  aod  to  tlie  harpe. 
And  whome  it  liketh  far  to  carpe 
Prooeibes  and  demaondes  slie. 
An  other  suche  thei  nener  sie, 
Whiche  that  science  go  well  taught, 
Wherof  she  great  giftei  caught. 
That  she  to  Leonin  hath  wonne. 
And  thus  hir  name  is  so  begonne 
Of  soodrie  thynges,  that  she  tccheth. 
That  all  the  londe  to  hir  secheth 
of  yoBge  women,  for  to  Icre. 

Qoaliier  Theopbilus  ad  Dionysiam  mane  rediens 
sffinnanit  se  Thaisim  occidisse,  super  quo  Dio- 
nysia  vna  cum  Stiangulione  marito  suo  dolorem 
hi  poblioo  confiogentes,  exequias  et  sepolturam 


honorifice,  quantum  ad  extra  subdola  coniecta* 
tione  fieri  constitueruut. 

NowE  lette  «'e  this  mayden  here. 

And  speke  of  Dionyse  agayne. 

And  of  Theophile  the  yilayne, 

Of  whiche  I  spake  of  nowe  tofore. 

Whan  Thaise  shulde  haue  be  forlore. 

This  false  chorle  to  his  ladie 

Whan  he  cam  home  all  priuely. 

He  saitb :  Madame  slayne  I  haue 

This  mayde  Thaise,  and  is  begraae 

In  priuy  place,  as  ye  me  bede. 

For  thy  madame  taketh  hede, 

And  kepe  counceyle,  howe  so  it  stonde. 

This  fende,  whiche  hath  this  vndcrstond, 

Was  glad,  and  vveneth  it  be  sooth. 

Now  se  hereafter  how  she  dooth, 

She  wepeth,  she  crieth,  she  compleyneth, 
And  of  sickenes,  whiche  she  feyneth 
She  saith,  that  Thaise  sodcynly 
By  night  is  dead,  as  she  and  I 
To  gether  lien  nigh  my  lordp. 
She  was  a  woman  of  recordc. 
And  all  is  loued,  that  she  seyth : 
And  for  to  yetie  a  more  feith 
Hir  husbonde,  and  eke  she  both 
In  blacke  clothes  thei  hem  cloth. 
And  make  a  great  entercment. 
And  for  the  people  shall  be  blent. 
Of  Thaise  as  for  the  remembrance. 
After  the  riall  olde  vsance,  .    i 

A  tombc  of  laton  noble  and  richc. 
With  an  ymage  vnto  hir  liche 
Liggyn£(e,  aboue  thervpon. 
The  made,  and  set  it  vp  anoq,  ^ 

Hir  epitaphc  of  good  assise 
Was  writtc  about:  and  in  this  wise 
It  spake,  O  ye  that  this  beholde, 
Lo  here  iieth  she,  the  whiche  was  holde 
The  fairest,  and  the  fionre  of  aH, 
Whose  name  Thaisis  men  call. 

The  kyngc  of  Tyre  Appolinus 
Hir  father  was,  nowe  Iieth  she  thus, 
Fourtene  yere  she  was  of  age, 
Whan  deth  hir  toke  to  his  viage. 

QLualiter  Appolinus  in  regno  suo  apud  Tyrum  ex- 
istens,  parliamentum  fieri  oonstituit. 

Thus  was  this  false  treason  hid, 
Whiche  afterward  was  wyde  kid. 
As  by  the  tale  a  man  shall  here. 
But  to  declare  my  matere 
To  Tyre  I  thynke  tourne  agesme. 
And  telle,  as  the  cronikes  seyne. 

WbVin  that  the  kynge  was  comen  home, 
Aod  hath  Icfte  in  the  salte  fome 
His  wife,  whiche  he  maie  not  furycte. 
For  he  some  comforte  wolde  gete. 
He  lette  sommone  a  parlement. 
To  whiche  the  lordes  weren  assent. 
And  of  the  tyme  he  hath  ben  oat, 
He  seeth  the  thynges  all  about. 
And  tolde  hem  eke  howe  he  hath  fare 
While  he  was  out  of  londe  fare. 
And  praide  hem  all  to  abide: 
For  he  wolde  at  some  tide 
Do  shap(5  for  his  wiues  mynde. 
As  be  that  wolde  not  bQ  Tnkinde« 
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Solempne  was  that  iike  offiGC, 
And  richc  was  the  sacrifice, 
The  feast  rially  was  holde. 
And  therto  was  be  well  beholde. 
For  sache  a  wife  as  he  bad  one, 
Jn  thiike  daies  was  there  none. 


^"»l»ter  Appolinus  post  parliamentum  Tharsim 
pro  Thaise  filia  sua  querenda  adiit,  qna  ibidem 
non  inuenta^abinde  nauigio  recessit. 

Whan  this  was  done,  then  he  him  thought 
Upon  his  doughter,  and  besought 
Sucbe  of  bis  lordes,  as  he  wolde, 
That  thei  with  him  to  Tharse  sholde 
To  fette  his  donghter  Thaise  there. 
And  thei  anone  all  redie  were. 
To  ship  thei  gone,  and  forth  thei  went. 
Till  thei  the  hauen  of  Tharse  hente. 
Thei  londe,  and  foile  of  that  thei  seche 
By  oouerture  and  sleight  of  speche. 
This  false  man  Strangulio, 
And  Dionyse  his  wife  also, 
That  he  the  better  trowe  might, 
Thei  ladde  hym  to  haue  a  sight, 
Where  that  hir  tombe  was  arraied, 
The  lasse  yet  he  was  mispayde. 

And  nethcles  so  as  he  dur^t. 
He  curseth,  and  sayth  all  the  wurst 
Unto  fortune,  as  to  the  blinde, 
Whiche  can  no  silcer  wey  finde. 
For  hym  she  neweth  euer  amonge. 
And  medleth  sorowe  with  his  songe. 
But  sithe  it  maie  no  better  be. 
He  thonketh  god,  and  forth  goth  he 
Sailynge  towarde  Tyre  ageyne. 
But  sodeynly  the  wynde  and  reync 
Began  vpon  the  sea  debate, 
So  that  he  suffre  mote  algate, 

fiualiter  naois  AppoKni  mentis  agitata  portum 
vrbtsMttolene  in  die  quo  festa  Neptuni  cele- 
brari  eonsueaerunt,  applicuit,  sed  ipse  pre  do- 
]ore  Thaisis  filie  sue,  quam  mortuam  reputabat, 
in  fundo  nauis  obscuro  iacens  lujqen  videro 
noluit.  . 

The  lawe,  which  Neptune  ordeineth, 

Whcrof  full  ofte  tyme  he  pleyneth. 

And  held  him  wel  the  more  esmajcd 

Of  that  he  hath  tofore  assaied. 

So  that  for  pure  sorowe  and  care, 

Of  that  he  seeth  this  worlde  so  faro. 

The  rest  he  leueth  of  his  caban. 

That  for  the  counseil  of  no  man, 

Ageyne  therin  he  nolde  come,  -• 

But  hath  beneth  his  place  noma. 

Where  he  wepynge  alone  laie. 

There  as  be  sawe  no  light  of  daie. 

And  thus  tofore  the  wynde  thei  driue, 
Till  longe  and  late  thei  arriue 
With  great  distresse,  as  it' was  sene 
Upon  this  towne  of  Mitelene, 
Wbiche  was  a  noble  citee  tbo. 
And  happeneth  thUke  tyme  so. 
The  loides  both,  and  the  commune 
The  high  festes  of  Keptuue 
Upon  the  stronde  at  riuage. 
As  it  was  castome  and  vsage 
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Solempoeliche  thei  be  sigh. 
Whan  thei  this  strange  vessell  sigh 
Com  in,  and  bath  his  saile  aualed. 
The  towne  therof  bath  spoke  and  taled. 

2ualiter  Atenagoras  vrbis  Mitelene  priDcepsnauia 
Appoiini  jnuestigans,  ipsum  sic  contristatam 
nihil  que  respondentem  consolari  satqgebat 

The  lorde,  whiche  of  that  citee  was. 
Whose  name  is  Atenagoras, 
Was  there,  and  saide,  he  wolde  see. 
What  ship  it  is,  and  who  they  bee. 
That  ben  therin  :  and  after  soone. 
Whan  that  be  sigh  it  was  to  doone. 
His  barge  was  for  him  araied. 
And  he  goeth  foorth,  and  hath  assaie^ 
He  fonde  the  ship  of  great  araie: 
But  what  thynge  it  auiounte  maie, 
He  sigh  thei  maden  heuy  chere, 
But  well  him  thinketh  by  the  manere. 
That  thei  ben  worthie  men  of  blood. 
And  asketh  of  hem  howe  it  stoode: 
And  thei  him  telien  all  the  caas, 
Howe  that  her  lorde  fordriue  was, 
And  whiche  a  sorowe  that  he  made. 
Of  wbiche  there  maie  no  man  him  glade. 
He  praieth  that  he  her  lorde  maie  see. 
But  thei  him  tolde  it  maie  not  be^ 
For  he  lietb  in  so  derke  a  place, 
That  there  maie  no  wight  see  his  fitoe. 
But  for  all  that  though  hem  be  lothe. 
He  fonde  the  ladder,  and  downe  he  goetb. 
And  to  him  spake  but  none  answere 
Ageine  of  him  ne  might  he  here. 
For  ought  that  he  can  do  or  seyne. 
And  thus  he  goeth  him  vp  ageyn. 

Qualiter  precepto  principis,  vt  Appolinum  coaio- 
laretur,  Thaisis  cum  cithera  sua  ad  ifwom  ia 
obscuro  nauis,  vbi  iaoebat,  pixiducta  est. 

Tho  was  there  spoke  in  many  wise 
Amonges  hem,  that  weran  wise, 
Nowe  this,  nowe  that,  but  at  last 
The  wisdome  of  the  towne  thus  oast. 
That  yonge  Thaise  was  assent. 
For  if  there  be  amendement 
To  glad  with  this  wofull  kynge. 
She  can  so  moche  of  euery  thynge. 
That  she  shall  glad  him  anone. 

A  messager  for  hir  is  gone, 
And  she  came  with  hir  harpe  in  honde. 
And  saide  hem,  that  she  wolde  fonde 
By  all  the  weies,  that  she  can. 
To  glad  with  this  sory  man. 
But  what  he  was,  she  wist  nought 
But  all  the  ship  hir  hath  besought, 
Tkat  she  hir  witte  on  him  dispende. 
In  aunter  if  he  might  amende. 
And  sayn :  it  shall  be  well  aquit. 

Whan  she  hath  vndorstonden  it. 
She  goeth  hirdoune,  there  as  he  laie. 
Where  that  she  barpeth  many  a  laie. 
And  like  an  angell  songe  with  alia 
But  he  no  more  than  the  walle 
Toke  hede  of  any  thynge  be  herde. 

And  whan  she  sawe  that  he  so  ferde, 
She  folleth  with  bym  vnto  wordes. 
And  telieth  him  of  sondrie  bolder, 
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And  asketh  bim  demandes  strange. 

Whereof  she  made  his  berte  change^ 

And  to  hir  speche  his  eare  be  heyde 

And  bath  nieniaile»  of  that  she  sayde. 

For  JD  prouerbe,  and  io  probleine 

She  spake,  and  bad  he  sbulde  deme. 

In  many  a  subtile  question. 

Bat  be  for  no  suggestion 

Whicbe  tovarde  bym  she  coude  stere. 

He  woide  nut  one  woide  answere, 

Bttt  as  a  mad  man  at  laste. 

His  bead  wepynge  awey  he  caste, 

Aod  halfe  in  wrath  he  bad  hir  go. 

But  yet  she  woide  not  do  so, 

And  in  the  derke  forth  she  gothe. 

Tin  she  bym  toucbeth,  and  he  wroth, 

Aod  after  hir  with  his  honde 

He  smote:  and  thus  whan  she  him  fond* 

Diseased,  conrteisly  she  sayde, 

Auoy  my  lorde,  I  am  a  mayde. 

And  if  ye  wyst,  what  I  am. 

And  out  of  what  linage  I  cam, 

Ye  woide  not  be  so  saluage. 

With  that  be  sobreth  his  courage, 

Soaliter  sicnt  deus  destinnuit  patri  filiam  inaen« 
tarn  recognouit. 

And  put  awey  his  heuie  chore. 

64jt  oifbem  two  a  man  maie  lere, 

What  is  to  be  so  sibbe  of  bloode. 

None  wist  of  other  howe  it  stoode, 

Aod  yet  the  father  at  laste  , 

His  herte  rpon  this  mayde  castCt 

That  he  hir  loneth  kyndely. 

Ajid  yet  h«  wist  oeuer  why, 

Bat  all  was  knowe  er  that  thei  went. 

For  god  wote  her  hole  entent. 

Her  hertes  both  anone  diacloseth* 

This  kynge,  vnto  this  maide  opposeth. 

And  asketh  first,  what  is  hir  name* 

And  wbeie  she  lemed  all  this  game. 

And  of  what  kyn  she  was  come> 

And  sbe  that  hath  his  wordes  oome, 

Answeretb,  and  sattb :  my  name  is  Thaise, 

That  was  sometyme  well  at  aise. 

In  Tbarse  I  was  forthdrawe  and  fiedde. 

There  I  lemed,  till  I  was  spedde 

Of  that  I  can:  my  father  eke 

I  not  where  that  1  sbulde  hym  seke. 

He  was  a  kynge  men  tolde  me. 

My  mother  dreint  in  the  see. 

Fro  poyntto  poynt  all  she  bym  tolde, 

That  sbe  hath  longe  in  herte  holde. 

And  neuer  dnrst  make  hir  mone. 

But  onely  to  this  lorde  allone. 

To  whom  hir  herte  can  not  hele, 

Toorae  it  to  wo,  toarne  it  to  wele, 

Toome  it  to  good,  tonme  it  to  harme. 

And  be  tbo  toke  bir  in  his  arme. 
But  sQche  a  ioye  as  he  tho  made, 
Wu  nener  sene,  thus  ben  thei  glade. 
That  lory  hadden  be  tofome, 
Fro  this  daie  fortune  hath  swome 
To  set  hjrm  Tptraide  on  the  whele. 
So  goth  the  worlde,  now  wo,  now  wele. 

Snaliter  Athenagoras  Appolinom  de  naui  in  bos* 
piciom  honorifice  recoUegit,  et  Tbaisim,  patre 
€QMenacient0,  in  Txorem  duxit 


This  kynge  hath  foundenewe  graee. 
So  that  ont  of  his  derke  place, 
He  goth  hym  vp  in  to  the  light. 
And  with  hym  cam  that  swete  wight 
His  doughter  Thaise,  and  forth  anone 
Thei  bothe  into  the  caban  gone, 
Whicbe  was  ordeined  for  the  kynge. 
And  there  he  did  of  all  his  thyoge. 
And  was  araied  rially, 
And  dut  he  cam  all  openly. 
Where  Athenagoras  he  fonde, 
Whicbe  was  lorde  of  all  the  londe.  ' 
He  praieth  the  kynge  to  come  and  see 
His  castcll  bothe,  and  bis  citee. 
And  thus  thei  gone  forth  all  in  fere 
This  kyng,  this  lorde,  this  maiden  dere. 
This  lorde  tho  made  hem  riche  feste, 
With  enery  thynge,  whicbe  was  honeste 
To  plese  with  this  worthy  kynge  : 
Ther  lacketh  hem  no  maner  tbyuge. 
But  yet  for  all  his  noble  araie 
Wiucles  he  was  Tnto  that  daie. 
As  be  that  yet  was  of  yonge  age. 

So  fill  ther  in  to  his  corage 
The  lustie  wo,  the  glad  payne 
Of  loue,  whicbe  no  man  restrayne 
Yet  neuer  might  as  now  tofore. 
This  lorde  thynketh  all  this  world  lore. 
But  if  the  kynge  will  doone  hym  grace. 
He  waiteth  tyme,he  waiteth  place, 
Hym  thotight  his  herte  wold  to  br«ke. 
Till  he  main  to  this  maide  speke. 
And  to  hir  (ader  eke  also. 
For  mariage,  and  it  fyll  so, 
That  all  was  doone,  right  as  he  thought. 
His  purpos  to  an  ende  he  brought, 
She  wedded  hym  as  for  hir  lorde. 
Thus  ben  thei  all  of  one  accordc. 

Sualiter  Appollnus,  vna  cum  filia  et  eius  marito 
nauim  ingredientes,  a  Mitilena  vsque  Tharsim 
cursum  proposuenint,  sed  Appotinus  in  somnis 
admonitus  Fersus  Epbesum,  vt  ibidem  in  tem« 
plo  Diane  sactificaret,  vela  per  mare  diueitit. 

Whan  all  was  done  right  as  thei  wolde^ 
The  kynge  vnto  his  sonne  tolde 
Of  Tbarse  thiike  traiterie. 
And  said,  howe  in  his  com  pan  ie 
His  doughter  and  him  seluen  eke. 
Shall  go  Tcngeance  for  to  seke. 

The  shippes  were  redie  soone. 
And  whan  thei  sawe  it  was  to  doone. 
Without  let  of  any  went. 
With  saile  rp  drawe  forth  thei  wente 
Tovvarde  Tbarse  vpon  the  tide : 
But  he  that  wote  what  shall  betide. 
The  hie  god,  whicbe  woide  bym  kepe. 
Whan  that  this  kynge  was  fast  a  slepe 
By  nightes  tyme  be  hath  hym  bede 
To  sayle  vnto  another  stcde. 
To  Epbesum  he  bad  hym  drawe, 
And  as  it  was  that  tyme  lawe 
He  shall  do  there  his  sacrifice. 
And  eke  be  bad  in  all  wise. 
That  in  the  temple  amongest  all 
His  fortune,  as  it  is  beialle, 
I'oucbyn^  his  doughter,  and  his  wife. 
He  shall  be  kaomt  irpon  his  life. 
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The  kinge  of  this  aoisioD 
Hath  great  imaginacion, 
What  thinge  it  signifie  maie. 
And  nethclesse  whan  it  was  daie, 
tie  bad  cast  anker,  and  abode. 
And  while  that.he  on  anker  rode. 
The  wynde,  that  was  tofore  strange, 
Upon  the  poynte  began  to  change. 
And  torneth  thider,  as  it  sholde. 
Tho  knewe  he  well,  that  god  it  wolde, 
And  bad  the  maister  make  hym  yare, 
Tofore  the  wynde  for  he  wolde  (are 
To  Ephesudii  and  so  he  dede. 
And  whan  he  came  into  the  stede, 
Where  as  he  shiilde  londCjlie  londetfa, 
"With  all  the  haste  he  naaie  and  foudetb 
To  shapen  him  in  stiche  a  wise, 
That  he  maie  by  the  moruwe  arise, 
And  doone  after  the  mandement 
Of  hym,  wbiche  hath  hym  thider  sent. 
And  in  the  wise  that  he  thought, 
Upon  the  morowe  so  he  wrought. 
His  doughter,  and  his  sonne  he  nome. 
And  forth  to  the  temple  be  come. 
With  a  great  route  in  companie, 
His  yefles  for  to  sacrifie. 

The  citezens  tho  herden  saie 
Of  SQche  a  kynge  that  came  to  praie 
Unto  Diane  the  goddesse. 
And  lefte  aJl  other  besinesse, 
Thei  comen  thider  for  to  see 
3'he  kinge  and  the  solempnitee. 

Qualiter  Appolinus  Epbesum  in  tcmpio  Diane 
sacrificans,  vxorem'suam  ibidem  velatam  in 
uenit,  qua  secum  assompta  nauim  versus  Ty- 
turn  regressus  est 

With  worthie  knightes  enuironed 
The  kynge  hym  selfe  hath  abandoned 
To  the  temple  in  good  entente. 
The  4ore  is  vp,  and  in  he  wente, 
"Where  as  with  great  deuociun,' 
Of  holy  coutemplacion, 
Within  his  herte  he  made  his  shrille : 
And  after  that  a  riche  yifte 
He  offreth  with  great  rcucrcnce^ 
And  there  in  open  audience. 
Of  hem  that  stqden  all  aboute. 
He  tolde  hem,  and  declareth  out 
His  bappe,  such  as  him  is  befalte, 
There  was  no  thynge  foryetc  of  alle. 
His  wyfe,  as  it  was  goddes  grace, 
"Whiche  was  professed  in  the  place, 
As  she  that  was  abbesse  there, 
Unto  his  tale  hath  leied  hir  ere. 
She  knewe  the  ¥oyce,  and  the  visage  : 
For  pure  ioye  as  in  a  rage 
She  straught  to  hym  all  at  ones. 
And  fill  a  stiroune  vpon  the  stones, 
Wherof  the  temple  flore  was  pauecL 
She  was  anone  with  water  laued 
Till  she  came  to  hir  selfe  ageyne, 
And  than  she  b^an  to  seyne : 

A  blessed  be  the  high  sonde 
That  I  may  se  my  husbonde, 
"Whiche  whilom  he,  and  1  were  one. 

The  kynge  with  that  knewe  hir  anone. 
And  toke  hir  in  his  arme,  and  kist, 
Aud  all  the  towne  ibis  sooiie  it  wist, 


Tho  was  there  ioye  many  foMe. 
For  euery  man  this  talc  hath  toldc. 
As  for  miracle,  and  wexeo  glade. 
But  neuer  man  suche  ioye  made. 
As  doth  the  kyng,  which  hath  his  wife 
And  whan  men  hertle  how  that  hir  life 
Was  saued,  and  by  whom  it  was, 
Thei  wondred  all  of  suche  a  cas. 
Through  all  the  (oode  arose  the  specbe 
Of  maister  Cerimon  the  leche, 
And  of  the  cure  whiche  be  dede. 
The  kynge  hym^elfe  tho  hath  bedc^ 
And  eke  the  quene  forth  with  hym. 
That  he  the  towne  of  Ephesym 
Will  leuc,  and  go  where  as  thei  bee. 
For  neuer  man  of  his  degree 
Hath  do  to  hem  so  mychell  good. 
And  he  his  profite  vnderstoode. 
And  granteth  with  hem  for  to  wende. 
And  thus  thei  maden  there  an  ende. 
And  token  leoe,  and  gone  to  ship 
With  all  the  bole  feiauship. 

Sualiter  Appolinus  ma  cum  vxore  et  filia  sua 
Tyram  applicuit. 

This  kyng,  whiche  now  hath  his  desire^ 
Saith,  he  woll  holde  his  cours  to  Tyre. 
Thei  hadden  wynde  at  will  tho. 
With  topsayle  coole,  and  forth  thei  go. 
And  stryken  neuer  till  thei  come 
To  Tyre,  where  as  thei  haue  nomc 
And  louden  hem  with  mochell  blisse. 
There  was  many  a  mouth  to  kisse, 
Eche  one  welcometh  other  home. 
But  whan  the  quene  to  londe  come, 
Aud  Thaise  hir  doughter  by  fair  side, 
The  whiche  ioye  was  tbiike  tide 
There  maie  no  mans  tunge  telle. 
Thei  sayden  all,  here  cometb  the  wellc 
Of  all  womannisshe  grace. 
The  kynge  hath  take  his  roiall  place. 
The  quene  is  in  to  chambre  go. 
There  was  great  fest  araied  tho. 
Whan  tyme  was  thei  gone  to  mete, 
All  olde  sorowes  ben  foryeie. 
And  gladem  hem  with  ioyes  newe. 
The  discoloured  pale  hewe 
Is  nowe  become  a  ruddy  cbeke. 
There  was  no  mirth  for  to  seke. 

Sualiter  Appolinus    Athenagoram   cum  Tliarse 
vxore  super  Tyrum  coronarl  fecit. 

But  euery  man  hath  what  he  wolde. 
The  kynge  as  he  well  coude  and  sholde 
Makth  to  his  people  right  good  chcrc. 
And  after  soone,  as  thou  shalt  here, 
A  parl^ent  he  had  sommoned. 
Where  he  his  doughter  hath  coroned. 
Forth  with  the  lordc  of  Mltelene, 
That  on  his  kynge,  that  other  quene. 

And  thus  the  fathers  ordinance, 
This  londe  hath  set  in  gouernance. 
And  sayde  that  he  wolde  wende 
To  Tliai-se,  for  to  make  an  ende 
Of  that  his  doughter  was  betraied, 
Wherof  were  all  men  well  paied. 
And  saidj  howe  it  was  for  to  done. 
The  shippes  weren  redy  soone. 
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'fiualiter  Appolinns  a  Tyro  per  mare  yersus  Tbar- 
sim  iter  arriplens,  ▼indictam  contra  Strangii- 
lioDem  Dionysiani  yxorcm  soam  pro  iniuria, 
quam  ipsi  Taisi  filie  sac  intalerunt  iudicialiter 
assecutas  est, 

A  snioMGE  power  with  him  he  toke, 
Upon  the  skie  he  ca«t  his  loke. 
And  sigh  the  wynde  was  couenable, 
Tbei  hale  Tp  aocre  with  the  cable, 
Tbei  saile  on  hie,  the  stcre  on  honde, 
Tbei  aailen,  till  thej  come  a  londe 
At  Thane  nygh  to  the  citee. 

Aod  whan  thei  iwisten  it  was  bee. 
The  towne  halh  done  hym  reuerence. 

He  telleth  hem  the  violence, 
Wbicbe  the  traitour  Strangulio 
AndDionyse  hym  had  do 
ToQchynge  his  doaghter^  as  ye  herde. 
And  whan  thci  wist,  bow  it  ferde, 
As  he  wbicbe  pees  and  lone  sought| 
Uoto  Ihe  towne  this  he  besought. 
To  done  him  right  in  ii^emenU 

Anone  thei  weren  both  assente. 
With  »trengtbe  of  men  and  coroen  soone, 
And  as  hem  thought  it  was  to  doone, 
Attejnt  tbei  weren  by  the  lawe. 
And  demed  so  bonged  and-drawe, 
And  breot,  and  with  wynde  to  blowe. 
That  all  the  woride  it  might  knowe. 
And  vpon  this  condicion, 
The  dome  in  execucion 
Was  put  anone  witboute  &ile. 
And  eoery  man  bath  great  meniaile, 
Whiclie  berde  tellen  of  this  chance. 
And  thonked  goddes  purueance, 
Whiche  doth  mercy  forth  with  iustice. 
Slain  is  the  mordner,  and  the  mordrice 
Through  very  tronth  of  rightwisnesse, 
And  through  mercy  sane  is  siioplesse 
Of  hir,  whom  mercy  presemeth. 
Thus  bath  he  wel,  that  wel  deserueth. 

fiualiter  Artestrate  Pentapali  rege  mortuo,  ipsi  de 
regno  epistolas  super  hoc  AppoUuo  direxerunt, 
Vnde  Appolinus  vna  cum  vxore  sua  in  idem  ad- 
uenientes,  ad  decus  imperii  cum  magno  gaudio 
coronati  sunt. 

Wif  AK  a1  this  thinge  is  doone  and  end<»d. 
This  kinge,  which  loued  was  and  frended 
A  letter  bath,  which  came  to  hym 
By  ship  fro  Pentapolim, 
In  wbicbe  the  londe  bath  to  him  writte, 
That  he  wolde^vnderstdnde  and  witte, 
Howe  in  good  mynde  and  in  good  pees 
Bead  is  the  kinge  Artestrates, 
Wherof  tbei  all  of  one  accqfde 
Him  praiden,  as  her  liege  lorde| 
That  he  the  letter  wol  receyue, 
And  come,  his  reigne  to  receiue : 
Wbicbe  god  hath  yeue  bim,  and  fortanc. 
And  thus  besought  the  commune, 
Forthwith  the  great  lordes  alL 

This  kinge  sighe  bowe  it  is  befalte. 
Fro  Tbarse  and  in  prosperitee 
He  toke  his  lene  of  that  citee. 
And  goeth  bim  in  to  ship  ayene. 
The  wynde  was  good,  the  sea  was  plcync, 
Hem  nedeth  not  a  riffe  to  slake. 
Til  thei  Penuptdim  baue  teke% 


The  londe  wbiche  berde  of  that  tydinge 
Was  wonder  glad  of  his  cominge. 
He  resteth  him  a  daie  or  two. 
And  toke  his  counceil  to  him  tho. 
And  set  a  tyme  of  parlement. 
Where  al  the  londe  of  one  assente, 
Forthwith  his  wife  haue  hiih  croned. 
Where  all  good  him  was  forsoned. 

Lo  what  it  is  to  be  well  grounded. 
For  he  hath  first  his  lone  founded 
Honestly  as  for  to  wedde. 
Honestly  his  tone  he  spedde, 
And  bad  chyldren  with  his  wife. 
And  as  him  liste  he  led  his  life. 
And  in  ensample  his  life  was  writte. 
That  all  louers  mighten  witte 
Howe  at  {aste  it  shal  be  sene 
Of  loue  what  thei  wolden  mene. 

For  see  nowe  on  that  other  side, 
Antiochus  with  all  his  pride, 
Whiche  sette  his  loue  vnkyndely. 
His  ende  had  sodeynly. 
Set  ageyn  kynde  vpon  vengeance, 
And  for  his  lust  hath  his  penance. 

Lo  thus  my  sonne  might  thou  lere, 
What  is  to  loue  in  good  panere. 
And  what  to  loue  in  other  wise, 
The  mede  arisetb  of  the  seruice. 
Fortune  though  she  be  not  stable. 
Yet  at  somtime  is  fiauourable 
To  hem,  that  ben  of  loue  trewe. 
But  certes  it  is  for  to  rewe. 
To  see  loue  agein  kynde  falle. 
For  that  makth  sore  a  man  to  falle, 
As  thou  might  of  tofore  rede. 
For  thy  my  sonne  I  wolde  the  rede 
To  let  all  other  loue  aweie. 
But  if  it  be  through  -suche  aweie. 
As  loue  and  reason  wold  accordc. 
For  elles  if  that  thou  discorde, 
And  take  luste  as  doeth  a  beite, 
Thy  loue  maie  nought  ben  honcstc. 
For  by  no  skil  that  I  finde 
Suche  luste  is  nought  of  loues  kynde 

Confessio  amuntrs,  vncle  pro  final i  Conclusiont 
consilium  confessoris  impetrat. 

My  fader  bowe  so  that  it  stonde. 
Your  tale  is  berde,  and  vndrtrstonde, 
As  thinge,  whiche  worthic  is  to  here 
Of  great  ensample  and.great  raatere, 
Wherof  my  fader  god  you  quite. 

But  in  this  poynte  my  selfe  acquite 
I  maie  right  wel,  that  euer  yit 
I  was  assoted  in  my  wit. 
But  onely  in  that  worthy  place, 
Where  all  lust  and  all  grace 
Is  set;  if  that  Danger  ne  were : 
But  that  is  all  my  moste  fere, 
I  not  what  yc  fortune  acoumptc. 
But  what  thinge  Danger  maie  amounte 
I  wot  wel :  for  1  bane  assaled. 
For  whan  myn  hert  is  beste  arated. 
And  I  haue  all  my  wit  through  sought 
Of  loue  to  beseche  hir  ought. 
For  all  that  euer  I  sike  maie, 

I'  1  am  concluded  with  a  naie. 
That  o  syllable  hath  ouer  throwe 
A  thousand  wordes  on  a  row* 
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Of  rach  as  I  b€ft  apeke  «8b. 
Thus  am  I  but  a  lende  man. 

But  iader,  for  ye  ben  a  clerke 
Of  loi|e,  aud  this  matere  is  derke, 
And  I  can  euer  lenger  tbe  lasse, 
(But  yet  I  maie  not  lete  it  passe) 
Your  hole  counseil  I  besecbe, 
That  ye  me  by  some  weye  teche, 
What  is  my  best,  as  for  an  ende. 

My  Sonne  vnto  the  trouth  wende 
Nowe  woll  I  for  the  loue  of  tbee» 
And  lete  al  other  tryfles  be. 

Hie  super  amoris  causa  finita  confessione,  Confes- 
sor Genius  ea,  que  sibi  salubrius  expediimt  sano 
coosilio  finaliter  iniungit. 

The  more  that  tbe  nede  is  bie» 

The  more  it  nedetb  to  be  slie 

To  him  whiche  hath  the  nede  on  honde, 

]  baue  well  herde  and  rnderstonde, 

My  Sonne,  all  that  thou  hast  me  saied : 

And  eke  of  that  thou  hast  me  praied 

Kowe  at  this  tyme,  that  I  shall  > 

As  for  conclusion  final, 

CoQDSeyl  vpon  thy  nede  set. 

So  thinke  I  finally  to  knette 

Thy  cause,  there  it  is  to  broke. 

And  make  an  ende  of  that  is  spoke. 

For  I  behight  the  that  gifte 

First  whan  thon  come  vnder  my  shrifte. 

That  though  I  towarde  Venus  were. 

Yet  spake  I  sucbe  wordes  there. 

That  for  tbe  presthode,  whiche  1  bane, 

Myn  order,  and  my  state  to  saue, 

I  sayde,  I  wotde  of  myn  office 

To  Tertue  more  than  to  vice 

Endine,  and  tecbe  the  my  lore. 

For  thy  to  speken  ouennore 

Of  loue,  wbicbe  the  maie  auaile. 

Take  lone,  where  it  maie  auaile. 
For  as  of  this,  whiche, thou  arte  in 
By  that  thou  seest  it  is  a  sinne. 
And  sinne  maie  no  price  deserue, 
Wit|ioute  price  and  who  shall  seme, 
I  note  what  profiit  might  auaile. 
This  foloweth  it,  if  thou  trauaile 
Where  thon  no  proffit  hast  ne  price, 
Thon  arte  towarde  thy  selfe  mwise  r 
And  sitb  thou  migfatest  lust  atteine. 
Of  euery  lust  the  ende  is  peine. 
Of  euery  peyne  is  good  to  flee. 
So  is  it  wonder  tbinge  to  see. 
Why  suche  a  thsmge  shall  be  desyred. 
The  more  that  a  stocke  is  fired 
The  rather  in  to  asbe  it  tometh. 
Thefoote,  which  in  the  weye  spometh^ 
¥v\\ oftehis heade hath  ouertbrowe. 
Thus  loue  is  biynde,  and  can  not  knowe. 
Where  that  he  goeth,  till  he  be  iadde, 
For  thy  bnt  if  it  so  beialle 
With  good  counceyle  that  he  be  Iadde, 
Hym  ought  for  to  ben  a  dradde. 
For  counceyl  passeth  all  thinge 
To  him«  whiche  thinketh  to  ben  a  kiDge» 
And  euery  man  for  bis  partie 
A  kyngdome  hath  to  iustifie, 
That  is  to  sein  his  owne  domeu 
If  he  misrule  that  kyngdome. 
He  leseth  him  selfo^  that  is  morc^ 
Than  if  be  loste  ship  and  ors. 


And  all  the  woiidesgood  with  alle. 
For  what  man  that  in  speciall 
Hath  not  him  selfe,  he  hath  not  efs. 
No  more  tbe  perles  than  the  thelSy 
All  is  to  him  of  o  value. 
Though  he  had  all  his  retinewe 
The  wide  woride  right  as' he  wolde. 
Whan  he  his  herte  hath  not  with  hokla 
Towarde  hym  selfe,  ail  i»  in  vatne. 
And  thus  my  sonne  I  wolde  sayne* 
As  I  said  er,  that  thon  arise 
£r  that  thou  fall  in  suche  a  wise. 
That  thoo  ne  might  tby  selfe  reconer. 
For  loue  whiche  that  biynde  was  euer, 
Makth  ail  bis  seruantes  biynde  also. 

My  Sonne  and  if  thou  bane  ben  so» 
Yet  is  it  tyme  to  withdrawe. 
And  set  thyn  herte  vnder  that  lawe» 
The  whiche  of  reason  is  gouemed. 
And  not  of  wille :  and  to  be  lerned 
Ensample  thou  bast  many  one 
Of  nowe  and  eke  of  tyme  a  gone. 
That  euery  lust  is  but  a  while. 
And  who  that  will  him  selfe  begylc 
He  maie  the  rather  be  disceiu^. 

My  Sonne  nowe  thou  hast  conceined 
Somwhat  of  that  I  wolde  mene. 
Here  afterwarde  it  shall  be  sene. 
If  that  thon  leue  vpon  my  lore. 
For  I  can  do  to  the  no  more. 
But  teche  tbe,  the  right  weie, 
Nowe  chese,  if  thou  wilt  liue  or  deie. 

Hie  loquitur  de  controuersia,  que  inter  eonfeiscv 
rem  et  amantem  in  fine  confessionisversabatur. 

My  feder  so  as  1  bane  herde 
Your  tale^  bnt  it  were  answerde, 
I  were  mochell  for  to  blame. 
My  wo  to  you  is  but  a  game. 
That  feleth  not  of  that  I  fele. 
The  felynge  of  a  mans  hele 
Maie  not  be  likened  to  the  herte^ 
I  nought  though  1  wolde  a  sterte^ 
And  ye  be  fire  from  all  the  peyne 
Of  loue,  wherof  1  me  pleyne. 
It  is  right  easy  to  commaunde 
The  herte,  whiche  fine  goeth  on  the  lamkfai 
Not  of  an  ore  what  him  eileth. 
It  falletli  ofte  a  man  merneileth. 
Of  that  he  seeth  another  fere. 
But  if  he  knewe  him  selfe  the  fere. 
And  felte  it,  as  it  is  in  soth, 
He  shulde  do  right  as  he  dotb. 
Or  elles  wors  in  his  degree. 
For  well  I  wote,  and  so  do  yea, 
Thas  loue  hath  euer  yet  ben  tied. 
So  mote  I  nede  ben  excused. 
But  feder  if  ye  wolde  thtis 
Unto  Cupide  and  to  Venus 
Be  frendly  toward  my  quarele. 
So  that  my  herte  were  in  hele 
Of  lone,  whiohe  is  in  my  breste, 
r  wote  well  than  a  better  preste 
Was  nener  made  to  my  belioue. 
But  all  the  while  that  I  hone 
In  none  certeyn  bet  wane  tbe  two, 
I  not  where  I  to  wele  or  wo 
Shall  tome :  that  is  all  my  drede. 
So  that  I  not  what  is  to  rede. 
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Bat  for  flnall  conelotioii, 

1  thyokea  sappltcaoion. 

With  plaine  woides  and  expresse, 

Writte  vnto  Venus  the  i^oddassey 

The  whicbe  I  pnie  you  to  here. 

And  brynge  agejrne  a  good  aniwere. 

Tbo  rat  betwene  my  preste  and  mee 
Debate,  and  great  perplexitoe. 
My  reaaoa  mdentoode  hym  wde. 
And  knewe  it  vas  aotb  euery  dele. 
That  be  batb  said,  bat  not  for  thy 
My  vill  hath  nothyng  tet  ther  by. 
For  towcbinge  of  bo  wise  a  porte 
It  is  vnto  lone  no  ditporte; 
Yet  might  neuer  roan  bebolde 
Reajon,  where  lone  wma  witbolde. 
Tbei  be  not  of  o  gouernaooe. 

And  thoB  we  fellen  in  distance 
My  prefte  and  I,  but  1  gpake  fiiyre. 
And  through  my  woides  debooayre, 
Tbao  at  last  we  accorden. 
So  that  be  nith,  he  will  accorden 
To  speke,  and  stonde  on  my  side 
To  Venus  both  and  to  Copide, 
And  bad  me  write,  that  I  wolde, 
And  said  me  truly  that  he  sholde 
My  letter  here  vnto  the  quenc. 
And  I  sat  downe  rpon  the  grene, 
Folfylled  of  loocs  fiintasie. 
And  with  the  teres  of  mine  eie. 
In  stede  of  yuke,  I  gan  to  write 
The  wordes,  whicbe  I  woll  endite. 
Unto  Cupide  and  to  Venus, 
And  in  my  letter  I  sayde  thus. 

Hie  tractat  formam  cuiusdam  8applIcationi8,quam 
ex  parte  amantis  per  roanus  Genii  sacerdotis 
sni,  Venus  sibi  porrectam  acceptabat 

Tbk  wofidi  peyne  of  loues  maladie, 
Ageine  the  whiche  maie  no  phisike  auaile. 
My  berte  hath  so  be  wapped  with  sotie. 
That  where  so  that  I  reste  or  trauaile, 
I  fynde  it  euer  redy  to  assatle 
My  reason,  whiche  can  not  hym  defende. 
Thus  seche  1  help,  f^herof  I  might  amende. 

Fyist  to  nature  if  that  1  me  complayne. 
There  fiode  1  howe  that  euery  creature 
Sootime  a  yere  haUi  luue  in  his  demayne, 
8o  that  the  litell  wrcnne  in  his  measure 
Hath  of  kynde  tone  vnder  his  cure, 
And  I  but  one  desyre,  whiche  I  mis. 
So  hot  I,  hath  euery  kynde  his  blis. 

The  reason  of  my  witte  it  ouerpasseth^ 
or  that  nature  tecbeth  me  the  weie 
To  kMiey  and  yet  no  certeyn  she  compasseth, 
How  shal  I  spede  and  thus  betwene  the  tweie 
1  stonde,  and  not  if  I  shall  line  or  deie. 
For  tboqgh  reason  ageyn  my  will  debate^ 
I  Bay  not  flee,  that  I  ne  lone  algate. 

Upon  my  sdfle  this  iike  tale  come, 

Howe  whilom  Pan,  whiche  is  the  god  of  kinde. 

With  loue  wrestled,  and  is  ouercome. 

For  eoer  I  wmsUe,  and  euer  I  am  behynde. 

That  1  no  strengthe  in  all  my  herie  flnde, 

Wherof  that  I  maie  stonden  any  throwe. 

So  fer  my  wit  with  lone  is  ooerthrowv. 


Whom  nedeth  help,  he  mot  his  hdpe  craae. 
Or  helples  he  shall  his  nede  spille. 
Plainly  throughout  my  wittes  all  I  haue. 
But  none  of  hem  can  belpe  alter  my  wilt. 
And  also  well  I  might  sit  stille, 
As  praie  Tnto  my  lady  of  any  helpe:  . 
Thus  wote  1  not  wberof  my  selfe  to  ]relpe. 

Unto  the  great  loue  and  if  1  bid 
To  do  me  grace  of  thilke  swete  tonne, 
Whiche  voder  keie,  in  his  cellerearaidde 
Lieth  couched,  that  fortune  is  ouercome  s 
But  of  the  bitter  cuppe  I  haue  begonne, 
I  not  howe  ofte,  and  thus  I  finde  no  game. 
For  euer  I  aske  and  euer  it  is  the  same. 

I  see  the  worlde  stonde  euer  vpon  chaunge* 
Now  windes  lowde,  now  the  weder  softe, 
I  maie  see  eke  the  great  moone  change, 
And  thing  whiche  now  is  low  is  efte  alofte^ 
The  dredfuU  werres  in  to  pes  full  ofte 
Thei  tome,  and  euer  is  Daunger  in  o  place, 
Whicbe  nill  cbauoge  his  will  to  do  me  grac^ 

But  vpon  this  the  great  clerke  Ouide 
Of  loue  whan  he  mokth  his  remembraunce. 
He  sayth:  there  is  the  biynde  god  Cupide, 
The  which  hath  loue  vnder  hJs  gouernauce^ 
And  in  honde  with  many  a  firie  launce 
He  wouodetb  ofte,  where  be  woll  »ot  hele. 
And  that  somdele  is  cause  of  my  quarele. 

Ouide  eke  saytb,  that  loue  to  performe 
Stant  ill  the  bond  of  Venus  the  goddesse. 
But  wban  she  taktb  counseill  with  Saturne, 
Ther  is  no  grace,  and  in  that  tyme  I  gesse 
Began  my  loue,  of  which  myn  beuinesse 
Is  now  and  euer  shall,  but  if  1  spede, 
So  wot  I  not  my  selfe  what  is  to  rede. 

For  thy  to  you  Cupide  and  Venus  both. 
With  all  my  hertes  obeisance  1  praie. 
If  ye  were  at  fyrst  tyme  wrotbe, 
Whan  I  began  to  loue,  1  you  saye 
Nowe  stynte,  and  do  this  fortune  awaye. 
So  that  Daunger,  which  stout  of  retinewe 
With  my  lady,  his  place  may  remewe. 

O  thou  Cupide  god  of  loues  lawe. 
That  with  thy  darte  brennyng  bast  set  a  fire 
My  berte,  do  that  wounde  be  withdraw. 
Or  yeue  me  salue,  suche  as  I  desyre. 
For  scruice  in  thy  courte  withoutea  hyre 
To  me,  whiche  euer  bath  kept  thin  heste 
Maie  neuer  be  to  loues  lawe  booeste. 

O  thou  gentell  Venu?  loues  queue, 
Without  gilte  thou  dost  on  me  thy  wreck. 
Thou  wotest  my  pein  is  euer  alich  grene* 
For  loue,  and  yet  I  maie  it  not  areche : 
Thus  wolde  I  for  my  last  worde  besecbe. 
That  thou  my  loue  acquite,  as  I  deserue  ; 
Or  elles  do  me  playnly  for  to  sterue. 

Hie  loquitur,  qualiter  Venus  aocepta  amantis  s 
plicatione,  indilate  ad  qngula  respondit. 

Whan  I  this  supplicaekm. 
With  good  deliberacion. 
In  suche  a  wise  as  ye  nowe  witte, 
Had  after  myn  entente  writte 
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Unto  Cupide  and  to  Tonus, 
This  preest,  whicbe  hipht  Genius, 
It  toke  on  honde  to  preiente, 
On  my  message  and  forth  he  wente 
To  Venus,  for  to  wit  hir  wilie: 
And  I  bode  in  the  place  stille, 
Aod  was  there  but  a  liteli  while. 
Not  full  the  mountnance  of  a  mile, 
Whan  I  behelde,  and  sodeinly 
I  sigh  where  Venus  stoode  me  by. 
So  as  I  might  vnder  a  tree 
To  grounde  I  felle  vpon  my  knee, 
And  preied  hir  for  to  do  me  grace^ 
She  cast  hir  ehere  ypon  my  face, 
And  as  it  were  haluynge  a  game. 
She  asketh  me,  what  was  my  name, 
Madame  I  saide,  loban  Gower. 

Now  lohan,  quod  she,  in  my  power 
Thou  must  as  of  thy  bue  stonde. 
7or  1  thy  btlte  haue  vnderstondte. 
In  whiche  to  Cupide  and  to  mee 
Somdele  thou  bast  complayned  thee. 
And  somedele  to  nature  also, 
But  that  shalj  stoude  amonge  you  two« 
Vor  therof  have  1  not  to  doone^ 
Yor  nature  is  vnder  the  moone 
Maistresae  of  euery  liues  kynde. 
But  if  so  be,  that  she  maie  fynde 
Some  holy  man,  that  wyl  witbdrawe 
Hir  kyndely  lust  ageine  hir  lawe, 
But  selde  whan  it  faHeth  so. 
Vor  ftwe  men  there  ben  of  tho. 

Bat  of  these  other  enough  there  bte, 
Whiche.  of  her  owne  nicitee, 
Agein  nature  and  hir  office, 
Deliten  hem  in  sondrie  vice : 
Wherof  that  she  full  ofte  hath  plelned« 
And  eke  my  conile  it  bath  disdeignfed. 
And  euer  shall :  for  it  reccyueth 
None  suche,  that  kyndc  so  discciueth. 

For  all  onelicbe  of  gcntill  loue 
My  courte  stont,  all  courtes  abouo. 
And  taketh  none  intoretinewe, 
But  thynge,  whiche  is  to  kynde  deve. 
JFor  els  it  shall  be  refused : 
Wberof  I  holde  the  excused. 
For  it  is  many  dales  gone, 
That  thou  amonge  hem  were  one, 
Whiche  of  my  courte  hast  be  wllbolde. 
So  that  the  more  1  am  beholde 
Of  thy  disease  to  commune, 
And  to  remewe  that  fortune, 
Whiche  many  dales  hath  the  grciied^ 
But  if  my  counsaile  maie  be  leued. 
Thou  shalt  be  eased  er  thou  go 
Of  tbiike  vusely  ioly  wo, 
Wherof  thou  saist  thyn  hert  is  fired. 
But  as  of  that  thou  hast  desyred. 
After  the  sentence  of  thy  bille, 
Hiou  must  therof  doone  at  my  wilt. 
And  \  therof  me  woll  aduise : 
Vor  be  thou  hole,  it  shall  suffice. 
My  medicine  is  not  to  scke. 
The  whiche  is  bolsome  to  the  seke. 
Not  all  perchance  as  ye  it  woldc. 
But  so  as  ye  by  reason  sholde. 
Accordant  vnto  loues  kynde. 
Tor  in  the  plite,  whiche  I  the  fynde, 
So  as  my  courte  it  hath  awarded, 
Thou  shalt  be  duely  rewarded. 


And  if  thou  woldest  morecraue, 
It  is  no  right  that  thou  it  haue. 

Sui  cupit  id,  quod  habere  nequit,  soa  tempors 
perdit 

Est  vbi  non  posse  veWe,  salute  caret 
Nun  lestatis  opus  gelidis  hirsuta  capillos 

Cum  calor  abscessit  sequiparabit  hyems. 
Sicut  habet  Mains  non  dat  natura  decembri. 

Nee  potcrit  compar  flonbus  esse  latum. 
Sic  neque  decrepita  senum  iuuenile  voluptss 

Floret  in  obwquium,  quod  Venus  ipM  petit, 
Conueuiens  igitur  foret,  vt  quod  cana  sencctui 

Attigit,  vlterius  corpora  casta  colant 

Hie  contra  quoscunque  virus  iMeterstes  smons 
concupi&centiam  affectantes  loquitur  Vcom, 
huiu5quc  amantis  confess!  auppUcationem  quisi 
deiidens,  ipsom  pro  eo  quod  scnescit,  debil* 
est,  multis  exhortatiooibas  tnsufficientein  rc- 
darguit. 

Venus  which  staut  without  lawe, 
In  none  certeino,  but  as  men  drawv 
Of  Ragman  vpon  the  chaoce. 
She  i$itb  no  peise  in  the  balance,. 
But  as  hir  liketh  for  to  weie. 
The  trewe  man  fultofte  aweie 
She  put,  whiche  hath  hir  grace  bede. 
And  selte  an  vntrue  in  his  stede. 

Lo  thus  blindly  the  world  she  demetb 
In  loues  cause,  as. to  me  semeth, 
I  not  what  other  men  wolde  seyn. 
But  I  algate  am  so  beseyne. 
And  stonde  as  one  amongest  all, 
Whiche  am  oute  of  hir  grace  fall : 
It  nedeth  take  no  witnesse. 
For  she,  whiche  saide  is  the  goddesse. 
To  whether  parte  of  loue  it  wende. 
Hath  scttc  me  for  a  finall  ende 
The  poynt  whcrto  that  1  shall  holde. 
For  whan  she  hath  me  well  beholde, 
Haluynge  of  scorne  she  sayd  thus : 
Thou  wost  w«U  that  I  am  Venus, 
Whiche  all  onely  my  iustes  secbe. 
And  well  I  wote  though  thou  beseehe 
My  loue,  Iustes  ben  there  none, 
Whiche  I  maie  take  in  thy  persone. 
For  loues  luste  and  lockes  bore 
In  chamber  arcorden  neuermore. 
And  though  thou  feigne  a  yonge  comge. 
It  sbcwcth  well  by  thy  visage. 
That  olde  griscll  is  po  fole» 
There  ben  full  many  yeres  stole 
With  the,  and  suche  other  mo, 
That  outwarde  feignen  youth  sO« 
And  ben  within  of  poore  assaie. 
My  herte  wolde^  and  I  ne  maie. 
Is  nought  belouod  nowe  a  daies, 
Er  thou  make  any  suche  assaies 
To  loue,  and  faile  vpon  thy  fete. 
Better  is  to  make  beaw  retreate 
For  though  thou  mightest  loue  atte3rnc^ 
Yet  were  it  but  an  idell  peine, 
Whan  thou  arte  not  suffisant. 
To  holde  loue  his  couenante. 

For  thy  take  home  thy  herte  againe^ 
That  thou  trauaile  not  in  vayne, 
Wherof  mv  courte  maie  be  disceiued. 
I  wotCy  and  haue  it  wd  coneeiiied) 
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Howt  that  thy  wille  it  good  enough. 
But  more  behouetb  to  the  plough) 
Wherof  the  hicketh  as  I  truwe. 
So  sit  it  wal,  that  thou  bcknowe 
Thy  feble  estate  er  thou  beginae 
Thing,  wher  thou  might  noae  ende  winne^ 
What  bargein  shulde  a  man  assaie. 
Whan  that  him  lacketh  for  to  pale  ? 

Mf  iooDe  if  that  thou  well  bethought, 
This  toucheth  the,  foryete  it  nought. 
The  thinge  »  torncd  in  to  was. 
The  whichc  w»«  whiJome  grenc  gras. 
Is  vithered  heie^as  time  now« : 
For  thy  my  counseil  is  that  thou 
Kemembre  well,  howe  thou  aite  olde. 


Soaliter  super  derisoriam  Veneris  exhortacionem 
contristatns  amans,  quasi  mortuiis  in  terram 
corruit,  vbi  vt  sibi  videbatur,  Cupidiiiem  cum 
innamera  moltitudine  nuper  amantum  variis 
tormis  assistenOiam  conspicebaU 

Wban  Veniis  hath  hir  tale  toldc. 

Than  I  bethought  was  all  aboute> 

And  wist  wei  withouten  doubte. 

That  there  was  no  recouerire, 

And  as  a  man  the  blase  of  fyre 

With  water  queochetb,  so  ferde  I, 

A  colde  me  caught  sodeynly. 

For  sorowe  that  my  herte  made, 

My  dedely  face  pale  and  fade 

Becam,  and  swoone  I  fil  to  grounde. 
And  as  I  laie  the  same  stounde, 
Ne  fully  quicke,  ne  fully  deade. 
Me  thought  I  sawe  tofore  myn  head 
Cupide  with  his  bowe  hente, 
And  like  mto  a  parlement, 
Whiche  wpre  oideined  for  the  noues, 
With  him  cam  all  the  worlde  attones 
Of  gentill  folke,  that  whilome  were 
Loners,  I  sawe  hem  all  there. 
Forth  with  Cupide  in  sondry  rowtes. 
Myn  eie  I  caste  all  aboutes. 
To  knowe  amonge  hem  who  was  who : 
1  sigh  where  lustie  yougtb  tbo. 
As  be  whiche  was  a  capitayne, 
Before  all  other  vpon  the  playne 
Stode  with  his  root  well  begon. 
Her  beades  kempt,  and  thervpoD 
Garlondes,  not  of  one  colour 
Some  of  the  lefe,  some  of  the  floure. 
And  some  of  great  perles  were. 
The  aewc  guise  of  Berne  was  there. 
With  sondry  thynget  well  deuised 
1  see,  wherof  thei  be  qoeintised : 
It  was  all  lust,  that  thei  with  fenle. 
Tliere  was  no  songe  that  I  ne  herde, 
Whiche  Tuto  loue  was  touchynge. 
Of  Pan,  and  all  that  was  likynge. 
As  in  pipynge  of  melodie 
Was  herde  in  thilke  compaoie. 
So  loude  that  on  euery  side 
It  thought  that  all  the  heuen  cride 
in  soche  accorde,  and  suche  a  sowna 
Of  bombarde,  and  of  clariowne» 
W^ith  cofnemase»  and  shalmele* 
That  it  was  faalfe  a  mannes  bale 
&  glad  a  ooyse  for  to  here 

Aod  as  me  UioMght  m  this  manera. 
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All  fresshe  I  sigh  hem  spryoge  and  daunce» 

And  do  to  loue  her  entendaunce. 

After  the  lust  of  youthes  heste, 

I'hei-e  was  enough  of  ioy  and  fest 

For  euer  amonge  thei  laugh  and  pley, 

And  put  Care  out  of  the  weicy 

That  he  with  hem  ne  sat  ne  stode* 

And  ouer  this  I  \'nderstode. 

So  as  myn  eare  might  areche» 

The  most  matere  of  her  specba 

De  nominibus  illorum  nuper  amantum,  qui  ton* 
amanti  spasmato  allqui  iuueiies,  aliqui  senet 
apparuerunt.  Seoes  autem  precipue  tarn  erga 
denm  quam  deam  amoris  pro  sanitate  amantiB 
recuparanda  multiplicatis  precibus  miserioocdi* 
ter  instabant. 

It  was  of  knighthode  Sind  of  armes; 

And  what  it  is  to  li^Tire  in  armes 

With  loue,  whan  it  is  acheued. 

Ther  was  Tristram,  which  was  belou,e<l 

With  bele  Isolde :  and  Lancelot 

Stode  with  Gonnor:  and  Galahot 

With  his  lady :  and  as  me  thought, 

I  sawe  where  lasyn  with  hym  brought 

His  loue  whiche  Creusa  hight. 

And  Hercules,  whiche  mochell  mighty 

Was  there,  bearyng  his  great  mace. 

And  most  of  all  in  thilke  place 

He  peyueth  hym  to  make  chere 

With  lolen,  Which  Was  hym  derc, 

Theseus  though  he  were  vntrewtf 

To  loue,  as  all  women  kneve, 

Yet  was  he  there  netheles 

With  Phedra,  whiche  to  lone  he  ches. 

Of  Grece  eke  there  was  Thelamon, 

Whiche  fro  the  kyoge  Laomedon 

At  Troie  his  doug^hter  refte  away 
Eseonen  as  for  his  praie, 

Whiche  take  was,  whan  lason  cam 

Fro  Colchos,  and  the  citee  nam» 
In  vengeance  of  the  fyrste  hate. 
That  made  hem  after  to  debate. 
Whan  Priamus  the  newe  towne 
Hath  made.     And  in  a  visiowne 
Mc  thought  that  I  sigh  also 
Hector,  forth  with  bis  bretheme  two, 
Hym  selfe  stoode  with  Penthasilee, 
And  nexte  to  hym  I  might  sec. 
Where  Paris  stode  with  fayre  Helaine« 
Whiche  was  his  ioye  soueraine. 
And  Troilus  stode  with  Creseide  : 
But  euer  amonge  though  he  pleid^ 
By  semblant,  he  was  heuy  chered. 
For  Diomede,  as  hym  was  lered, 
Claimcth  to  be  his  partinere. 
And  thus  full  many  a  bachelere, 
A  thousande  mo  than  I  can  seyne, 
With  yougth  I  sigh  there  well  beseyne. 
Forth  with  her  loues  glad  and  blitb. 
And  some  I  sigh,  whiche  ofte  sithe 
Compleynen  hem  in  otherwise. 
Amonge  the  whiche  I  sawe  Narclse, 
And  Piramus,  thatsory  were. 
The  worthy  greke  also  was  thcra 
Achilles,  whiche  for  loiic  deied. 
Agamemnon  eke  as  men  seied. 
And  Menelaie  the  kynge  also 
I  sigh,  with  many  an  other  mo» 
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Wbicfae  hadden  be  fortuned  tore 
In  loues  caose:  And  odermore^ 
Of  women  in  the  same  caas 
With  hem  1  aigb  where  Dido^was 
Forsake,  whiche  was  #ith  Aenee. 
And  Phillis  eke  I  might  isee, 
Whom  demopbon  deseeiued  bad. 
And  Ariadne  bir  soron^  lad. 
For  Theseus  hir  sister  toke, 
And  hir  vnkiodly  forsoke. 

I  sigh  there  eke  amonge  the  prcet 
Complaynyng  vpon  Hercules, 
His  fyrst  lone  Deianire, 
Whiche  set  him  afterwarde  a  fyre. 

Medea  was  there  eke,  and  pleyneth 
Upon  lason,  for  that  he  feignetb. 
Without  cause  and  toke  a  newe. 
She  saide,  fle  on  all  vntrewe. 

I  sigh  there  Deidamie, 
Whiche  had  loste  the  companie 
Of  Achilles,  whan  Diomede 
To  Troie  bim  fet  vpon  the  nede. 
Amonge  these  other  vpon  the  grene 
I  sigh  also  the  wofoU  quene 
Cleopatras,  whiche  in  a  graue 
With  serpentes  hath  bir  selfe  begraue 
All  quicke,  and  so  she  was  to  tore» 
For  sorowe  of  that  she  bad  lore 
Antonie,  whiche  hir  loue  hath  be. 

And  forth  with  hir  I  sigh  Thisbe, 
Whiche  on  the  sharpe  swerdes  ix>ynte^ 
For  loue  deied  in  sory  poynte. 
And  as  myn  eare  it  might  knowe. 
She  sayde,  wo  worth  all  sLowe. 

The  plaint  of  Proigne  and  Philomene 
There  berde  I  what  it  wolde  mene, 
How  Tbereus  of  bis  vntrouthe 
Undid  hem  both,  and  that  was  routbe^ 

And  next  to  hem  I  sawe  Canace, 
Whiche  for  Machayr  hir  faders  grace 
Hath  lost,  and  deied  in  wofall  plite. 

And  as  1  sigh  in  my  spirite. 
Me  thought  amonge  other  thus 
The  doughter  of  kynge  Priamug 
Polixena,  whom  Pyrrus  slough 
Was  there,  and  made  sorowe  enoughs 
As  she  whiche  deied  giltles 
For  loue,  and  yet  was  loueies. 
And  for  to  take  the  disporte 
I  sawe  there  some  of  other  porte^ 
And  tliat  was  Circes,  and  Calypse, 
That  coatben  do  the  moone  clypse. 
Of  men  and  chaunge  the  liknesse^ 
Of  artmagike  sorceresse, 
Thei  belde  in  honde  many  one 
To  loue,  whether  thei  wolde  or  none. 

But  abone  all  that  there  were 
Of  women  I  sawe  foure  there, 
Whose  name  1  berde  most  commended. 
By  hem  the  courte  stode  all  amended. 
For  where  thei  comen  in  presence. 
Hen  deden  hem  the  reuerence. 
As  though  thei  had  ben  goddesses 
Of  all  the  worlde,  or  empresses. 
And  as  me  thought,  an  ere  I  leide. 
And  berde,  how  that  these  other  seid : 

Lo  these  ben  the  foure  wines, 
Whose  feith  was  proued  in  her  liuet 
For  in  ensanmple  of  all  good^ 
With  mariage  to  thei  stood«y 
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That  fame,  wbicbe  no  gi«at  thinf  bideiiy 
Yet  if  cronicke  of  hem  abifleth. 

Penolope  that  one  was  liote, 
Wbome  many  a  knight  hath  looed  iMitCp 
While  that  hir  lorde  Vlystes  laie 
Full  many  a  yere  and  many  a  daie 
Upon  the  great  siege  of  Troie : 
But  she,  whiche  hath  no  worldea  ioyt^ 
But  onely  of  hir  busbonde, 
While  that  hir  lofde  was  out  of  iMidt, 
So  well  she  kept  hir  womanhede. 
That  all  the  worMe  ^herof  toke  hede. 
And  namlicbe  of  hem  in  Grace. 

That  other  woman  was  Luereee, 
Wife  to  the  Romayn  Collatine. 
And  she  constreigned  of  Tarquioe 
To  tbinge,  which  was  ayenst  bir  will. 
She  wolde  not  hir  seluen  still. 
But  deied  onely  for  drede  of  shame. 
In  kepyng  of  hir  good  name^ 
As  she  whiche  was  one  of  the  beste. 

The  thirde  wife  was  bote  Aloeste 
Whiche  whan  Admetus  shnlde  dia 
Upon  his  great  matadie, 
She  praied  vnto  the  goddes  so. 
That  she  resceiueth  all  the  wo. 
And  deied  hir  selfe,  to  gyne  him  lifili 
Se  where  this  were  a  noble  wife. 

The  fourth  wife,  whiche  I  there  ligfrj 
I  berde  of  hem  that  were  nigfac, 
Howe  she  was  cleped  Alceooe, 
Whiche  Ceix  hir  lorde  allone^ 
And  to  no  mo  hir  bodte  kepte: 
And  whan  she  sigh  him  drenche,  she  l^te 
Into  the  wawes,  where  he  swam. 
And  there  a  sea  foule  she  becam: 
And  with  hir  winges  she  bim  besprad 
For  loue  that. she  to  him  had. 

Lo  these  fuure  weren  tho, 
Whiche  I  sigh  as  me  betbooght  tbo 
Amonge  the  great  companie, 
Whiche  loue  had  for  to  gie. 
But  yougthe,  whiche  in  speciall 
Of  loues  courte  was  marshall. 
So  besie  was  vpon  his  laie. 
That  he  none  hede,  where  he  iaia 
Hath  take,  And  than  as  f  behelde. 
Me  thought  I  sigh  vpon  the  felde. 
Where  Elde  came  a  solte  paas 
Towarde  Venus,  there  as  she  W8» 
With  him  great  companie  he  ladda. 
But  not  so  fele  as  youth  had. 
The  moste  parte  were  of  great  age. 
And  that  was  sene  in  her  visage. 
And  not  for  thy  so  as  they  might, 
Thei  made  hem  yongely  to  the  sight 
But  yet  I  berde  no  pipes  there 
To  make  mirth  in  maones  ere. 
But  the  musike  I  might  knowe : 
For  olde  men,  which  sowned  lowe 
With  harpe,  and  Inte,  and  with  citol^ 
The  houe  daunce,  and  the  carole, 
In  suche  a  wise  as  loue  hath  bede, 
A  sofle  paas  thei  daunce  and  trade, 
And  with  the  women  otberwhile 
With  sobre  chere  awonge  thei  smile. 
For  laughter  was  there  none  on  hie. 
And  netheles  full  well  I  sie. 
That  thei  the  more  queinte  it  made 
For  lone  in  whotm  thei  weren  glade«. 
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Aod  there  me  thougbi  I  snigbt  see 

The  kinge  Dauid  with  Bersabee,    • 

And  Selonum  was  not  witboute 

Pusinge  an  bondretb  ia  a  roote 

Of  wyues  and  of  concobines, 

leves  eke  and  aamzinet 

To  bim  I  sighe  all  iotendanty 

I  not  where  be  were  sufflsante. 

But  netbeles  for  all  hie  witte 

He  was  attadied  with  that  writte, 

Wbiche  looe  with  hia  honde  enseleth. 

From  whom  none  ertbly  inan  appeletb, 

Aad  ouer  tbia^  as  for  no  wooder 

With  his  lion,  wbiche  he  put  ynder, 

With  Dalida  Sampson  I  knewe, 

Vbos  k>ue  bis  strength  all  ouertbrewe, 

I  awe  there  Aristotle  also, 

Wbome  that  the  qnene  of  Grece  also 

Hath  brideled,  that  in  tbilke  tyme 

She  made  bim  suche  a  silogesime. 

That  he  foryate  all  bis  logike. 

There  was  none  arte  of  hii  practikey 

Tbroogfa  whiche  it  might  ben  excluded. 

That  he  ne  was  folly  concluded 

To  lone,  and  did  his  obeisance. 
And  eke  Virgile  of  acqoeintanoe 

I  sigh,  where  he  the  maiden  praid^ 

Wbiche  was  the  do^gbter,  as  men  sayd, 

Ofthemperoor  whiiome  of  Rome. 

Sortes  and  Plato  with  him  come, 

So  did  Onide  the  poete, 

I  thought  than  bowe  lone  is  swete, 

Whiche  hath  so  wise  men  reclamed. 

And  waa  my  selfe  the  lasse  ashamed, 
I     Or  for  to  Use  or  for  to  wynne 

la  the  mischief  that  1  was  in. 

And  thus  I  laie  in  hope  of  graoet 

And  whan  tbei  comen  to  the  place. 

Where  Venus  stode,  and  I  was  foUe, 
j     This  olde  men  with  one  Toyce  alle 
j     To  Venus  pralden  for  my  sake. 

And  she  that  mighte  not  forsake 

So  great  a  clamour,  as  was  there, 

Lete  pitee  come  in  to  hir  ere: 

And  forth  with  all  mto  Copide 

She  praietb,  that  he  Tpon  his  side 

Me  volde  through  hia  grace  sonde 

Some  comforte,  that  I  might  amend* 

Upon  the  caas,  which  is  befoll. 

And  thus  for  me  the»  praaden  all 

Of  hem  that  weien  olde  ahoute, 

And  eke  some  of  the  yooge  route. 

And  of  gentilnes  and  pore  trooth 

I  henle  hem  tel,  it  was  great  routbe 

That  I  witboaten  belpe  so  ferde. 

Aad  thus  me  thought  1  laie  and  berde. 

Hie  tnctot,  qualiter  Cnpido  amantis  senectute 
coafracti  viscera  perscrutant,  ignita  sue  concu- 
piscentie  tela  ah  eo  penitus  extraxit,  quern  Ve- 
nut  postca  absque  calore  percipiens,  vacuum 
reliquit,  Et  sic  tandem  prouisa  senectus  ra» 
tioncm  inuocans,  bominem  interiorem  perprius 
aoMMe  infotuatum  mentis  sanitati  plenius  re- 
suorsttit. 

CcnoB,  wbiche  male  hnrte  and  hele 
la  hMies  cause,  as  for  my  hele, 
tpoa  the  poyote  which  hym  was  preyd 
Cam  with  Venus,  where  1  was  leyde 


Swouneod  vpon  the  grene  gras, 

And  as  me  thought  anone  there  was 

On  eoery  side  so  great  prees. 

That  euery  life  began  to  prees» 

I  wote  not  wel  bowe  many  score, 

Suche  as  I  spake  of  nowe  tofore 

Loners,  that  comen  to  bebolde 

But  most  of  hem  that  were  olde, 

Tbei  stoden  there  at  tbilke  tide 

To  see  what  ende  shall  betide 

Upon  the  cure  of  my  sotie. 

Tho  might  I  here  great  partie 

Spekende,  and  eke  his  owne  aduis 

Hath  toUie,  one  that,  aootber  tbia 

But  amonge  all  this  I  berde, 

Tbei  weren  wo,  that  I  so  ferde. 

And  saideo  that  for  no  note. 

An  olde  man  sbulde  not  assote. 

For  as  tbei  tolden  redily. 

There  Is  in  him  no  cause  why. 

But  if  be  wolde  bim  selfebe  nice. 

So  «ere  be  well  the  more  nice. 

And  thus  desputen  some  of  tho: 

And  some^aiden  no  thioge  so. 

But  that  the  wilde  loues  rage 

In  mannes  life  forbereth  none  aga^ 

While  there  is  oyle  for  to  fire 

The  lampe  is  lightly  set  a  fire. 

And  is  full  berde  er  it  be  queinte^ 

Bat  onely  if  he  be  some  setnte, 

Whiche  god  preserueth  of  his  gniC9^ 

And  thus  me  thought  in  sondrie  place. 

Of  hem  that  walken  vp  and  doune. 

There  was  diuers  opinion. 

And  so  for  a  while  it  last. 

Til  that  Cupide  to  the  laste. 

Forthwith  his  moder  fol  aduised. 

Hath  determined  and  deuised, 

Unto  what  pointe  he  woll  descende. 

And  all  this  tyme  I  was  liggende 

Upon  the  grounde  tofore  his  eien* 

And  thei  that  my  disease  sien, 

Supposen  nought  I  shnlde  line : 

But  he,  whiche  wolde  than  yeue 

His  grace,  so  as  it  maie  bee, 

This  blynde  god,  whiche  maie  not  see. 

Hath  groped,  tit  that  he  me  fonde : 

And  as  he  put  forth  his  honde 

Upon  my  body,  where  1  laie, 

Me  thought  a  firie  launcegaie. 

Which  whilom  through  my  hert  he  cast. 

He  pulleth  oute,  and  also  fost 

As  this  was  do,  Cupide  nam 

His  wey,  I  not  where  he  becam : 

And  so  did  all  the  remenant, 

Whiche  vnto  him  was  entendant. 

Of  hem  that  in  a  vision 

I  had  a  reuelacion. 

So  as  I  tolde  nowe  tofore. 

But  Venus  went  nought  therfore, 

Ne  Genius,  whiche  tbilke  tyme 

Aboden  both  fost  byme. 

And  she  whiche  maie  the  bertes  binde 

In  loues  cause,  and  eke  vnbynde, 

Er  I  out  of  my  traunce  arose» 

Venus  whiche  helde  a  boxe  close. 

And  wolde  not  I  sholde  dele, 

Toke  out,  more  colde  then  ony  keye. 

An  ointement:  and  in  suche  pointe 

She  hath  my  wounded  herte  anoinie. 
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My  temples^  and  my  reyises  also: 
And  forth  with  al  she  toke  me  tho 
A  wonder  myrrour  for  to  bolde^ 
In  whicbe  she  bad  me  to  bebolde, 
And  take  hede,  of  that  I  seie.    , 
Wherin  anone  my  hertes  eie 
I  cast,  and  sawe  my  colour  fade, 
Myn  eien  dim,  and  all  vogiade. 
My  chekes  thinne,  and  all  my  face 
With  elde  1  might  see  deface. 
$0  riaeled,  and  so  wo  besein. 
That  there  was  no  thinge  full  ne  pleyu. 

I  sawe  also  myn  heares  bore. 
My  will  was  tho  to  see  no  more 
On  whiche  for  there  was  no  pleasance. 
And  then  into  my  remembrance    ' 
I  drew^  myn  olde  daies  passed. 
And  as  reason  it  hath  compassed. 


Quod    status    homiiiis   mensibus    anni    equipe* 
ratur. 

I  MADE  a  likenes  of  my  selue 
Unto  the  somlry  monthes  twelue^ 
Wherof  the  yere  in, his  estate 
Is  made,  and  stant  vpon  debate. 
That  like  to  other  none  accordeth. 
For  who  the  tymes  wel  recordeth. 
And  than  at  Marche  if  he  begin. 
Whan  that  jthe  lustie  yere  comth  in. 
Till  Auguste  be  paste  and  Septembre 
The  mighty  yongth  he  maie  rcmembre, 
•  In  whiche  the  yere  hath  his  deduite 
Of  grasse,  of  Jefe,  of  floure,  of  fruite, 
Of  corne,  and  eke  the  winy  grape. 
And  afterwarde  the  tyme  is  shape 
To  frost,  to  snowe,  to  wynde  to  rayne. 
Till  efte  that  Marche  be  come  agayne. 
The  winter  woU  no  sommer  knowe. 
The  grene  lefe  is  ouerthrowe. 
The  clothed  erth  is  than  bare, 
Dispoiled  is  the  sommer  fere. 
That  erst  was  bete,  is  than  chele, 
And  thus  thinkende  thoughtcs  fele, 
I  was  out  of.my  swowne  afTraide, 
Wherof  I  sigh  my  wittes  straide. 
And  gan  to  clepe  hem  home  ageyne. 
And  whan  reason  it  herde  seyae, 
That  loues  wage  was  aweye, 
He  cam  to  me  the  right  weye: 
And  hath  remeued  the  sotie 
Of  thilfe  vnwise  fantasie, 
Wherof  that  I  was  wont  to  plain. 
So  that  of  thilke  firy  paine 
I  was  made  sobre,  and  hole  enous(h. 
Venus  behelde  me  than,  and  lough. 
And  asketh,  as  it  were  in  game, 
What  lone  was?  and  I  for  shame. 
Ke  wist,  what  I  shulde  answere : 
And  netheles  I  gan  to  swere, 
That  by  my  trouth,  I  knewe  him  nought. 
So  ferre  it  was  out  of  my  thought. 
Bight  as  it  had  neuer  be. 

My  god, Sonne,  tho  quod  she, 
Nowfr  at  this  tyme  I  leue  it  wele, 
So  goth  the  fortune  of  my  wbele. 
For  thy  my  counceile  is  thou  leue. 

Madame,  I  said,  by  your  leue. 
Ye  weten  well,  and  so  wote  I, 
That  I  aa  vnbehouely 
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Your  courte,  fro  fchis  day,  for  to  sehiew 
And  for  1  maie  no  (honke  deserue. 
And  also  for  I  am  refused, 
I  praie  you  to  ben  excused. 
And  netheles  as  for  to  laste« 
While  that  ray  wittes  with  me  laate, 
Touchende  my  confession, 
I  axe  an  absoiiision 
Of  Genius,  er  that  I  go. 

The  preest  anone  was  redy  tho. 
And  saydc:  Sonne  as  of  thy  shrifte. 
Thou  hast  full  pardoo,  and  foryifte. 
Foryete  it  thou,  and  so  will  I. 

My  holy  fath«r  graust  mercy 
Suod  I  to  hym,  and  to  the  quen» 
I  fill  on  kneed  vpon  the  grene. 
And  toke  my  leue  for  to  weude; 
But  she  that  wolde  make  an  ende. 
As  therto,  whicbe  I  was  most  able, 
A  paire  of  bedes  blacke  as  sable 
She  toke,  and  bynge  my  necke  abooU 
Upon  the  gaudees  all  without 
Was  writte  of  golde  pur  reposer.^ 
Lo  thus  she  sayd,  lohan  Gower, 
Nowc  thou  art  at  last  caste. 
Thus  haue  I  for  thin  ease  caste. 
That  thou  of  loue  no  more  seche. 
But  my  will  isy  that  tliou  beaeche. 
And  pray  hereafter  for  the  pees, 
And  that  thou  make  a  pleyne  rdiee* 
To  lone,  whiche  Uketh  litell  hede 
Of  olde  men  vpon  the  nede. 
Whan  that  the  lustes  ben  a,wey. 
For  thy  to  the  nis  but  o  wey. 
In  whiche  let  reason  be  thy  guyde: 
For  he  maie  soone  hym  selfe  misgyde,- 
That  seeth  not  the  perill  tofore. 

My  Sonne  be  well  ware  iherfore. 
And  kepe  the  sentence  of  my  Ions, 
And  tarie  thou  ia  my  courte  no  nrore  > 
But  go  there  vertoe  morall  dwelleth : 
There  ben  thy  bokes,  as  men  telleth, 
Whiche  of  longe  tyme  thou  haste  writtd. 

For  this  I  do  the  welle  to  wittt. 
If  thou  thyn  hele  wilt  purcbace,  . 
Thou  might  not  make  sule  and  cbaee. 
Where  that  the  game  is  not  prouable^ 

It  were  a  tbynge  vnreaaouaUe, 
A  man  to  be  so  ouersaie. 
For  thy  take  hede  of  that  I  saie. 
For  in  the  lawe  of  my  commune 
We  be  nought  shape  to  commune 
Thy  selfe  and  1  neuer  after  this. 
Nowe  haue  1  soyde  all  that  there  iff 
Of  loue,  as  for  thy  final  1  ende, 
Aden,  for  1  mote  fro  the  wende. 
And  grete  well  Chaucer,  whan  ye  mete^ 
As  my  disciple  and  my  poete. 
For  in  the  flourcs  of  his  youth. 
In  sondrie  wise,  as  be  well  couth 
Of  ditees,  and  of  songes  glade. 
The  whiche  he  for  my  sake  made. 
The  londe  fulfilled  is  ouer  all, 
Wherof  to  hym  in  speciall 
Abone  all  other  [  am  most  hoTde. 
For  thy  nowe  in  his  daies  olde 
Thou  Shalt  hym  tell  this  message. 
That  he  vpon  his  later  age, 
To  sette  an  ende  of  all  his  werke. 
As  he  whiche  is  myn  owne  clerke. 
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Do  make  Bis  testament  of  Jooe, 
As  thou  hast  done  thy  sbrifte  aboue^ 
So  that  my  couite  it  maie  reoorde. 

Madame,  I  can  me  well  accorde, 
(2uod  I)  to  telle  as  ye  me  bid. 
And  with  that*  worde  it  so  betid 
Oat  o(  sight  all  sodeynly. 
Enclosed  in  a  sterred  skie, 
Venus,  vhicbe  is  the  quene  of  lone> 
Was  take  in  to  hir  place  aboue, 
More  wist  I  not  where  she  becam. 
And  thus  my  leue  of  hir  I  nam. 

And  forth  with  al  that  same  tide 
Her  preest,  whicbe  wolde  not  abide. 
Or  me  be  lefe,  or  me  be  lothe. 
Out  of  my  sigb£  forth  he  goth. 
And  I  was  lefte  witbouten  heipe. 
So  wist  I  not  wherof  to  yelpe, 
fint  that  onely  I  had  lore 
My  tyme,  and  was  sorie  tberfore. 

And  thus  bewhaped  in  my  thought. 
Whan  all  wks  toumed  in  to  nought, 
1  stood  amased  for  a  while. 
And  in  my  selfe  I  ran  to  smile, 
Thynkende  vpon  toe  bedes  blake. 
And  howe  thei  were  me  betake. 
For  that  I  shulde  bid  and  praie : 
And  whan  I  sawe  none  otlier  waie. 
But  onelie  that  1  was  refused, 
Unto  the  life,  whiche  I  had  vsed 
I  thought  neuer  tome  ageyne. 
And  in  this  wise'sotb  to  seyne 
Homwarde  a  softe  pas  I  went. 
Where  that  with  all  rayn  bole  entente 
Upon  the  point  that  I  am  shrlue, 
I  thinke  bide,  while  I  liue. 

Parce  precor  Cbriste,  populus  quo  gaudeat  iste 
Anglia  ne  tristc  subeat,  rex  snmme  resiste 
Com'ge  quosqne  status  fragiles,  absolue  reatus : 
Vude  deo  gratus  vigeat  locus  iste  beatus. 

He  whicbe  within  daies  scuen. 

This  large  worlde,  forth  with  the  heuen. 

Of  his  etemall  prouidence. 

Hath  made,  and  thilke  intelligence 

1q  mans  soole  reasonable 

H«th  shape  to  be  perdurable: 

Wberof  the  man  of  his  feture 

Aboue  all  erthly  creature 

After  the  soule  is  immortall. 

To  thilke  lorde  in  speeiall, 

A-s  he  whicbe  is  of  all  tbynges, 

The  creatoor,  and  of  the  kynges 

Hath  the  fortunes  vpon  boiide, 

Hisgnsce  and  mercy  for  to  fonde, 

U|>OD  my  bare  knees  I  praie, 

That  he  this  londe  in  siker  waie: 

Will  aette  ypon  good  gouemance. 

for  if  men  take  in  remembrance. 

What  is  to  liue  in  vnitee. 

There  is  no  state  in  bis  degree. 

That  ne  ought  to  desire  pes,    . 

Withoote  wbiche  it  is  no  lea 

To  lecbe  and  loke  in  to  the  laste. 

There  maie  no  worldes  ioye  last. 

Fyrst  for  to  loke  the  clergie. 
Hem  ought  well  to  iusti6e 
Thyng,  whicbe  belongeth  to  their  cure. 
As  for  to  praie,  and  to  procura 
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Our  pees,  towarde  the  heuen  aboue, 
And  eke  to  set  rest  and  loue 
Amonge  ys  on  this  erthe  here. 
For  if  thei  wrought  in  this  manere 
After  the  rule  ofcharitee, 
I  hope  that  men  shulden  see 
This  londe  amende:  and  oner  this 
To  seche  and  loke  howe  that  it  is 
Toucheiide  of  the  chiualrie,. 
Whicbe  for  to  loke  in  some  partie 
Is  worthie  for  to  be  commended. 
And  in  some  parte  to  be  amended. 
That  of  her  large  retenue 
The  londe  is  full  of  mayntenue, 
Whicbe  caoseth  that  the  commune  right. 
In  fewe  countreis  stont  rprighU 

Eztorcion,  contecke,  rauiue 
With  holde  ben  of  that  couine. 
All  dale  men  here  great  compleint. 
Of  the  disease^  of  the  constretnt, 
Wherof  the  people  is  sore  oppressed, 
God  graunt  it  mote  be  redressed. 
For  of  knightbode  thordre  wolde. 
That  thei  defende  and  kepe  sholde 
The  common  right,  and  the  franchise 
Of  holy  cburche  in  all  wise : 
So  that  no  wicked  man  it  dere. 
And  therof  seruetb  sbelde  and  spere. 
But  for  it  goth  nowe  other  waie. 
Our  grace  goth  the  more  awete. 

And  for  to  loken  ouermore 
Wherof  the  people  plainen  sore 
Towarde  the  lawes  of  our  londe. 
Men  scin  that  trouth  hath  broke  his  bonde. 
And  wi^h  brocage  is  gone  aweie, 
So  that  no  man  see  the  weie, 
Where  for  to  fynde  rightwitenesse. 

And  if  men  seke  sikernesse. 
Upon  the  lucre  of  marchandie, 
Compassement  and  trecberie 
Of  singuler  profite  te  wtnne. 
Men  sayve  is  cause  of  mocbell  sinne, 
And  namely  of  diuision, . 
Wbiche  many  a  noble  worthie  towne 
Fro  weltb,  and  fro  ^rosperitee 
Hath  brought  to  great  aduersitee. 
So  were  it  good  to  be  all  one. 
For  mochell  grace  thervpon. 
Unto  the  citees  shulde  fall, 
Whicbe  might  auaile  to  ts  all. 
If  these  estates  amended  were. 
So  that  the  rertues  stoden  there. 
And  that  the  vices  were  aweie. 
Me  thynketh  I  durste  than  seie. 
This  londes  grace  shulde  arise. 

But  yet  to  loke  in  otherwise. 
There  is  astate,  as  ye  shall  here 
Aboue  all  other  on  erthe  here, 
Whicbe  hath  the  londe  in  his  balance. 
To  hym  belongeth  the  ligeance 
Of  clerke,  of  knight,  of  man  of  lawe. 
Under  his  honde  is  all  forthdrawe 
The  marchant  and  the  laborer, 
So  stant  it  all  in  his  power 
Or  for  to  spille,  or  for  to  saue. 
But  though  that  he  suche  power  haue. 
And  that  his  mtghtes  ben  so  large, 
He  hath  hem  nought  witbouten  charge. 
To  wbiche  that  euery  kynge  is  swore. 
So  were  it  good,  that  he  therfore 
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Firat  vnto  rightivisenes  entende, 
Wherof  that  he  hym  selfe  amende 
Towarde  his  god>  and  leue  vice, 
Wbiche  is  the  chiefe  of  his  office. 
And  after  ali  the  remenant 
fie  shall  Tpott  his  couenant 
Gouerne,  and  lede  in  suche  a  wise, 
So  that  there  be  no  tyrannise, 
Wherof  that  he  his  people  greoe: 
Or  dies  raaie  he  nought  aclieue. 
That  longeth  to  his  regalie. 
For  if  a  kynge  will  iostifie 
His  londe,  and  hem  that  ben  within. 
First  at  hym  selfe  he  mot  begin 
To  kepe  and  rule  his  owne  estate. 
That  in  hym  selfe  be  no  debate 
Towarde  nis  god :  for  otherwise 
Ther  maie  none  erthly  kynge  suffise 
Of  his  kyngdome  the  foike  to  lede, 
But  he  the  kynge  of  heuen  drede.    ^ 
For  what  kynge  sette  hym  vpon  pride, 
And  takth  bis  last  on  euery  side, 
And  will  not  go  the  right  weie, 
Though  god  his  grace  cast  aweie' 
No  wonder  is,  for  at  last. 
He  shall  well  witte,  it  maie  not  last 
The  pompe  whiche  he  secheth  here. 
Sat  what  kynge  that  with  bumble  chere 
Afler  the  lawe  of  god  escbeweth 
The  vices  and  the  vertues  seweth : 
His  grace  shall  not  be  safBsant 
To  gouerne  all  the  remenant, 
Whicbe  longeth  vnto  his  daetee: 
So  that  in  his  prosperitee 
The  people  9ball  not  be  oppressed, 
Wherof  his  name  shall  be  blessed 
For  euer :  and  be  memorialle. 


Hie  in  fine  recapitulat  super  hoc,  quod  in  principio 
libri  promisit  se  in  amoris  causa  specialius  trac- 
taturum,  concludit  enim,  quod  omnis  amoris  de- 
lectacio  extra  charitateni  nihil  est,  qui  manet  in 
charitate,  in  deo  manet. 

AMD  nowe  to  speke  as  in  finalle, 
Touchende  that  I  vndertoke. 
In  englysshe  for  to  make  a  boke, 
Whicbe  stant  betwene  emest  and  game, 
I  haue  it  made,  as  thilke  same, 
Whiche  aske  for  to  be  excused. 
And  that  my  boke  be  not  refused 
Of  lered  men,  whan  thei  it  see 
For  lacke  of  curiositce 
For  thilke  schole  of  eloquence 
Belongeth  not  to  my  science, 
Upon  the  forme  of  Rhetorike 
My  wordes  for  to  peinte  and  pike. 
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As  TuUius  somtyrae  wrote^ 

But  this  I  knowe,  and  this  1  wote. 

That  1  haue  done  my  trewe  peytfe. 

With  rude  wordes,  and  with  plejrne 

In  all  that  euer  I  couthe  and  might. 

This  boke  to  write,  as  I  bebight 

So  as  sikenes  it  suffer  wolde. 

And  also  for  my  daies  olde 

That  I  am  feble  and  impotente, 

I  wote  not  howe  the  worlde  is  wente  ; 

So  pray  I  to  my  lordes  all, 

Now  in  min  age,  howe  so  befalle. 

That  I  motstonden  in  their  grace. 

For  though  me  lacke  to  purcbace 

Her  worth ie  thonke,  as  by  deserte, 

Yet  the  simplesse  of  my  pouerte 

Desyreth  for  to  do  plesauoe 

To  hem,  vnder  whose  gouemance 

I  hope  siker  to  abide. 

But  nowe  vpon  my  last  tide 

That  I  this  boke  haue  made  and  writte, 

My  muse  dothe  me  for  to  witte. 

And  sayth,  it  shall  be  for  my  beste. 

Fro  this  dale  forth  to  take  reste. 

That  1  no  more  of  loQe  make, 

Whiche  many  a  herte  bath  ouertake, 

And  ouertomed  as  the  blynde 

Fro  reason  in  to  lawe  of  kynde. 

Where  as  the  wisdome  goeth  aweie. 

And  can  not  see  the  right  weie, 

Howe  to  gouerne  his  owne  estate  i 

But  euery  daie  stant  in  debate 

Within  him  selfe,  and  can  not  leue. 

And  thus  for  thy  my  finall  leue 
I  take  nowe  for  euermore 
Without  makynge  any  more 
Of  loue,  and  of  his  deadly  belet 
Whiche  no  phisicien  can  hele. 
For  his  nature  is  so  diuers. 
That  it  hath  euer  some  traucrs. 
Or  of  to  muche,  or  of  to  lite. 
That  plainly  maie  no  man  delite: 
But  if  him  faile  or  that  or  this. 
But  thilke  loue,  whiche  that  is 
Within  amannes  herte  affirmed. 
And  stante  of  charltee  confirmed: 
Suche  loue  is  goodly  for  to  haue, 
Suche  loue  maie  the  body  saue, 
Suche  loue  maie  the  sowle  amende. 
The  highe  god  suche  loue  vs  sende 
Forthwith  the  remenaunt  of  grace. 
So  that  abone  in  thilke  place. 
Where  resteth  loue,  and  all  pees^ 
Our  toye  mate  be  endelees. 

AMBIT. 


TFIUS  ENOETH  DE  C0NFES8I0  AMAVTIS. 
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Salve  plus  decies  quot  sunt  momenta  dierum, 
Quot  generum  species,  quot  res  quot  nomina  rerumy 
Snot  piati  flores,  quot  sunt  in  oit>e  colores, 
Suot  pisces,  quot  ayes,  quot  sunt  in  equore  naues, 
ftuot  voluemm  pennss,  quot  sunt  tormenta  Gebenn«, 
Suot  CodU  stelle,  quot  sunt  in  orbe  puellx, 
8uot  sancti  Rome,  quot  sunt  miracula  Tboms^i 
fiuot  iunt  rirtutes,  tot  Tobis  mitto  salutes. 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  JOHN  SKELTON. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  eccentric  satyrist,  descended  from  an  ancient  family  in  Cumberland,  was  boro 
towards  the  latter  part  of  the  fifteenth  century,  and  appears  to  have  studied  in  bpth 
uoiveivities.  Wood  claims  him  for  Oxford,  although  without  conceiving  that  he  was  a 
veiy  boDourable  addition  to  his  list  of  worthies.  The  late  Mr.  Cole,  in  his  collections 
for  the  Atbenae  Cantabrigienses,  is  of  opinion  that  he  belongs  to  Cambridge,  partly 
because  he  alludes  to  his  being  curate  of  Trompingtoa  in  1 507^  and  mentions  Swafiam 
and  Sobam,  two  towns  in  Cambridgeshire,  and  partly  because  there  occurs  the  name 
of  one  Scielton^  M.  A.  of  Cambridge  in  the  year  1484*.  On  the  other  hand,  Wood 
refkons  him  of  Oxford,  from  the  authority  of  Bale  in  a  MS.  in  the  Bodleian  library  : 
2od  in  the  preface  of  Carton's  Translation  of  the  ^neids  he  is  said  to  have  been  **  lately 
created  poet  laureate  in  the  ynyversite  of  Oxenfordc,''  and  to  have  been  the  translator 
of  some  of  the  Latin  classics. 

Tbis  laureatship,  however,  it  must  be  observed,  was  not  the  office  now  known  as 
pertaioiug  to  the  court,  but  was  a  degree  conferred  at  the  university.  Churchyard,  in 
tht  poem  pr^feced  to  Skelton's  works,  says 

Skelton  wore  the  lawrell  wreath. 
And  past  in  schoels  ye  knoe. 

Hiis  honour  appears  to  have  been  conferred  on  him  about  the  year  1489,  and  if  our 
author  was  the  Schelton  discovered  by  Mr.  Cole,  he  had  now  left  Cambridge  for  Ox- 
ford; but  Mr.  Malone  says  that,  a  few  years  after  this,  he  was  permitted  to  wear  the 
laarcl  publicly  at  Cambridge,  and  had  been  previously  honoured  by  Henry  VII.  with 
s  grant  to  wear  either  some  peculiar  dress,  or  some  additional  ornament  in  his  ordinary 
apparel.  In  addition  to  this,  it  may  be  inferred  from  the  titles  of  some  of  his  works 
that  be  was  poet  laureate  to  king  Henry  Vill.;  but  Mr.  Malone  has  not  been  able  tQ 


>  See  the  editor's  preface  to  the  editiun  of  1 736.  C. 
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discover  whether  he  received  aliy  salary  in  consequence  of  this  oflace*.  The  origin  of 
the  royal  laureat  is  somewhat  obscnre.  According  to  Mr.  Warton  be  was  only  a 
graduated  rhetorician  employed  in  the  service  of  the  king,  and  all  his  productions  were 
hi  Latin^  until  the  time  of  the  Reformation,  which^  among  other  advantages^  opened  the 
way  to  the  cultivation  of  the  English  tongue. 

In  the  page  where  Skclton  mentions  his  being  curate  of  Trompington,  he  informs  us 
that  he  was  at  the  same  time  (15^7)  rector  of  Diss  in  Norfolk,  and  probably  bad  held 
this  living  long  before.  Tradition  mfonns  us  that  his  frequent  buffooneries  in  the  pulpit 
excited  general  censure.  Of  what  nature  those  buffooneries  were  we  cannot  now  de- 
termine, but  it  is  certain  that  at  a  much  later  period  the  pulpit  was  frequently  debased 
by  irreverent  allusions  and  personal  scurriUties.  There  appear  to  have  been  threa 
subjects  at  which  Skelton  delighted  to  aim  his  satire;  these  were  the  mendicant  friars, 
Lilly  the  grammarian,  and  cardinal  Wolsey.  From  what  we  find  in  bis  works,  his  treat- 
ment of  these  subjects  was  coarse  enough  in  style,  and  perhaps  illiberal  in  sentimeat, 
and  there  b  some  reason  to  think  that  he  did  not  preserve  a  due  reverence  for  the  forms 
and  pomp  of  the  established  religion,  which  above  all  other  faults  would  naturally  tend 
to  bring  him  into  disgrace  and  danger.  Those  who  felt  his  satire  would  be  glad  to 
excite  a  clamour  against  his  impiety ;  and  it  must  be  allowed  that  the  vices  of  his  age  are 
frequently  represented  in  such  indelicate  language,  as  to  furnish  his  enemies  with  the  very 
plausible  reproach^  that  he  was  not  one  of  those  reformers  who  begin  with  themselves. 

But  although  we  can  now  have  very  little  sympathy  with  the  injured  feelings  of  the 
begging  friars,  it  is  not  improbable  that  some  of  bis  poems  or  ballads  might  very  jusdy 
rouse  the  vigilance  of  his  diocesan,  the  bishop  of  Norwich,  who,  Mr.  Warton  thinks,  sus- 
pended him  from  his  functions.  Anthony  Wood  asserts  that  he  was  punished  by  the 
bishop  for  *^  having  been  guilty  of  certain  crimes  as  most  poets  are.''  According  to 
Fuller^  the  '<  crime  of  most  poets"  m  Skelton's  case  was  his  keeping  of  a  concubine,  which 
yet  was  at  that  time  a  less  crime  in  a  clergyman  than  marriage.  Skelton,  on  his  death- 
bed, declared  that  he  conscientiously  considered  his  concubine  as  his  wife,  but  was  afraid 
to  own  her  in  that  light;  and  from  this  confession  and  the  occasional  liberties  he  has 
taken  with  his  pen  in  lashing  the  vices  of  the  clergy,  it  is  not  improbable  that  he  had 
imbibed  some  of  tlie  principles  of  the  Reformation,  but  had  not  the  courage  to  avow 
them  unless  under  the  mask  of  such  satire  as  might  pass  without  judicial  censure. 

With  respect,  however^  to  Wolsey,  his  prudence  appears  to  have  deserted  him,  as  be 
felt  bold  enough  to  stigmatize  the  personal  character  of  that  statesman,  then  in  the 
plenitude  of  his  power.  Whether  such  attacks  were  made  in  any  small  poems  or  ballads, 
or  only  in  his  poem  of  Why  come  ye  not  to  Court?  is  not  certain;  but  the  latter  does 
not  appear  to  have  been  printed  until  1555,  and  was  too  long  to  have  been  easily  circu« 
lated  in  manuscript.  Wolsey,  however^  by  some  means  or  other,  discovered  the  abuse 
and  the  author,  and  ordered  him  to  be  apprehended.  Skelton  took  refiige  iu  the 
sanctuary  of  Westminster  abbey,  where  the  abbot  Islip  afforded  hun  protection  until  bis 
death,  which  took  place  June  31,  1529,  not  long  before  the  downfall  of  his  illustrious 
prosecutor.     He  was  mterred  in  St.  Margaret's  church-yard,  with  the  inscription 

I.  Seeitonus  Fates  Pierius  hie  situs  est, 

*  Malone's  Life  of  Dry  den,  vol.  i.  p.  83.  where  the  reader  will  find  a  ytrj  useful  appftndis  to  Mr. 
Warton'i  dUcoveiies  on  the  nature  of  the  office  of  laureat.  C. 
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SkeltOQ  appears  to  bave  been  a  more  considerable  personage,  at  one  time  at  least, 
than  his  contemporaries  would  bave  us  to  believe.  It  is  certain  that  he  was  esteemed  a 
scholar^  and  tbat  his  classical  learning  recommended  him  to  the  office  of  tutor  to 
prince  Henry,  afterwards  king  Henry  VIII.  who,  at  his  accession,  made  him  royal 
orator,  an  office  so  called  by  himself,  the  nature  of  which  is  doubtful,  unless  it  was 
blended  with  that  of  laureat.  As  to  his  general  reputation,  Erasmus  in  a  letter  to 
Henry  VIIL  styles  him  Britannicarum  literarum  decus  et  lumen,  a  character  which 
most  have  either  been  inferred  from  common  opinion,  or  derived  from  personal  know^- 
letige.  Whatever  provocation  he  gave  to  the  clergy,  he  was  not  without  patrons  who 
overlooked  his  errours  and  extravagancies  for  the  sake  of  his  genius;  and  during  the 
reigo  of  Henry  VIL  he  had  the  enviable  distinction  of  being  almost  the  only  professed 
poet  of  the  age.  Henry  Algernon  Percy,  fifth  earl  of  Northumberland,  one  of  the  very 
few  patrons  of  learned  men  and  artists  at  that  time,  appears  to  have  entertained  a  high 
n^jajd  for  our  author.  In  a  collection  of  poems  magnificently  engrossed  on  vellum 
for  the  use  of  thb  nobleman,  is  an  elegy  on  tlie  deatli  of  the  earl's  father  written  by 
Skelton.  This  volume  is  now  in  the  British  Museum;  but  the  elegy  may  be  seen  in 
Skelton's  works,  and  in  Dr.  Percy's  Relics. 

When  a  fiivourite  author  betrays  grossness  and  indecency,  it  is  usual  to  inquire  how 
much  of  this  is  his  own,  and  how  much  may  be  referred  to  the  licentiousness  of  his  age  i 
Warton  observes  that  it  is  in  vam  to  apologize  for  the  coarseness,  obscenity,  and  scur- 
rility of  Skelton,  by  saying  that  his  poetry  is  tinctured  with  the  manners  of  his  age,  and 
adds  that  Skelton  would  have  been  a  writer  without  decorum  at  any  period.  This 
decision,  however,  is  not  more  justly  passed  on  Skelton  than  it  ought  to  be  on  others  in 
this  collection  whom  it  has  been  the  fashion  to  vindicate  by  an  appeal  to  the  manners  of 
their  age.  The  manners  of  no  age  can  apologize  for  the  licentiousness  of  the  writer 
who  descends  to  copy  them.  There  are  always  enough  in  an  age  that  has  a  court,  a 
clergy,  and  a  people,  to  support  the  dignity  of  virtue  and  to  assert  the  respect  due  to 
public  decency.  If  we  knew  more  minutely  of  the  manners  of  our  country  in  those  re^ 
mote  periods,  it  would  probably  be  found  that  licentiousness  has  upon  the  whole  been 
more  discouraged  than  patronised  by  the  public  voice. 

Although  it  is  impossible  to  lessen  the  censure  which  Skelton  incurred  among  his 
contemporaries,  and  immediate  successors,  it  is  but  fair  to  say  that  his  indelicacies  are 
of  no  very  seductive  kind;  that  they  are  obscured  by  cant  words  and  phrases  no  longer 
intelligible,  or  intelligible  but  to  few;  and  that  the  removal  of  them  is  a  matter  of  less 
trouble  and  less  injury  to  the  collection  than  his  biographers,  who  have  copied  one 
another,  would  insmuate.  As  to  his  poetry,  Mr.  Warton's  character  may  in  general  be 
followed  with  safety,  and  ought  to  be  preserved  with  the  respect  due  to  so  excellent  a 
critic. 

"  Skelton's  characteristic  vein  of  humour  is  capricious  and  grotesque.  If  hb  whim^* 
aical  extravagancies  ever  move  our  laughter,  at  the  same  time  they  shock  our  sensibility. 
Hb  festive  levities  are  not  only  vulgar  and  indelicate,  but  frequently  want  truth  and 
propriety.  Hb  subjects  are  often  as  ridiculous  as  hb  metre:  but  he  sometimes  debases 
his  matter  by  hb  versification.  On  the  whole,  hb  genii|s  seems  better  suited  to  low 
burlesque,  than  to  liberal  and  manly  satire.  It  is  supposed  by  Caxton,  that  he  im«r 
proved  our  language;  but  he  sometimes  affects  obscurity,  and  sometimes  adopts  the 
most  faifffljar  phraseology  of  the  common  people  V    After  quoting  some  lines  ^pm 


f  Warton's  Hjst.  of  Poetry,  toK  ii.  p.  3^2,    C. 
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the  Boke  of  Colin  Cloute,  Mr.  Warton  remarks  that  these  are  in  the  best  manner  of 
liis  petty  measure,  which  is  made  still  more  disgusting  by  the  repetition  of  the  rhymes; 
but  allows  that  in  the  poem  called  Tlie  Bouge  of  Court,  or  the  Rewards  of  a  Court, 
the  author,  by  ''  adopting  the.  more  grave  and  stately  movement  of  the  seven-lined 
stanza,  has  shown  himself  not  always  incapable  of  exhibiting  allegorical  imagery  with 
spirit  and  dignity." 

Skelton,  however,  is  very  unequal,  although  his  natural  bias,  and  what  he  seems  most 
anxious  to  revert  to,  is  comic  buffoonery.  That  the  author  of  the  Prayers  to  the 
Trinity,  and  the  lines  on  the  death  of  lord  Percie,  could  have  written  the  Tunning  of 
Elinour  Rumming,  is  almost  incredible.  His  multiplied  repetition  of  rhymes,  arbitrary 
abbreviations  of  the  verse,  cant  expressions,  hard  and  sounding  words  newly  coined, 
and  patches  of  Latin  and  French,  Warton  supposes  to  be  peculiar,  though  not  ex- 
clusively to  our  author;  but  his  new-coined  words  and  Latin  and  French  phrases  occur 
so  oi^en,  that  other  critics  appear  to  have  been  too  hasty  in  asserting  that  he  wrote  onlj 
for  the  mob.  There  is  occasionally  much  sound  sense,  and,  it  is  to  be  feared,  much  just 
satire  on  the  conduct  6f  the  clergy,  which  we  know  was  such  as  to  justify  the  plunder 
of  the  church  by  Henry  VIIL  in  the  eyes  of  the  people  at  large.  As  a  poet,  however, 
Skelton  contributed  very  little  to  the  improvement  of  the  poetical  style,  and  seems 
often  more  disposed  to  render  versification  ridiculous.  His  vem  of  humour  is 
copious  and  original,  and  had  it  been  directed  to  subjects-^of  legitimate  satire,  and 
regulated  by  some  degree  of  taste,  he  might  have  been  thought  more  worthy  of  a  place 
in  a  collection  of  English  poets,  and  more  credit  would  have  been  given  to  what  he  in- 
sinuates, that  he  was  disliked  and  reviled  for  having  honestly,  though  bluntly,  exposed 
the  reigning  follies  of  his  day.  Mrs.  Cooper  calls  him,  with  some  degree  of  truth, 
"  the  restorer  of  invention  in  English  poetry ;"  and  by  Bradshaw,  a  very  indifferent  poet 
of  the  fifteenth  century,  he  is  complimented  as  the  inventive  Skelton. 

His  works  have  hitherto  been  ushered  into  the  world  without  much  care.  It  yet  re- 
mains to  explains  his  obscurities,  translate  his  vulgarisms,  and  point  his  verses.  The  task 
would  require  much  time  and  labour,  with  perhaps  no  very  inviting  prospect  of  recom- 
pense. Besides  the  works  now  before  the  reader,  Mr.  Ritson^  has  given  a  list  of  pieces, 
die  most  of  which  are  easily  accessible,  and  might  have  been  added  to  the  preseot 
collection  had  they  appeared  to  throw  any  important  light  on  the  character  of  the 
author,  or  of  his  as^e.  But  Mr.  Ritson  thinks  it  uttetly  incredible  that  '*  the  Nigra- 
mansu-,"  described  by  Warton,  as  printed  by  Wynken  de  Worde,  in  1504,  ever  existed.^ 

5  Ib  his  Bibliographia  Poettca,  p.  102.    C. 
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EDITOR\S   PREFACE 


TO  THE  EDITION  OF  1736. 


1  BEfoUowing  poems  ha?ing  been  lately  recovered  from  tbe  obscurity  in  which  they  had  the  fa^ 
to  be  concealed  for  many  years,  the  editor,  instead  of  introducing  them  to  the  public,  with  a  pane-> 
gyric  on  their  author,  thinks'  it  a  more  modest  proceeding,  to  leave  the  judgment  of  his  merit,  as  a 
poet,  to  those  who  have  this  opportunity  of  reading  his  productions;  but  as  some  account  of  his  life 
may  possibly  be  expected  on  this  occasion,  it  was  thought  proper  to  collect  the  following  particulars, 
on  that  subject,  from  the  Athene  Ozonienses  of  Mr.  Wood,  who  relates  them  in  this  manner. 

John  Skeltoo,  the  eminent  poet  of  his  time,  was  originaHy,  if  not  nearly,  descended  from  the  Skel- 
tons  of  Cumberland ;  and  having  been  educated  at  the  university  of  Oxford,  became  highly  renowned 
among  men,  for  his  poetry  and  philosophy.  Afterwards,  taking  holy  orders,  he  was  made  rector  of  Bysse 
in  Norfolk,  where,  and  in  the  diocess,  he  was  esteemed  more  fit  for  the  stage,  than  the  pew  or  pulpit. 
Tbe  reader  is  now  to  know,  that  one  John  Skelton  was  made  vicar  of  Dultyng  in  the  diocess  of  Bath  and 
Wells,  anno  1518,  upon  the  promotion  of  Hugh  Ynge  to  tbe  see  of  Meath  in  Ireland;  where  having 
continued  some  yean  without  a  degree  (as  some  chancellors,  archdeacons,  nay  priors,  abbats,  and 
deans,  have  so  done  in  their  respective  times  and  places)  did  retire  to  Oxon,  study  there  with  leave 
from  his  diocesan,  and  in  July  1518,  (10.  Hen.  VIII.)  was  admitted  to  the  extraordinary  reading  of 
soy  book  of  the  decretals,  that  is  to  the  degree  of  bachelor  of  decrees,  which  somie  call  the  canon  law. 
Tbe  next  year  I  find  him  to  be  made  rector  of  Westquamtoked,  in  the  said  diocess,  by  tbe  name 
sod  title  of  John  Skelton  bachelor  of  decrees,  and,  in  1525,  rector  of  Clotwortley  there.  But  this 
John  Skelton  I  cannot  take  to  be  the  same  with  him  that  was  tbe  poet,  and  rector  of  Dysse;  who  hav- 
ing been  guilty  of  certain  crimes  (as  most  poets  are)  at  least  not  agreeable  to  the  coat,  fell  under  the 
beavy  censure  of  Richard  Nykke,  bishop  of  Norwich,  his  diocesan  ;  especially  for  his  scoffs  and  ill 
language  against  the  monks  and  dominicans,  in  his  writings.  In  which  also^  reflecting  on  the  actions 
^  cardinal  Wolsey,  he  was  so  closely  pursued  by  his  officers,  that  he  was  obliged  to  take  sanctuary 
tt  Westminster,  where  he  was  kindly  entertained  by  John  Islip  the  abbat,  and  continued  there  to  the 
time  of  his  death.  Erasmus,  in  an  epistle  to  king  Henry  VIII.  stiles  this  poet,  Britannicarum  Litera-* 
vum  Lumen  et  Decus,  and  of  the  like  opinion  were  many  of  his  time.  Yet  the  generality  saw,  that 
his  witty  discourses  were  biting^  his  kugbter  opprobrious  and  scornful,  and  his  jokes  commonly  sharp 
•nd  reflecting. 

At  length,  our  poet  dying  i»  his  sanctuary,  was  buried  in  the  chancel  of  the  church  of  St  Margaret^ 
Within  the  city  of  Westminster  in  1529,  21  Henry  VIII.  Over  his  grave  was  this  inscription  soon 
after  put,    Johannes  SkeltoDus  Vates'pierius  hie  «itus  est.     Animam  egit  (ejicit)  21  Junii  An.  Dora« 
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MDXXDC.    Near  to  his  body  wai  afterwards  buried  an  old  oowt  poet,  eallod  ThoQias  Churcbyard, 
aod  not  in  the  church  porch,  as  certain  old  rhymes  tell  you,  beginning  thus  : 

Come  Alecto,  and  lend  me  thy  torch, 
To  find  a  Churchyard  in  a  church-porch. 

I  find  another  John  Skdton,  who  lived  in  the  time  of  king  Henry  IV.  but  he  was  a  doctor  of  diTi- 
nity  and  a  dominican,  and  therefore  I  conceive  it  the  feason  why  Baleus  stiletfa  this  poet  doctor  of 
diTinity,  which  no  other  author,  beside  himself,  doth.  Another  John  Skelton  I  find,  who  was  ooofiiined 
abbat  of  Whitby  in  Yorkshire,  (upon  the  death  of  ThooD|as  Rolton)  by  the  archbishop  of  Ytkk,  ^ 
Ko?.  Ul$. 
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If  aloutb  and  tract  of  time, 

(That  wean  eche  thing  awaf^ 
Sboold  rust  and  canker  woitby  artes, 

€k>od  works  woald  soen  decay. 
If  mche  as  present  are. 

For  goeth  the  people  past: 
Our  sehis  shoald  soen  in  silence  slepe. 

And  Iocs  renom  at  last. 
No  aoyll  nor  land  so  rude. 

But  som  odd  men  can  shoe: 
Tban  should  the  learned  pas  unknowne, 

Whoes  pen  and  skill  did  floe. 
God  sbeeM  our  sloutb  wear  sutcby 

Or  world  so  simple  nowe: 
That  knowledge  scaept  without  reward. 

Who  sercheth  vertue  throwe 
And  paints  forth  vyce  aright. 
And  blames  abues  of  men: 
And  shoes  what  lief  desames  rebake> 

And  who  the  prayes  of  pen. 
Yon  see  howe  forrayn  realms, 

Aduance  their  poets  all : 
And  oars  are  drowned  in  the  dust. 

Or  flong  against  the  wall. 
In  Frannce  did  Marrot  raigne. 

And  neighbour  thear  vnto 
Was  Petrark,  marching  full  with  Dantte : 

Who  erst  did  wonders  do 
Among  the  noble  Grekes, 

Was  Homere  full  of  skill: 
And  where  that  Ouid  norisht  was. 

The  soyll  did  florish  still 
With  letters  hie  of  style: 

But  ViigUl  wan  the  fraes, 
And  past  them  all  for  deep  engyen. 

And  made  them  all  to  gaes 
Upon  the  bookes  he  made  : 

Thus  eche  of  them  you  see 
Wan  prayse  and  fame  and  honor  had, 

Eche  one  in  their  degree. 
I  pray  you  then  my  friendes, 

Obdaine  not  for  to  vewe 
The  workes  and  sugred  verses  fine. 

Of  our  raer  poetes  newe 
Whoes  barborus  language  rued. 

Perhaps  ye  may  mislike, 
But  blame  them  not  that  ruedly  playes 

If  they  the  ball  do  stnke. 
Nor  skome  not  mother  tuoge, 

O  babes  of  Englisfae  breed, 
I  haae  of  other  language  seen. 

And  3roa  at  full  may  reed. 
Fine  verses  trimly  wrought. 

And  contcht  in  comly  sort. 
Bat  nener  I  nor  you  I  troe. 

In  sentence  pUine  and  short, 
Did  yet  beholde  with  eye. 
In  any  forraine  tonge, 
A  higher  verse  a  staetly  style. 
That  may  be  read  or  song. 
Than  is  this  daye  in  deede 

Our  Eogtisbe  verse  and  ryme: 
The  grace  wherof  doth  touch  the  gods, 
And  reaich  the  cloodes  sopitinf* 


Thorow  earth  and  waters  d^p«, 
The  pen  by  skill  doth  passe : 
And  featly  njrps  the  worldes  abuse. 

And  shoes  vs  in  a  giasse. 
The  vertu  and  the  vice. 
Of  evry  wyght  alyue: 
The  bony  combe  that  bee  doth  make. 

Is  not  so  sweete  in  h3rue. 
As  are  the  golden  leues. 

That  drops  from  poets  head: 
Which  doth  surmount  our  conmion  talke 

As  farre  as  dros  doth  lead. 
The  flowre  is  sifted  cl^ne. 

The  bran  is  cast  aside. 
And  so  good  corne  is  knowen  from  chatife. 

And  each  fine  graine  is  spide. 
Peers  plowman  was  full  plaine. 

And  Chausers  spreet  Was  great: 
Earle  Surry  had  a  goodly  vayne. 
Lord  Vans  the  marke  did  beat. 
Aud  Phaer  did  hit  the  pricke. 
In  thinges  be  did  translate : 
And  Edwards  had  a  special  gifl, 

And  diuers  men  of  late. 
Hath  helpt  our  Englishe  toung. 

The  first  was  baes  and  brute 
Ohe  shall  I  leaue  out  Skeltons  name. 

The  bloesome  of  my  frute. 
The  tree  wheron  in  deed. 

My  branchis  all  might  groe. 
Nay  Skelton  wore  the  lawrell  wreath. 

And  past  in  schoels  ye  knoe, 
A  poet  for  his  arte, 

Whoes  iudgment  suer  was  hie. 
And  had  great  practies  of  the  pen. 

His  works  they  will  not  lie. 
His  terms  to  taunts  did  lean. 
His  talke  was  as  he  wraet: 
Full  quick  of  witte,  right  sharp  of  words, 

And  skilful  of  the  staet. 
Of  reason  riep  and  good. 

And  to  the  haetfoll  mynd. 
That  did  disdain  his  doings  still, 

A  skomar  of  bis  kynd. 
Most  pleasant  euery  way. 

As  poets  ought  to  be: 
And  seldom  out  of  princis  grace. 

And  great  with  eche  degre. 
Thus  haue  you  heard  at  full. 
What  Skelton  was  in  deed: 
A  further  knowledge  shall  you  haue. 

If  you  his  bookes  do  reed. 
I  haue  of  meer  good  will, 

Theas  verses  written  beer: 
To  honour  vertue  as  I  ought. 
And  make  his  feme  apeer. 
That  whan  the  garland  gay. 
Of  lawrel  leaues  but  laet. 
Small  is  my  pain,  great  is  his  prayes, 
That  thus  sutch  honour  gaet 
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JOHN  SKELTON. 


8K ELTON  LAUREATE 

ORATORI8  REGIS  TKRTIUS. 
A6ADI9T  TBllElf OUS  TONGUES  EMPOVSONED  WITH 

SCLAUNDEE  AND  FALSE  DETRACTIONS, 

Said  detur  tibi  aut  quid  apponalur  tibi  ad  lia> 
(aam  dolosam  ?    Psalm  C.  xlij. 

Dsus  destniet  te,  in  finem  evellet  te,  &  emi- 
grabit  te  de  tabernaculo  tuo.  U  radicem  tuam  de 
tena  TiTentinm.  Psal.  Ixvii. 
A  L  maters  wel  pondred,  and  wel  to  be  regarded 
•^  How  shutd  a  fols  lying  tang  then  be  rewarded 
Such  ranges  shnJd  be  tome  out  by  the  harde  rootes 

Hoyning  like  hogges  that  groynis  and  wrotes. 

DUezistt  omnia  veiba  precipitationis'  lingua 
doloaa.  ybi.  a.  &c. 

For  as  I  haue  rede  in  volumes  olde 
A  Ms  lying  tuoge  is  harde  to  witbholde. 

A  fldaanderous  tunge,  a  tunge  of  a  skolde 
Worketh  more  mischiefe  than  can  be  tolde. 

That  if  I  wisr  not  to  be  controlde 
Yet  somwhat  to  say  t  dare  well  be  bolde 

How  some  delite  for  to  lye^  thycke  and  threfolde. 

Ad  sannam  hominem  redegit  comite  et  gra- 
phice. 
For  ye  said,  that  he  said,  that  I  said,  wote  ye  what 

1  made  (he  said)  a  windmil)  of  an  olde  mat. 
If  there  be  none  other  mater  but  that. 
Than  ye  may  commaunde  me  to  gent tl  Cok  wat. 

Hie  notat  (purporaria  arte)  intextas  litems 

Ronanas  in  amictibus  post  ambulonum 

ante  et  retro. 

For  before  on  your  brest,  and  behind  on  your 

la  Romaina  letters  I  never  founde  lack,    [back, 


In  your  crosse  rowe,  nor  Christ  crosse  you  spede. 
Your  Pater  noster,  your  Aue,  nor  your  Crede. 

Who  soeuer  that  tale  vnto  you  tolde. 
He  saith  vntruly,  to  say,  that  I  would 

ControUe  the  cognisannce  of  noble  men : 
Either  by  language,  or  with  my  pen. 

Pedagogium  meum  de  sublimiori  Minerua 
constat  esse.  ergo.  &c. 

My  scole  is  more  solem,  aud  somwhat  more  haute 
Than  to  be  founde  in  any  such  faute. 

Pedagogium  meum  male  sanos  maledicoa 
(sibulis  conplosisque  mantibus)  explodit. 
&c. 

My  scoles  are  not  for  vnthriftes  vntaught,    . 

Forfrantick  faitours  half  mad,  and  halfstraught 
But  my  learning  is  of  an  other  degree. 

To  taunt  theim  like  Uddrous,  lewde  as  thei  bee. 

Laxent  ergo  antemnam  elatlonis  sue  inflatam 
vento  vanitatis.  li.  iile.  &c. 

For  though  some  be  lidder,  and  list  for  to  rayle. 
Yet  to  lie  vpon  me  they  can  not  preuayle. 

Then  let  them  vaie  a  boTiet  of  their  proud  sayle. 
And  of  their  taunting  toics  rest  with  il  hayle. 

Nobilitati  ignobilis  cedat  vtilltas.  &c. 
There  is  no  noble  man  wil  iudge  in  me. 

Any  such  fo'y  to  rest  or  to  be. 
1  care  muche  the  lesse  what  eiier  they  say, 

For  tunges  vntayde  be  renning  a  stray. 
But  yet  I  may  say  safely,  so  many  wel  lettred 

Embraudred,  enlasid  together,  and  fettred. 
And  so  little  learning,  so  lewd'y  alowed  : 

What  fault  And  ye  heroin  but  may  be  auowed  T 
But  ye  are  so  full  of  vertibilite. 

And  of  Arenetyke  folabilite. 
And  of  melancoly  mutabilite; 
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That  ye  would  coarte,  and  enforce  me. 
Nothing  to  write,  but  hay  the  gy  of  thre. 
And  I  to  sufTre  you  lewdly  to  ly. 

Of  me,  with  your  language  full  of  vilany. 
Sicut  nouocla  acuta  fecisti  dolum,  vbi.  s. 
Malicious  tunges,  though  they  haue  no  bones. 
Are  sharper  then  swordes,  sturdier  then  stones. 
Lege  philostratum  de  vita  tyanei  ApolloD\j. 
Sharper  then  raysors.  that  shaue  and  out  throtes. 
More  stinging  then  scorpions  that  stang  Pha- 
raotis 

Venenum  aspidum  sub  labiis  eorum.    Ps. 
More  venemous  and  much  more  virulent. 
Then  anypoysoned  tode,  or  any  serpent. 
Suid  peregrinis  egemus  exemplis,  ad  domes- 
'  tica  recurramus.  &c.  li.  ille. 


Such  tunges  unhappy  hath  made  great  diuision. 

In  realmes,  in  cities,  by  suche  fals  abusion. 
Of  fels  fickil  tunges,  suche  cloked  collusion. 

Hath  brought  nobil  princes  to  extreme  confu- 
sion. 

Suicquidloquantur  vt  eflOeminantur  ita  efian- 
tur.  &c. 

Somtime  women  were  put  in  great  blame. 
Men  said  they  could  not  their  tunges  atame. 

But  men  take  upon  theim  nowe  all  the  shame. 
With   skolding   and  sklaundering  make  their 
tungs  lame. 

Novarum  rernm  cupidissimi.  captatores.  de- 
latores.  adulatores.  inuigilatores,deliratores, 
&c.  id  genus  li.  ille. 

For  men  be  now  tratlers  and  tellers  of  tales. 

What  tidings  at  Totmau,  what  newis  in  Wales? 
What  sbippis  are  sailing  to  Scatis  malis 

And  all  is  not  worth  a  couple  of  nut  shalis 
But  lering  and  lurking  here  and  there  like  spies. 

The  devil  tere  their  tunges  and  pike  out  their 
ies. 
Then  ren  they  with  lesinges,  and  blow  them  about. 

With  he  wrate  such  a  bil  withouten  dout. 
With»  I  can  tel  you  what  such  a  man  said. 

And  you  knew  all,  ye  would  be  ill  apayd. 

De  more  vulpino  gannientes  ad  aurem,  fictas 
iabellas^fabricaut.  li.  ille. 

In  auspicatum.  male  ominatum.  infortunatum 
se  fateatur  habuisse  horoscopum  quicunque 
maledixerit  vati  Pierio.  S.  L.  &c. 

But  if  that  I  knewe  what  his  name  hight, 
For  clatering  of  me,  I  would  him  sone  quight. 

For  his  ialse  lying,  of  that  I  spake  neuer, 
1  could  make  him  shortly  repent  him  for  euer. 

Although  he  made  it  neuer  so  tough, 
He  might  be  sure  to  haue  shame  ynough. 

Cerberus  horrendo  baratri  latrando,  sub  an- 
tro.  Te  rodatque  voret  lingua  dolosa  (pre- 
cor.) 
A  fels  double  tunge  is  more  fiers  and  fell. 
Then  Cerberus  that  cur  couching  in  the  kenel 
ofhel 
Whcrof  hereafter,  I  thinke  for  to  write. 
Of  fals  double  tunges  in  the  dispite. 

Recipit  se  scriptnrum  opus  sancte,  laudabile, 
aooeptabile,  memorabtleque,  &  nimis  honorifican- 


Disperdat  dominus  vniuersa  labia  dolosa  ft  lia* 
guam  magniloquam. 


Why  were  ye  Calliope, 
embrawdred  with  letters  of  golde  ? 

SJKELTON  LAUREATE  ORATO.  REG.  MAKBTB  THI| 
AUN8WERE.  &C. 

Caluopb 
As  ye  may  se 
Regent  is  she 

Of  poetes  al 
Whiche  gaue  to  me 
The  high  degre 
Laureat  to  be. 

Of  iame  royall 
Whose  name  enrolde 
With  silk  aqd  golde 
I  dare  be  boWe 

Thus  for  to  were 
Ofherlholde 
And  her  housholde 
Though  1  waxe  olde 
•    And  somdele  sere 
Yet  js  she  fayne 
Voyde  of  disdayq 
Me  to  retayne 

Her  scruiture. 
With  her  ccrtayne 
I  wyll  remayne 
As  oay  souerayne 

Most  of  pleasure. 
Maulgre  touz  malheureux. 


LATINUM  CARMEN  8EQUITUR. 

Cur  tibi  contexU  est  aurea  Calliope? 

RESPON8IO  EiUSDEM   VATI8. 

Candida  Calliope  vatum  regina,  coronans 
Pierios  lauro,  radiante  intexta  sub  auro, 
Hanc  ego  Pierius,  tanto  dignabor  honore 
Dum  mi  hi  vita  manet,  dum  spirilus  hos  regit  artuf 
Suamquam  conficior  senio  marcescoque  sensim 
Ipse  tamen  gestare  sua  hsBC  pia  pignora  oerto, 
Assensuque  suo  placidis  parebo  camenis 
Inclita  Calliope  &  semper  mea  nlazima  cura  est 
Haec  Pierius  omni  Spartan^  liberior. 

CAU.IOPB. 

Musarum  excellentissima, 
speciosissima,  formosissima. 
Heroicifi  preest  versibus. 

FINIS. 


Arrbcttngb  my  syght  towarde  the  zodiake 

The  signes  xij.  for  to  beholde  a  fiirre 

Whan  Mars  retrograunt  reuersed  bis  backe 

Lorde  of  the  yerc  in  his  orbicular 

Put  up  his  sworde,  for  he  coude  make  no  warre 

And  whan  Lucina  plenary  dyd  thyne 

Scorpion  ascendynge  degrees  twyse  oyne. 

In  plade  alone,  than  musynge  in  my  thought 
How  all  thing  passeth,  as  doth  the  somer  Aowtq 
On  euery  halfe  my  reasons  forthe  I  sought 
Howe  often  fortune  varyeth  in  an  howre 
Now  clere  wether,  forth  with  a  stormy  showre 
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All  tbyng  compared,  no  perpetuyte. 
But  aoire  in  welthe,  nowe  ia  aduersyte. 

So  depely  drowned  I  was  in  this  dumpe 
fincrattoipysbed  so  sore  was  my  conceyte 
That  me  to  rest,  I  lent  me  to  a  stumpe 
Of  an  oke,  that  somtyme  grewe  full  streyghte 
A  mygfaty  tre  and  of  a  noble  heyght 
Whose  beaute  blasted  was  with  the  boysturs  wiude 
His  leaoes  loste^  the  sappe  was  from  the  rynde. 

Thus  stode  I  in  the  frytthy  forest  of  Galtres 
EsAowked  with  sylt  of  the  myry  roose 
Where  hartes  belluyng  embosed  with  distres 
Ran  on  the  raunge  so  longe,  that  I- suppose 
Ffve  men  can  tell  where  the  hynde  calfe  gose. 
Faire&l  the  fbrstertbat  so  wel  can  bate  his  hounde 
But  of  my  purpose  now  tume  we  to  the  grounde. 

Whylis  I  stode  musyngr*.  in  this  meditacion 
In  slambryDEre  I  fell,  and  halfe  in  a  slepe 
Aod  whether  it  were  of  ymaginacion 
Or  of  humors  superilue,  that  often  will  crepe 
In  to  the  brayne  by  drynkynfrouer  depe 
Or  it  proceded  of  fata) I  perswasion 
1  can  nat  tell  you  what  was  the  occasion. 

But  sodaynly  at  ones  as  I  me  aduysed 
(As  one  in  a  trans  or  in  an  extasy) 
I  sswe  a  pauylion  wondersly  disguised 
Garnysshed  freshe  after  my  fantasy 
Enhachyde  with  perle  and  stones  preciously 
The  grounde  engrosed  and  bet  with  bourne  gold 
That  passjTDge  goodly  it  was  to  be  holde 

Within  that  a  princes  exccllente  of  porte 
Bnt  to  recounte  her  riche  abilymeut 
And  what  estates  to  her  dyd  resorte 
Therto  am  I  full  insuffycient 
Agoddesse  immortall  she  dyd  represent 
As  I  barde  saye  dame  Pallas  was  her  name 
To  whom  supplyed  the  royall  quene  of  fame. 

THE  Q1ISNB  or   FAME  TO   DAME  PALLAS. 

Pbimces  most  pusaat  cif  l:\\:h  pieeminence 
Renowned  lady  abone  the  uterry  henyn 
All  other  transcf  ndynge  of  very  congruence 
Madame  recent  of  the  sciences  seuyn 
To  whose  astate  all  noblenesse  most  lenen 
My  soppitcacion  to  you  I  arrecte 
Wberof  I  beseche  yon  to  tendre  the  effecte. 

Katunremembred  it  is  unto  yonr  grace 
Howe  ye  gaue  me  a  ryall  6ommaundement 
That  in  my  courte  Skelton  shnlde  have  a  place 
Bycaose  that  be  his  tyme  studiously  hath  spent 
In  your  semice  :  and  to  the  accomplysshemeot 
Of  your  request,  refcestred  is  his  name 
With  laureate  triumphe  in  the  courte  of  Fame 

But  good  madame  the  accnstome  and  vsage 
Of  anncient  poetes  ye  wote  full  wele  hath  bene 
Them  selfs  to  embusy  with  all  their  whole  corage 
So  that  theyr  workes  myght  famously  be  sene 
In  fis;ure  wberof  they  were  the  lanrell  grene 
But  hove  it  is^  Skelton  is  wunder  slaoke 
And  as  we  dare  we  fynde  in  him  a  lacke. 

For  ne  were  onely  he  hath  your  promocion 
Out  of  my  bokes  full  soone  I  shulde  bym  rase 
But  sitbe  he  bath  tAsted  of  the  Bu?red  pocion 
Of  Hcliconis  well :  refreshed  with  your  grace 
And  wyll  nat  andesonr  hyviaUe  to  purcbace 


The  fauour  of  ladys  with  wordes  electe 
It  is  syttynge  that  ye  must  hym  correctCi 

DAME  PALLAS  TO  THE  QUENE  OF  FAME. 

The  sum  of  your  purpose  as  we  are  aduysed 
Is  that  our  seruaunt  is  somewhat  to  dull 
Wherein  this  answere  for  hym  we  haue  com* 

prised 
Howe  ryuers  ren  nat  till  the  sprjmge  be  full 
Better  a  dumme  moutbe  than  a  brayneles  scull 
For  if  he  gloriously  publysshe  His  matter 
Than  men  will  saye  howe  he  doth  but  flatter. 

And  if  so  him  fortune  to  write  true  and  plain* 
As  somtjrme  he  must  vices  remorde 
Than  some  wyll  say  he  hath  but  lytell  brayne 
And  how  his  wordes  with  reason  will  nat  accorde 
Beware,  for  wrytying  remayneth  of  recede 
Displease  nat  an  hundred  for  one  mannes  plea^ 

sure 
Who  wryteth  wysely  hath  a  great  treasui^* 

Also  to  ittmysshe  better  his  excuse 
Ouide  wasbanysshed  for  such  a  skyll. 
And  many  mo,  whom  I  coude  enduce. 
Juuenal  was  thret  parde  fbr  to  kyll 
For  certayne  inuectiues:  Yet  wrote  he  none  yD 
Sauynge  he  rubbed  some  vpon  the  gall. 
It  was  not  for  hym  to  abyde  the  triall. 

In  general  wordes  I  say  nat  greatly  nay 
A  poet  somtyme  may  for  his  pleasure  taunt 
Spekyng  in  parables,  howe  the  fox,  the  grey. 
The  gander,  the  goose,  and  the  huge  oliphant 
Went  with  the  pecocke  agaynst  the  ft  sannt 
The  lesarde  came  leaping  and  sayd  that  he  must 
With  heipe  of  the  ram  lay  all  in  the  dust. 

Yet  dyuerse  there  be  industriouse  of  reason 
Som  what  wolde  gadder  in  their  coniecture 
Of  suche  an  endarked  chaptre  some  season  ' 
Howe  be  it,  it  were  harde  to  construe  this  lec- 
ture 
Sophisticated  craftely  is  nuiny  a  confecture 
An  other  mannes  mynde  diifose  is  to  expounde 
Yet  harde  is  to  make  but  some  feute  be  founde. 

THE  QVENE  OF  FAME  TO  DAME  PALLAS. 

Madame  with  fauor  of  your  benigne  suffiuunce 
Unto  your  grace  than  make  I  this  motiue 
Wherto  make  ye  me  hym  to  auannce 
Unto  the  rowme  of  laureat  promotyue  ? 
Or  wherto  shulde  he  haue  the  prerogatiue 
But  yf  he  had  made  some  memoriall 
Wherby  he  myght  have  a  name  immortall? 

To  passe  the  tyme  in  sloughtiull  yddnesse 
Of  your  royall  palais  it  is  nat  the  gyse 
But  to  do  somwhat  eche  man  doth  hym  dresse 
For  howe  shulde  Cato  els  be  called  wyse 
But  that  his  bokes,  which  he  dyd  deuyse 
Recorde  the  same  ?  Or  why  is  had  in  mynde 
Plato^  but  for  that  he  lelte  wrytynge  behynde . 

For  men  to  loke  on  ?  Aristotille  also 
Of  philosophers  called  the  principall. 
Olde  Diogines,  with  other  many  mo 
Demosthenes  that  oratour  royall 
That  gaue  Eschines  suche  a  cordiall 
That  ban'isshed  was  be  through  his  proposicion 
Agaynst  whom  he  coude   make    no  contradid^ 
tion< 
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DAME  PAZXAS  TO  THE  QUENE  OF  FAME. 
Soft  my  good  syster,  and  make  there  a  paases 
And  was  Eschines  rebuked  as  ye  say"^ 
Remembre  you  well,  poynt  well  that  clause 
Wberfore  than  rased  ye  nat  away 
His  name?  Or  why  is  it  I  you  praye. 
That  he  to  your  court  is  goynge  and  commyng 
Sith  he  is  thus  blamed  for  defaute  of  counnyng? 


THE  QUENB  OF  FAME  TO  DAME  PALLAS. 

Madame  your  apposelle  is  well  inferred 
And  at  your  auauntage  quickely  it  is. 
Touched :  and  harde  for  to  be  barred 
Yet  shall  I  ahsyrere  your  grace  as  in  this 
With  your  reformacion  if  I  say  amis 
For  but  if  your  boujite  dyd  me  assure 
Myne  argument  els  could  nat  longe  endure 

As  touchjrng  that  Eschines  is  remembred 
Tliat  he  so  shulde  be,  me  semeth  it  fyttynge 
All  be  it  great  parte  he  hath  surrendred 
Of  his  honour,  Whose  dissuasyue  in  wryttynge 
To  corage  Demosthenes  was  moche  excitynge 
In  settynge  out  freshely  bis  crafty  persuasion 
From  whiche  Eschines  had  none  euasion 

The  cause  why  Demosthenes  so  ^mously  is 
Onely.proceded,  for  that  he  did  outray      [bruted 
Eschiuf's :  whiche  was  nat  shamefully  confuted 
But  of  that  famous  oratour  I  say 
Whiche  passed  all  other  :    wheifore  I  may 
Amonge  my  recordes  suffre  him  named. 
For  though  he  wer  vanquished  yet  was  he  nat 
shamed 

As  Hierome  in  his  preamble  frater  Ambrusius 
From  that  I  haue  sayd  in  no  poynt  doth  vary 
Wherin  he  reporteth  of  the  coragious 
Wordes.  that  were  moche  consolatory 
By  Eschines  rehersed,  to  the  great  gioiy 
Of  Demosthenes,  that  was  his  utter  fo 
Fewe  shall  ye  fynde  or  none  that  will  do  so. 


DAME  PALLAS  TO  THE  QDENE  OF  FAME. 

A  THANKE  to  haue  ye  haue  well  desenied, 
Your  mynde  ye  can  maynteyne  so  apparently 
But  a  great  parte  yet  ye  haue  reserved 
pf  that  must  folow  than  consequently 
Or  els  ye  demeane  you  inordinatly 
For  if  ye  laude  hym,  whom  honour  bath  opprest 
'llian  he  that  dothe  worst  is  as  good  as  the  best 

But  whom  that  ye  favour,  I  se  well  hath  a  name 
Be  he  neuer  so  I  y  tell  of  substaunce 
And  whom  ye  loue  nat,  ye  wyll  pat  to  shame 
Ye  counterwey  nat  euynly  your  balaunce 
As  well  fbly  as  wysdome  oft  ye  do  auaunce 
For  reporte  ryselii  many  dyuers  wayes 
Some  be  moche  spoken  of  for  makyng  of  frayes 

Some  haue  a  name  for  thefte  and  bribery 
Some  be  called  crafty,  that  can  pyke  a  purse 
Some  men  be  made  of  for  their  mockery 
Som  careful  cokolds,  some  haue  their  wiues  curse 
Som  fiunous  witwoldes,  and  they  be  moche  wurse 
Som  lidderons,  som  losels,  som  naughty  packes 
Som  fiicers,  som  bracers,  som  make  gret  cracks. 

*  \  Some  dronkeo  dastards  with  their  drye  soules. 
Some  sluggysshe  slouens  that  slepe  day  and  night 
flyot  and  Reaell  be  in  your  courtc  roules 


Maiotenaunoe  and    Miscbefe  these  be  men  of 

myght 
Extorcion  is  counted  with  you  for  a  knyght 
These  people  by  me  haue  none  assignement 
Yet  they  ryde  and  renne  from  Carljll  to  Kent 

^But  lytell  or  nothsrnge  ye  shall  here  tell 
Of  them  that  haue  vertue  by  reason  of  counnyng 
Whiche  soueraynely  in  bonoure  shulde  excel! 
Men  of  suche  matters  make  but  mummynge 
For  wysdome  and  sadnesse  be  set  out  a  sunoyn^ 
And  suche  of  my  seruauntes  as  I  haue  promoted 
One  faute  or  other  in  them  sbalbe  noted 

Eyther  they  wyll  say  he  is  to  wyse  • 
Or  elles  he  can  nought  but  whan  he  is  at  scole 
Prone  his  wytte  sayth  he  at  cardes  or  dyce 
And  ye  shall  well  fynde  he  is  a  very  fole 
Twyshc,  set  hym  a  chayer  or  reche  him  a  stole 
To  syt  hym  upon,  and  rede  Jacke  a  thnimmif 

bibil 
For  truly  it  were  pite  that  he  sat  idyll. 

THE  QITENE  OF  FAME  TO   DAME  PALLAS. 

To  make  repugnance  againe  that  ye  haue  said 
Of  very  dutie  it  may  nat  well  accorde 
But  your  benign  suffrance  for  my  discharge  I  laid 
For  that  I  wolde  nat  with  you  fall  at  dPscorde 
But  yet  I  beseche  your  grace  that  good  recorde 
May  be  brought  forth  suche  as  can  be  founde 
With  laureat  triumphe  why  Skelton   shulde  be 
crounde. 

For  elles  it  were  to  great  a  derogacion 
Unto  your  palais  our  noble  courte  of  Fame 
That  any  man'vnder  supportacion 
Without  deseruing  shulde  haue  the  best  game 
If  he  to  the  ample  encreace  of  his  name 
Can  lay  apy  warkes  that  he  hath  compiled 
I  am  content  that  he  be  nat  exiled 

From  the  laureat  senate :  by  force  of  proscripcion 
Or  elles  ye  knowe  well  I  can  do  no  lesse 
But  I  must  bannysshe  him  from  my  iurisdiction 
As  he  that  aqueynteth  hym  with  Idelnesse 
But  if  that  he  purpose  to  make  a  redresse 
What  he  hath  done  let  it  be  brought  to  syght 
Graunt  my  peticion,  L  aske  you  but  ryght. 


DAME  PALLAS  TO  THE  QDENB  OF  FAME. 

To  your  request  we  be  well  condiscended 
Call  forth,  let  se  where  is  your  clarionar 
To  blowe  a  blaste  with  his  longe  breth  extended 
Eolus  your  trumpet  that  knowen  is  so  forre 
That  bararag  bloweth  in  euery  marciall  wane 
Let  hym  blowe  nowe,  that  we  may  take  a  vewe 
^Wbat  poetes  we  haue  at  our  retynewe. 

To  se  if  Skelton  wyll  put  hym  selfe  in  prease 
Among  the  thickest  of  all  the  hole  route 
Make  noise  ynoughe,  for  claterars  loue  no  peace 
JLet  se  my  syster,  nowe  spede  you,  go  atraute 
Anone  1  say  this  trumpet  were  founde  out 
And  for  no  man  hardely  let  hym  spare 
To  blowe  bararag,  tyll  both  lus  eien  stare- 

SlCELTON   POETA. 

FoRTHE  with  there  rose  among  the  throng 
A  wonderful!  noyse,  and  on  euery  syde 
They  presed  in  fast,  some  Uiou{(ht  tbei  were  tQ 
long 
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Borne  were  to  hastyi  and  wolde  no  m?m  byde 
Som  vbispred,  som  rowned,  som  spake,  and  som 

cride 
With  beuyng  and  shouyng,  haue  in  and  haue 

out 
Some  ran.  the  next  waye,  some  ran  about. 

There  was  suynge  to  the  quene  of  Fame 
He  plucked  him  backe,  and  be  went  afore. 
Nay  hold  thy  tunge  quoth  an  other  let  me  haue 

the  name 
Make  rowme  said  an  other  ye  prese  all  to  sore 
Som  sayd,  holde  thy  peas  you  gettest  here  no 

more 
A  thousande  thousande  I  save  on  a  plumpe 
With  that  I  barde  the  noyse  of  a  trumpe 

That  longe  tyme  l>lew  a  full  tymorons  blaste 
like  to  the  Boriall  wyndes,  whan  they  blowe 
That  towres,  and  townes,  and  trees  downe  cast 
Drooe  clowdes  together  like  dryftes  of  snowe 
The  dredeful  dinue  droue  alt  the  route  on  a  row 
Som  trembled,  som  gimed,  som  gasped,  some  gased 
As  people  halfe  peuissh  or  men  that  were  mased 

Anone   all  was  whyshte,  as  it  were  for  the 

nones 
And  ecbe  man  stode  gasyng  and  staryng  upon 

other 
With  that  there  come  in  wouderly  at  ones 
A  murmof  of  minstrels,  that  suche  an  other 
Had  1  neuer  sene,  some  softer  some  lowder 
Orpheus  the  Thracian  harped  melodiously 
AVithAmphion,  and  other  musis  of  Archady 

Whose  heuenly  armony  was  so  passing  sure 
So  truly  proporcioned,  and  so  well  dyd  gree 
So  duly  entuned  with  euery  measure 
That  in  the  forest  was  none  so  great  a  tre 
But  that  he  daunced  for  ioye  of  that  gle 
The  huge  myghty  okes  them  selfe  did  auauncQ 
And  lepe  from  the  hilles  to  lerne  for  to  daunce 

In  90  mocbe  the  stumpe  wherto  I  me  lente 
Sterte  all  at  ones  an  hundred  fote  backe 
With  thai  i  flprange  up  towarde  the  tent 
Of  noble  dame  Pallas,  wherof  I  spake 
Where  J  sawe  came  after  i  wote  full  litel  lacke 
Of  a  thousande  poetes  assembled  to  gether 
But  Phebus  was  formest  of.  al  that  came  theder 

Of  lanrell  leanes  a  cronell  on  his  heed 
With  beares  encrisped  yolowe  as  the  goldc 
Lamentynge  Daphnes,  whom  with  the  daiie  of 

leed 
Copide  hath  stryken  so  that  she  ne  wolde 
CoQcente  to  Phebus  to  haue  his  harte  in  holde 
But  for  to  preserue  her  maydenheed  dene 
Tiaosfonoed  was  she  into  the  laurell  grene. 

Medled  with  murning  the    most  part  of  his 
muse 
0  thou  gatfiill  harte,  was  euer  more  his  songe 
Daphnes  my  derlynge  why  do  yoti  me  refhse  ? 
Yet  loke  on  me,  that  loued  you  haue  so  longe 
Yet  haue  compassion  vpon  my  paynes  stronge 
He  sange  also,  howe  the  tre  as  he  did  take 
Betwene  bis  armes  he  felte  her  body  quake 

Than  he  assurded  into  this  exclamacion 
Unto  Diana  the  goddes  immortal  I 
O  mcrcilei  madame  harde  is  your  consMl^Vt^^ 


So  close  to  kcpe  your  cloystcr  vifginall 
Enharded  adyamant  the  sement  of  your  wall 
Alas  what  ayle  you  to  be  so  ouerthwart 
To  banysshe  pite  out  of  a  maydens  harte  > 

Why  haue  the  goddes  shewed  me  this  crueltie 
Sith  I  contryued  first  principles  medycinable 
1  heipe  all  other  of.  their  infirmyte 
But  nowe  to  helpe  my  selfe  I  am  not  able 
That  profitteth  all  other  is  nothinge  proBtable 
Unto  me,  alas  that  herbe  nor  gresse 
The  feruent  axes  of  loue  can  not  represse. 

O  fatall  fortune  what  haue  I  offended  ? 
Odious  disdayne  why  raist  you  me  on  this  facyon  ? 
But  sith  I  haue  lost  nowe  that  1  entended 
And  may  nat  atteyne  it  by  no  mediation 
Yet  in  remembraunce  of  Daphnes  transformaon 
All  famous  poets  ensuynge  after  me 
Shall  weare  a  garlande  of  the  laurell  tre 

This  said,  a  great  nombre  folowed  by  and  by 
Of  poetes  laureat  of  many  diuerse  nacions 
Parte  of  their  names  I  thynke  to  specific 
First  olde  Suintilian  with  his  Declamations 
Theocritus  with  his  bucolicall  relacions 
Uesiodus  the  Icononucar, 
And  Homenis  the  fresshe  histoiiar. 

Prince  of  eloquenpie  Tulljus  Cicero, 
With  Salust  agaynst  Lucius  Catiliiie 
That  wrote  the  history  of  Jugurtha  also, 
Ouide  ensbryned  with  the  Musis  nyne. 
But  blessed  Bacchus  the  pleasant  god  of  wyne 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  flotes  - 
lliese  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes. 

Lucan  with  Stacius  in  Achilliedos 
Perseus  presed  forth  with  problemes  diffuse 
Virgin  the  Mantuan  with  his  eneidos 
Juuenall  satirray  that  men  makythe  to  muse 
But  blessed  Bacchus  the  pleasant  god  of  wyne 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  flotes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes 

There  Titus  Xinius  hym  selfe  dyd  auaunce 
With  decadis  historious  which  that  he  mengletb 
With  waters  the  amount  the  Romayns  in  sub, 

stauuce,  • 

Ennius  that  wrote  of  marciall  warre  at  length 
But  blessed  Bacchus  potenciall  god  of  strengthe 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  mddy  dropes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes. 

Aulus  Gellius  that  noble  historiar, 
Grace  also  with  his  newe  poetry 
Maister  Terence  the  famous  comicar. 
With  Plautns  that  wrote  many  a  comedy 
But  blessed  Bacchus  was  in  their  company 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  fuddy  dropes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes, 

Senec  full  sobrely  with  his  tragedies, 
Boece  recomforted  with  his  philosophie, 
And  Maximiane  with  his  madde  dities, 
Howe  dotynge  age  woldc  iape  with  yonge  foly. 
But  blessed  Bacchus  most  reuerent  and  holy 
Of  clusters  engrossed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refresshed  their  throtes. 

There  came  John  Boccas  with  his  yolumes  grete 
^uintus  Cursius  full  craftely  that  wrate 
Of  Alexander:  and  Macrobiui  that  did  treate 
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Of  Scipions  dreftme  what  was  the  true  probate 
But  blessed  Bacchus  that  neiier  man  forgate 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  bis  ruddy  dropea 
These  orators  and  poetes  refressbed  their  throtes. 

Pogius  also  that  Famous  Florentie 
Mustred  there  among  them  with  many  a  mad 

tale 
With  a  frere  of  Fraunce  men  call  syr  Gaguine 
That  frowned  ou  me  full  angerly  and  pale 
But  blessed  Bacchus,  that  bote  is  of  all  bale 
Of  clusters  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
These  orators  and  poetes  refressbed  their  throtes. 

Plutarke  and  Patrarke  two  famous  clarkes 
Lucilius  and  Valerius  Maximus  by  name 
With  Vincentius  in   speculo  that   wrote    noble 

warkes 
Propercius  and  Pisaiidros  poetes  of  noble  feme 
But  blessed  Bachus  that  mastrise  oft  doth  frame 
Of  clusters,  engrosed  with  his  ruddy  dropes 
These  notable  poetes  refressbed  their  throtes. 

And  as  I  thus  sadly  among  them  aduysed 
I  saw  Gower,  that  first  gamissbed  our  englishe 

rude 
And  maister  Chaucer,  that  nobly  entreprised 
How  that  our  englishe  myght  fresbely  be  en- 

newed 
The  monke  of  Bury  than  after  them  ensued 
Dane  Johnn    Lydgate:    these   englishe   poetes 

thre 
As  I  ymagened  repayred  unto  me. 

Together  in  armes  as  bretheme  enbrased 
•Their  apparell  farre  passing  beyond  that  I  can 

tell 
With  diamantes  and  rubies  their  taberdes  were 

trased 
None  so  riche  stones  in  Turkey  to  sell 
They  wanted  nothynge  but  the  Laurell. 
And  of  their  bounte  they  made  me  goodly  chere 
In  maner  and  forme  as  ye  shall  after  here. 

MAISTER  GOIVBR  TO  SftBLTON. 

Brother  Skelton  your  endeuorment 

So  haue  ye  done,  that  meretoriously 

Ye  haue  deserued  to  hauc  an  enplement 

In  our  collage  aboue  the  sterry  skye 

Bycause  that  ye  encrease  and  amplifie 

The  bruted  Britons  of  Brutus  Albion 

That  welnere  was  lost  whan  that  we  were  gone. 

POETA  8KELT0N  TO  MAISTER  GOWBR« 

Maister  Gower  I  haue  notbyng  deserued 
To  haue  so  laudabyle  a  conmiendacion 
To  yow  thre  this  honor  shalbe  reserued 
Arrcctinge  vnto  your  wyae  examinacion 
How  all  that  I  do  is  vnder  refformation 
For  only  the  substance  of  that  I  entend 
Is  glad  to  please  aud  loth  to  offend. 

MAISTER  CHAUCER  LAWREAT  POETE  TO  IKELTOIf . 

CoDNTERWAViNG  your  busy  diligence 
Of  that  we  beganne  in  the  supplement 
Enforced  are  we  you  to  recompence 
Of  all  our  bolle  collage  by  the  agrement 
That  we  shall  brynge  you  personally  present 
Of  noble  Fame  before  the  quenes  grace 
In  whose  coarte  poycted  is  your  place. 


POETA  BKELTOM  AMgWBRETH. 
O  NOBLE  Chaucer,  whose  puUisbed  doqnenee 
Our  Bnglishe  rude  so  fresbely  hath  set  out 
That  bcninde  are  we  with  all  due  reuerence 
With  all  our  strengthe  that  we  can  bryng  about 
To  owe  to  you  our  seruioe,  and  more  if  we  mowte 
But  what  sbulde  I  say,  ye  wote  what  I  entende 
Whiche  glad  am  to  please,  and  loth  to  offeade. 

MAISTER  LYDGATE  TO  IKELTOV. 

So  am  I  prevented  of  my  bretheme  twayne 
In  rendrynge  to  yqu  thankes  meretory 
That  welnere  nothynge  there  doth  remayne 
Wherwith  to  gyue  you  my  regraciatory 
But  that  I  poynt  you  to  be  protonotory 
Of  Fames  courte,  by  all  our  holle  assent 
Auaunced  by  Pallas  to  laurell  preferment. 

POETA  tKELTOH  AMSWRRBrH. 

So  haue  ye  me  far  passyng  my  merites  extolled 
Maister  Lydgate  of  your  accustomable 
Bounte,  and  so  gloriously  ye  haue.  enrolled 
My  name.  I  knowe  well  beyonde  that  I  am  able 
That  but  if  my  warkes  therto  be  agreable  | 

I  am  elles  rebuked  of  that  I  entend 
Whiche  glad  am  to  please  and  lothe  to  offende 

So  finally,  whan  they  had  shewed  their  deuise 
Under  the  forme  as  I  sayd  before 
I  made  it  straunge,   and  drewe  backe  ones  or 

twise 
And  euer  they  presed  on  me  more  and  more 
Tyll  at  the  last  they  forced  me  so  sone 
That  with  them  I  went  where  they  wold  me  brioge 
Unto  the  pavylion,  where  Pallas  was  syttyng 

Dame  Pallas  commanded  that  they  shold  me 

conuay 
Into  the  riche  palace  of  the  queue  of  Fame, 
There  shall  he  here  what  she  to  hym  will  say 
Whan  he  is  called  to  answere  to  his  name, 
A  crye  anone  forthwith  she  made  proclame 
All  orators  and  poetes  sboolde  thider  go  before 
With  all  the  prease  that  there   was   lesse  and 

more. 

Forthwith  I  say :  thus  wandring  in  my  thougb'. 
Howe  it  was,  or  elles  within  what  howrcs 
I  cannat  tell  you,  but  that  I  was  brought 
Into  a  palace,  with  turrettes  and  towres 
Engalared  goodly  with  halles  and  bowres 
So  curiosly,  so  craftly,  so  counnyugly  wrought 
That  all  the  worlde  I  trowe  and  it  were  soqght 

Such  an  other  there  could  no  man  fynde 
Wherof  partly  I  purpose  to  expounde 
Whiles  it  remayneth  fresshe  in  my  myn^e 
With  Turks  and   grossolites  eopaued  was  tbe 

ground 
Of  birral  enbosed  were  the  pyllera  round 
Of  elephantes  tetlie  were  the  palace  gates 
Enlosenged  with  many  goodly  plates 

Of  gold ;  entached  with  many  a  precious  5too* 
An  hundred  steppes  mountynge  to  the  halle 
One  of  iasper,  an  other  of  whaJes  bone. 
Of  diamantes  poynted,  was  the  rokky  wall. 
The  carpettes  within  and  tappettes  of  pall 
The  chambres  banged  with  clothes  of  Arace 
Enuauted  with  rubies  the  vauta  was  of  thi* 
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Thoi  pmed  we  fortlu  walkynj^  onto  the  pretory 
Wber  the  poftis  wer  enbuUooed  with  saphirs  indy 
Si^bted  ^litteryng  with  many  a  clere  story  [blew 
Udnctes  and  snuuragdes  out  of  the  florth  they 
UdU>  this  place  all  poetes  there  dyd  sue  [grew. 
Wherin  was  set  of  Fame  the  noble  quene 
AJl  other  tnmioendyng  most  richely  besene 

Uidcr  a  floriotts  clothe  of  estate 
Fiti  all  with  orient  perles  of  gamate 
lacnmned  as  empresse  of  all  this  worldly  fate 
So  rytUy,  so  richely,  so  passyngly  ornate 
h  wu  ezcedynge  beyonde  commune  rate 
This  house  eDuirao  was  a  myle  about 
If  nu  were  kt  in,  xii.  hundred  stode  without 

Than  to  this  lady  and  souerasme  of  this  palace 
Of  pnneoantes  there  presed  in  many  with  diuers 

tale 
Some  were  of  Poyle,  and  some  were  of  Thrace 
Of  Lymerik;  of  Lorein,  of  Spaine,  of  Portugalc 
Fnm  Napols,  Irom  Nauem,  and  from  Rouncenale 
Some  AtMB  flannders,  some  from  the  see  coste 
Some  from  the  maine  lande,  some  from  the  French 


With  how  doth  the  north,  what  tydinges  in  the 
The  west  is  wyody ,  the  eest  is  metely  wele  [south 
It  is  faarde  to  tell  of  euery  mannes  mouthe 
A  slfpper  faolde  the  tayle  is  of  an  ele 
And  be  faalteth  often  that  hath  a  kyby  hele 
Some  shewed  his  safe  conduct,  some  shewed  his 

chart 
Some  lofced  fill  smothely,  and  had  a  ials  quart 

With  Sir  I  praye  you  a  litell  tyne  stande  bacfce 
^nd  let  me  come  in  to  delyuer  my  letter 
Aa  other  tolde,  howe  shyppes  went  to  wracke 
There  were  many  wordes  smaller  and  greatter 
With  1  as  good  as  thou,  I  &ith  and  no  better. 
Some  came  to  tell  treuthe,  some  came  to  lye. 
Some  came  to  flatter,  some  came  to  spye. 

There  were  I  saye  of  all  maner  of  sortes 
OfDertmottth,  of  Plymouth,  of  Portesmouth  also 
The  boigeis  smd  the  bayliues  of  the  v,  portes 
With  Dowe  let  me  com«,  and  nowe  let  me  go 
And  an  tyoM  wandred  I  thus,  to  and  fro, 
Tyll  at  the  laste  these  noble  poetes  thre 
Voto  me  saydy  lo  Syr  nowe  ye  may  se. 

Of  this  hyglie  oourte  the  dayly  busynes 
From  Toa  must  we,  but  nat  longe  to  tary 
lo  hither  cometh  a  goodly  maistres 
Oocupacion,  E»mes  n^;estary. 
Which  shal  be  to  you  a  souerayne  accessary 
With  singular  pleasures  to  dryue  away  the  tyme 
And  we  shall  se  you  agayne  or  it  be  pryme. 

Whan  they  wer  past,  and  went  ibrth  on  their 
way 
This  gentilwonan,  that  called  was  by  name 
OrcQpacioD«  in  ryght  goodly  araye 
Cajoe  towarde  me,  and  snyled  halfe  in  game. 
I  «awe  her  smyle,  and  than  1  dyd  the  same 
With  that  oa  me  she  cast  her  goodly  loke 
Voder  her  amie  me  thought  she  had  a  bokc. 

CMXiUPATIOll  TO  UKLTON. 

Ltkb  as  the  laite  ypon  the  somers  daye 
Whan  Titan  radiant  buraisbeth  his  hemes  bright 
Mott&teth  on  bye,  with  hir  melodius  laye 


Of  the  SOD  shyne  engladed  with  the  lyght 
So  am  I  supprised  with  pleasure  and  delyght 
To  se  this  houre  nowe,  that  1  may  saye 
Howe  ye  are  welcome  to  this  court  of  araye 

Of  your  aqueyntaunce  I  was  in  tymes  paste 
Of  studious  doctrine  whan  at  the  port  salu 
Ye  fyrst  arryued,  whan  broken  was  your  maste 
Of  worldly  trust,  than  dyd  I  you  reskew 
Your  storme  dryuen  shyp  I  repared  newe ' 
So  well  entacled,  what  wynde  so  euer  blow 
No  stormy  tempest  your  barge  shall  ouerthrow 

Welcome  to  me  as  hertly  as  berte  can  thinke, 
Welcome  to  me  with  all  my  hoUe  desyre 
And  for  my  sake  spare  neyther  pen  nor  ynke 
Be  well  assured  I  shall  aquyte  your  hyre. 
Your  name  recountyng  beyonde  the  land  of  Tire 
From  Sydony  to  the  mount  Olympian 
From  Babyll  towre  to  the  hils  Caspian. 

SKEI.TON  POETA  AHSWBRETH. 

I  THANKED  her  moche  of  her  most  noble  offer 
Affiaunsynge  her  myne  hole  assuraunce 
For  her  pleasure  to  make  a  large  prefer 
Empryntyng  her  wordes  in  my  remembraunce 
To  owe  her  my  seruice  with  true  perseueraunce 
Come  on  with  me  she  sayd,  let  vs  nat  stande 
And  with  that  worde  she  toke  me  by  the  handc 

So  passed  we  forth  into  the  forsayd  place. 
With  such  communicacion  as  came  to  our  mynde 
And  than  she  sayd,  whyles  we  haue  time  and 

space 
To  walke  where  we  lyst,  let  ts  somwhat  finde 
To  passe  the  time  with,  but  let  ys  wast  no  wynd 
For  ydell  janglera  bane  but  rytell  brayne 
Wordes  be  swordes  and  harde  to  call  agayne 

Into  a  felde  she  brought  me  wyde  and  large 
Enwalled  about  with  the  stony  flynt 
Strongly  enbateld  muche  costious  of  charge 
To  walke  on  this  wal,  she  bed  I  should  natstint 
Go  sofUy  she  said,  the  stones  be  full  glynt 
She  went  before  and  bad  me  take  good  holde 
I  sawe  a  thousande  yates  newe  and  olde 

Than  questioned  I  her  what  these  yates  ment, 
Wherto  she  answered,  and  briefly  me  tolde 
Howe  from  the  Est  vnto  the  Occident 
And  from  the  South  vnto  the  North  so  colde. 
These  yates  she  said,  whiche  that  ye  beholde 
Be  issues  and  portes  from  all  maner  of  nacions 
And  seriously  she  shewed  me  their  denomi na- 
cions. 

They  had  wrytynge  some  Greke,  some  Ebrew, 
Srme  Roroayne  letters  as  1  vnderstode 
Some  were  olde  writen,  some  were  writen  new. 
Some  carectis  of  Caldy,  some  French  was  ful  good 
But  one  gate  specially,  where  as  I  stode 
Had  grauen  in  it  of  Calcidony  a  capitall.  A. 
What  gate  call  ye  this  ?  and  she  sayd  Anglia 

The  buyldyng  therof  was  passing  commenda- 
ble 
Wheron  stode  a  lybbard  crowned  with  gold  and 

stones 
Terrible  of  countinaunce,  and  passing  formidable 
As  quickly  touched  as  it  were  fleshe  and  bones 
As  gastly  that  glaris,  as  grimly  that  gronis 
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SKELTON'S  POEMS. 


As  ficrsly  frownyng  as  be  had  bea  fyphtynge 
And  with  his  forme  fote,  he  shoke  forth  this  writ- 
ing. 

Cacoslnthioon  ex  industria. 
Formidanda  iiimis  louis  ultima  fiilmina  tollis 
Vn.a:uibus  ire  parat  loca  siugula  liuida  curuis 
Suam  mod.o  per  Phebes  nummos  raptura  Celeno; 
Arma,  hies,  luctus,  fcl,  uis  fraus  barbara  tellus 
Mille  modiserras  odium  tibi  querere  martis. 
Spreto  spineto  cedat  saliunca  roseto. 

Than  I  me  lent  and  loked  ouer  the  wall 
Innumerable  people  presed  to  euery  gat« 
Shet  were  the  gales,  they  might  wel  knocke  and  cal 
And  turne  home  a.ayn,  for  they  came  al  to  late 
I  hcri'  demaunded  of  thom  and  their  astate 
Forsothe  quoth  she,  these  be  haskardes  and  ry- 
Dicers,  carders,  tumblars  with  gambaudes.  [baudes 

Fordrers  of  loue,  with  baudrie  aqueynted 
Brayneles  blynkardes  that  blowc  at  the  cole 
False  forgers  of  money  for  coyunage  attrynted 
Pope  holy  hypocrites  as  they  were  golde  and  hole, 
Poule  hatchettes  that  prate  Well  at  euery  ale  pole 
Ryot,  reiieler,  rayler,  brybery,  theftc, 
With  other  condicions  that  well  might  be  leflc. 

Some  faync  themself  foles,  and  wold  be  called 
wyse 
Some  medling  spies,  by  craft  to  grope  thy  minde 
Some  disdayiious  daucockes  that  al  men  dispise 
False  flatten-rs  that  faune  the,  and  cuncs  of  kynd 
That  sp<-kc  fairc  before  the,  and  shrewdly  behynde 
Hither  they  come  crowding  to  get  them  a  name 
But  haylcd  they  be  homwarde  with  sorow  and 
shame 

With  that  I  herde  gunnes  rushe  out  at  ones 
IJowns,  bowns,  bowns,  that  all  they  out  cryde 
It  made  some  limpe  legged  and  broisetl  their  bones 
Some  were  made  pyuysheporishly  pyuke  cyde 
That  euermore  after  by  it  they  were  aspyde 
And  one  tber  was  there,  I  wondred  of  his  hap 
For  a  gunstooe  I  say  had  all  to  lagged  his  cap. 

RacTKcd  and  dagged  and  cunnyngly  cut 
The  blast  of  the  brymston  blew  away  his  braine 
Mased  as  a  marcho  hare,  ho  ran  lyke  a  scut 
And  sir  amonge  all  we  thought  I  sawe  twayne 
The  one  was  a  tumblar  that  aftciward  agayne 
Of  adyssour  a  deuyll  way  grewe  a  ientilman 
Pers  pl-at'  r  the  secojide  that  quarelles  began 

Wit>i  a  pellet  of  peuishenes  thei  had  such  a 

stroke 
That  al  the  dayes  of  their  lyf  shal  stick  by  their 

ribbes 
Foo,  foisty  baudias  som  smrlled  of  the  smoke 
I  saw  diners  that  were  caricd  away  then^  in  cribbcs 
Dasyng  after  dotrelslykc  drunkardes  that  dribbes 
These  tintiuils  with  taunpins  were  touched  and 

tapped 
Moche  mischef  I   hight  you  among  them   ther 

happed 

Somtyme  as  it  semeth  whan  the  monc  lyght 
By  means  of  a  grostl^^  ondarked  clowde, 
Sodainly  is  eclipsed  in  the  wynter  nyght 
Ju  like  maner  of  wyse,  a  myst  dyd  vs  shrowde 
But  wel  may  ye  tbinkc.     I  was  nothyng  prowdc 
Of  that  auentures,  whiche  made  me  sore  agaste 
lu  darkenes  thus  dwelt  we,  tyll  at  the  last 


The  clowdes  gon  to  clere,  the  mist  was  rarifiel 
In  an  hrrber  I  sawe  brought  where  I  was 
There  byrdes  on  tiie  brere  sange  on  euery  syde 
With  aleys  ensanded  about  in  compas 
The  bankes  enturfed  with  singular  solas 
Enrailed  with  rosers,  and  Tines  engraped 
It  was  a  new  comfort  of  sorowes  escaped 

In  the  middes  a  cundite,  that  curiously  was  cut 
With  pypcs  of  golde,  engusbyng  out  streames 
Of  cristall,  the  clerenes  these  waters  fiir  past 
Knswimmyng  with  roches^  barbils,  and  breamei 
Whose  skales  ensilured  again  the  son  beames 
Englisterd :  that  ioyous  it  was  to  beholde 
Than  farthermore  about  me  my  sight  I  reuolde 

Where  I  sawe  growyng  a  goodly  laurdl  tre 
Enuerdured  with  leaue,  continually  grene, 
Aboue  in  the  top  a  byrde  of  Araby 
Men  call  a  phenix :  her  wynges  bytwene 
She  bet  vp  a  fyre  with  the  sparkes  full  kcne 
With  braunches  and  boughes  of  the  swete  olyoe 
Whose  flagraunt  flower  was  chefe  preseruatiae. 

Ageynst  all  infections,  with  rancour  enflamed 
Agcinst  all  baratous  broisiours  of  olde 
it  passed  all  baumes  that  euer  were  named 
Or  gununes  of  Saby  so  derely  that  be  solde 
There  blewe  in  that  garden  a  soft  piplyng  colie 
Enbrethyng  of  zephirus  with  his  pleasant  wyndf 
Al  frutes  and  ilowres  grewe  there  in  their  kynde. 

Dryadcs  there  daunscd  vpon  that  goodly  5oiI« 
With  the  nyne  muses  Pierides  by  name 
Phillis  and  Testalis  there  tresses  with  oyle 
Were  newly  enbybed:  and  roundc  about  the  same 
Grene  tre  of  laurcll,  moche  solacious  game 
They  made  with  chapplettes  and  garlandes  grene 
And  formest  of  al  dame  Flora  tbe  quene 

Of  somer  so  formally  she  foted  the  daonoc 
Ther  Cintheus  sat  twinklyng  vpon    his    harpt- 

stringes 
And  Jopas  his  instrument  dyd  auauncc 
The  poemes  and  stories  auncient  in  brynges 
Of  Athlas  astrology,  and  many  noble  tfayoges 
Of  wandryng  of  the  mone  the  course  of  the  soa 
Of  men  and  of  bestes,  and  whereof  they  begone^ 

What  thyug  occasioned  the  showres  of  rayne 
Of  fyre  elementar  in  his  supreme  spere 
And  of  that  pole  artike,  whyche  doth  Feinayne 
Behynde  the  tayle  of  Vrsa  so  dere 
Of  Pliades  he  preched  with  their  drowsy  chcre 
Immoystred  with  mislyng  and  ay  droppyn^  dry 
And  where  the  two  trions  a  man  shoulde  espye. 

And  of  the  wynter  dayes  that  bye  tbeym  m  fa< 
And  of  the  wynter  nyghtes  that  tary  so  longe 
And  of  the  somer  dayes,  so  longe  that  done  laatr 
And  of  their  short  nightes:    he  brought  in  l'i» 

songe 
How  wix)nge  was  no  right,  and  right  was  no  wmn/- 
There  was  counteryng  of  carols  in  meter  and  i^ 

uerse 
So  mony,  that  longe  it  were  to  rebcrce, 

OCCUPACIOir  TO  SKBLTOH. 

Howe  say  ye?  is  this  after  your  appetite? 
May  this  content  you  and  your  mery  m ynde } 
Here  dwellcth  pleasure,  with  lust  aod  deiyte 
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OoDtiBittU  comfort  faere  y«  may  fynde 
Of  wdtbe  and  solace  nothynge  lefte  behynde 
Al)  thyoge  couenably  here  is  contryued 
Wberwith  your  sprites  may  be  reuyued. 

POKTA  SKELTOM  AlfSWER£TH. 

2t«noiiLEs  no  doubte  of  that  ye  saye 
Jupiter  himselfe  this  life  mygbt  endure 
This  ioye  exoedeth  all  worldly  sport  and  playe 
P^radyse,  this  place  is  of  syngalar  pleasure 

0  well  were  hym  that  herof  might  be  sure 
And  here  to  inhabite,  and  aye  for  to  dwell 
But  goodly  maystres  one  thynge  ye  me  tell. 

OCCUPATION  TO  BKELTON. 

Of  your  demaunde  shew  me  the  content 
Whit  it  is,  and  where  vpon  it  standee 
And  if  there  be  in  it  any  thynge  ment, 
IVberof  the  answere  restyth  in  my  handes 
It  »ball  be  losed  ful  sone  out  of  the  bandes 
Of  scrupaJos  doubt  wherfore  your  mid  discbarge 
And  of  your  will  the  playnnes  sbewe  at  large 

POETA  SKELTON  ANS'WERKTH. 
1  THAifEByou  goodly  maistres  tome  most  benign 
Tbat  of  your  bountie  so  well  haue  me  assured 
Bat  my  request  is  nat  so  great  a  thynge 
That  1  ne  force  what  thoughe  it  be  discured 

1  am  nat  wounded  but  that  I  may  be  cured 
I  am  oat  laden  of  lyddyrues  with  lumpes 
As  dascd  doterdes  that  dreame  in  their  dumpes. 

OCCUPACION  TO  SKELTON. 

NowK  what  ye  roeane  I  trowe  1  coniect 
^od  gyue  you  good  yere  ye  make  me  to  smyle 
Nowe  by  your  fayth  is  nat  this  theffect 
Of  your  question  ye  make  all  this  wbyle 
To  Tndersiaode  who  dwelleth  in  yone  pile    [diddil 
And  what  blundrer  is  yonder  that  playeth  diddil 
He  »yndeth  false  mesures  out  of  his  fonde  fiddill 

Inteipolata  (que  indnstriosum  postulat  interpre- 
tem)  satyra  in  uatis  adversarium. 

Tressia  Agasonis  species  prior,  altera  Daui. 
Aacapium  culicis  dum  limis  torquet  ooellum. 
CoDcipiU  aligeras  rapit,  o)ietit,  aspice  muscas. 
Maia  quoqae  fouet,  fouet  aut  que  lupiter,  aut  que 
Frigida  Sktamus,  Sol,  Mars,  Venus,  Algida  Luna, 
Si  tibi  coDtiugat  uerbo  aut  committere  scripto 
2aam  sibi  mox  tacita  sudant  prccordia  culpa? 
ilinc  niit  in  flammas,8timulans  hunc  urgetet  ilium 
looocat  ad  rixas,  uaoos  tamen  excitat  ignes. 
Labra  moTCDS  tacitus,  rumpantur  ut  ilia  Codro. 

17.  4.     7.     2.    17.     5.     18. 

18.  19.    1.  19.      8.    5.     12. 
His  name  for  to  knowe  if  that  ye  lyst 

Eooioas  rancour  truly  he  hight 

Beware  of  him  1  waroe  you:  for  if  ye  wyst 

Ho«  dangerous  it  were  to  stande  in  his  lyght 

Yc  wold  nat  deale  wyth  him  though  that  ye  might 

For  by  bis  dcuillishe  dria  and  graceles  provision 

Sn  holle  lealme  he  is  able  to  set  at  dyuision. 

For  whan  be  speketh  fairest  than  thinketh  he 

Fal  ^lorioasl'y  can  he  glose,  thy  mynd  for  to  fele 
He  wvl  sett  men  a  feighting  and  syt  himselfe  styli 
Aod  /merfce  lyke  a  smythy  cur  at  sperkes  of  stele 
He  can  ncuer  leaue  warke  whyles  it  is  wele 


I  To  tell  all  his  touches  it  were  to  great  wonder 
The  deuyll  of  hell  and  he  be  seldome  asonder 

Thus  talking  we  went  forth  in  at  a  postern  gate. 
Turning  on  the  right  hande,  by  a  wynding  stayre 
She  brought  me  to  a  goodly  cbambre  of  astate. 
Where  the  noble  countes  of  Surrey  in  a  chaire 
Sate  honorably,  to  whom  dyd  repayre 
Of  ladyes  ^  beuy.  with  all  dewe  reuerence 
Syt  downe  fayre  ladyes  and  do  your  diligence 

Come  forth  gentilwomen  I  pray  you  she  said 
1  haue  contryued  for  you  a  goodly  warke 
And  who  can  worke  best  nowe  shalbe  assayd 
A  cronell  of  laurell  with  verdures  light  and  darke 
I  Haue  deuised  for  Skelton  my  clerkc 
For  to  his  seruice  I  haue  suche  regarde 
That  of  our  bountie  we  wyll  hym  rcwardc. 

For  of  all  ladyes  he  hath  the  library 
Their  names  recountyng  in  the  court  of  Fame 
'of  all  gentylwomen  he  hath  the  scruteny 
In  Fames  courte  reportyng  the  same 
For  yet  of  women  he  neuer  soyJ  shame  [call 

But  if  they  were  couiitrefettos  that  women  them 
That  list  of  their  lewducsse  with  him  for  to  bral. 

With  that  the  tappettes  and  carpettes  were  layde 
Wheron  these  ladyes  softely  myght  rest 
The  saumpler  to  so  we  on,  the  laces  to  enbrayde 
To  weaue  in  the  stole  some  were  full  prest 
With  slaics,  wiih  taucls,  with  hedelles  wel  drcst 
The  frame  was  brought  forth  with  his  weauing  pin 
God  giue  thfem  good  spede  their  warke  to  begin. 

Some  to  enbrowder  put  them  in  prease 
Wel  gyding  their  glotton  to  kepe  streight  their  silk  , 
Some  pyrlyng  of  golde  their  worke  to  encrcase 
With  lingers  smale,  and  handes  as  white  as  mylk 
With  reche  me  that  skayne  of  tewly  sylke 
And  wynde  me  that  botoume  of  suche  an  hewe 
Grene,  red,  tawney,  whyte,  purple,  and  hlewe, 


Of  broken  warkes  wroght  many  a  goodly  thing 
In  castyng,  in  turnynp,  in  florishin^  of  flowres 
With  burrcs  rowgh  and  buttons  surffyllyng 
In  nedyll  warke  raysyng  byrdes  in  bowres 
With  uertue  enbesed  all  tymes  and  howres 
And  truly  of  theyr  bountie  thus  were  they  bent 
To  worke  me  this  chaplet,  by  good  aduiscment. 

OCCUPACION  TO  SKELTON. 

Bkholde  and  se  in  your  aduertirement, 
Howe  these  ladies  and  gentylwomen  all 
For  your  pleasure  do  theyr  endeoourment 
And  for  your  sake,  howe  fast  to  warke  they  fall 
To  your  rcmembraunce  wherfore  ye  must  call 
In  goodly  wordes  pleasauntly  comprised 
That  for  them  some  goodly  conceyte  be  deuised. 

With  propre  captacions  of  beneuolence 
Ornately  puUyshed  after  your  faculte 
Sith  ye  must  nedes  afforce  it  by  pretence 
Of  your  profession  vnto  humanite 
Commcnsyng  your  proces  after  their  degree 
To  eche  of  them  rendring  thankes  commendable 
With  sentence  fructuous,  and'  termes  ooueDable. 

POETA  SKELTON  ANSWERETH. 
AUANSYNG  my  selfe  some  thauke  to  dcserue 
1  me  determyncd  for  to  sharpe  my  pen 
Deuoutly  arrectyng  my  prayer  to  Minerue 
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She  to  vouche  safe  me  to  enfonne  and  ken 

To  Mercury  also  hertely  prayed  I  then 

Me  to  supporte,  to  helpe,  and  to  assyst 

To  gyde  and  to  goueme  roy  dredful  trembling  fist 

As  a  mariner  that  amased  is  in  a  stormy  rage 
Hardly  be  stad  and  dryuen  is  to  hope 
Of  that  the  tempestoos  wysde  will  aswage 
In  trust  wherof  comfort  bis  heart  doth  grope 
From  the  anker  he  cutteth  the  gabill  rope 
Committeth  al  to  God,  and  letteth  his  ship  ryde 
So  I  beseche  Jesu  now  to  be  my  gyde. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  NOBLE  COUMTES  OP  SURREY. 

After  all  duly  onlred  obcysaunce 
In  humble  wyse  as  lowely  as  I  maye 
Vuto  you  madame  I  make  reconisaunce 
My  lyfe  enduryng  I  shall  both  wryte  and  saye 
Kecounte,  reporte,  reherse  without  delaye 
The  passynge  bountie  of  your  noble  estate 
Of  honour  and  worship  which  hath  the  formar  date. 

Lyke  to  Argiua  by  iast  resemblaunce 
The  noble  wyfe  of  Polimites  kynge 
Prudent  Rebeca,  of  whom  remembrannce 
The  bible  maketh,  with  whose  chaste  lyuynge 
Your  noble  demenour  is  couuterwaynge 
Whose  passing  bounte,  and  right  noble  estate 
Of  honour  and  worshyp  it  hath  the  former  date. 

The  noble  Pampbilia  quene  of  the  Grekes  land 
Habilimentes  royall  founde  out  industriously 
Thamer  also  wrought  with  her  goodly  hande 
Many  diuises  passynge  curiously 
Whom  ye  represent  and  exemplify 
Whose  passynge  bounte  and  right  noble  estate. 
Of  honour  and  worahip  it  hath  the  formar  date. 

As  dame  Thamaris  whiche  toke  the  kyng  of 
Cyrus  by  name,  as  writeth  the  story.  [Pers^, 

Dame  Agrippina  also  1  may  reherse 
Of  gentill  corage  the  parfite  memory 
So  shall  your  name  endure  perpetually 
Whose  passynge  bounte  and  right  noble  estate 
Of  honour  and  worship  it  hath  the  formar  date. 

TO  MY  LADY  ELISABETH  HOWARD. 

To  be  your  remembrannce  madame  I  am  bounde 
Lyke  to  Aryna  maydenly  of  porte 
Of  vertue  and  connyng  the  well  and  perfit  grounde 
Whom  dame  nature,  as  well  1  may  reporte 
Hnth  freshely  enbeauticd  with  many  a  goodly  sorte 
Of  womanly  fetures,  whose  florishing  tender  age 
Is  lusty  to  loke  on,  plesaunt,  demeure,  and  sage 

Goodly  Creseid:  fay rer  than  Polyxene 
For  to  enuyne  Pandarus  appetite 
Troilus  I  trowe,  if  that  he  had  you  sene 
In  you  he  wolde  haue  set  his  holle  delyte 
Of  all  your  beaute  I  suffice  nat  to  write 
But  as  I  sayd  your  florishyng  tender  age 
Is  lusty  to  loke  on,  pleasaunt,  demure,  and  aage. 

TO  MY  I.ADY  MYRRIALL  HAWARDS. 
My  lytcll  lady  I  may  nat  leane  behynde 
But  to  do  you  seruice  nedes  nowe  I  must 
Benigne  curteyse  of  gentill  harte  and  mynde 
Whom  fortune  and  fate  playnly  haue  discust 
Longe  to  enioye  pleasure,  delyte,  and  lust. 
The  enbudded  blossoms  of  roses  redde  of  hewe 
With  lilies  white  your  beauty  doth  renewe. 


Compare  yon  1  may  to  Cidippes  the  mayd^ 
That  of  Aconcius  whan  she  founde  the  byll 
In  her  bosome,  lorde  howe  she  was  afrayde 
The  ruddy  shamelastnes  in  her  yysage  fyll 
Which  maner  of  abas^hement  became  her  not  yU 
Right  so  madame  the  roses  redde  of  hewe 
With  lillyes  whyte  your  beautie  doth  i 


TO  MY  LADir  AHRE  DAKERS  OF  TRB  SOUTH. 

Zeusis  that  eopictured  iayre  Helene  the  qaeae 
Yon  to  deuise  his  crafte  were  to  seke 
And  if  Apelles,  your  countenaunce  had  sene 
Of  porturature,  which  was  the  &mons  Oreke 
He  coufd  not  deuise  the  lest  point  of  your  cbeke 
Princes  of  youthe  and  flowre  of  s;oodly  porte 
Uertue,  counnyng,  solace,  pleasure,  comforte. 

Paregall  in  honour  mto  Penelope 
That  for  her  trouth  is  in  remembraunce  bad 
Fayre  Dianira  suimountynge  in  beautie 
Demure  Diana  womanly  and  sad 
Whose  lusty  lokes  make  heuy  hartes  glad 
Princes  of  youthe,  and  flowre  of  goodly  porte 
Uertue,  counnyng,  solace,  pleasure,  comforte. 

TO  MAISTRB8  MAROART  WBNTWORTHS. 

A  With  margerain  gentill 

The  flowre  of  goodly  hede 

Enbrowdered  the  mantyll 

Is  of  your  maydenhede, 
Playnely  I  can  nat  gh>se 

Ye  be  as  1  deuyne 

The  praty  primerose 

The  goodly  colombyne. 
With  margerain  gentill 

The  flowre  of  goodly  hede 

Enbrowdered  the  mantill 

Is  of  your  maydenhede 
Benygne,  coarteise,  and  meke. 

With  wordes  well  deuysed 

In  you  who  lyst  to  seke 

fie  vertues  well  comprysed. 
With  margerain  gentill 

The  flowre  of  goodly  hede 

Enbrowdered  the  mantill 
^v       Is  of  your  maydenhede. 

TO  MAUTRB8  MARGARET  TTLNEV. 

I  YOC  assure 
Ful  well  I  kuowe. 
My  busy  cure 
To  you  I  owe 
Humbly  and  lowe 
Commendyng  me 
To  your  bounte. 

As  Machareus 
Fayre  Canaoe 
«  So  1,  I  wys 
Endeuoure  me 
Your  name  to  se 
It  be  enrolde. 
Writen  with  golde 

Phedra  ye  may 
Well  represent 
Intentyue  ay 
And  diligent 
No  tyme  myspent 
Wherfore  delyte 
1  have  to  wryta 
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Of  Margarite 
Perte  orient 
Lode  stem  of  lyght 
Mocbe  reluoent 
Madame  r^ent 
I  maye  you  call 
OfTertues  all. 

TO  MAIffTREB  IAMB  BLBlllfBR-HAI8BT. 

What  thoughe  my  peone  waxe  faynt 
And  hath  smalle  last  to  payat 
Yet  shall  there  no  restraynt 
Cause  me  to  cease, 
Amonge  this  prease, 
For  to  encrease 
Your  gtMdIy  name. 

I  vyil  my  selfe  applye. 
Tniste  me  enteotyudy 
You  for  to  steilifye 
And  so  obserue 
That  ye  ne  swarue 
For  to  deserae 
Immortal  fame. 

Sitb  maistres  lane  Haiset 
SUmll  flowres  helpte  to  sette 
lu  my  goodly  cbappelet 
TbeHbre  1  rendie,  of  her  the  memorie 
Vnto  the  legende  of  fayre  Leodomie. 

TO  MAISTBBS  ItABCLL  PEWMUX. 

By  saynt  Mary  my  lady 
Your  mammy  and  your  dady 
Bronght  foithe  a  goodly  baby 

My  mayden  Isabdl, 
Reflarynge  rosabell. 
The  flagrauut  cammamdl, 

The  ruddy  rosary. 
The  souerayne  rosemary 
The  piaty  strawbery, 

The  columbyne,  the  nepte, 
The  ieloffer  well  sette. 
The  propre  Tiolct. 

Eoneved  your  colowre 
Is  lykc  the  dasy  flowre, 
After  the  Aprile  showre. 

Sterre  of  the  morowe  graye, 
The  blossome  on  the  spraye. 
The  fresheste  flowre  of  Maye. 

Maydenly  demure. 
Of  woman  hede  the  Inre, 
Wherfore  I  make  you  sure. 

It  were  an  beuenly  heltbe. 
It  were  an  endlesse  weltbe, 
A  lyfe  for  God  hymselfe. 

To  here  this  nyghtyngale 
Amonge  the  byides  smale, 
Waibdynge  in  the  vale 
Dug,  dug,  iug,  iug, 
Good  yere  and  good  lucke, 
With  chocke,  chucke,  chucke,  chucke. 

VO  MAMWnMM  MARGAKBT  HinSSY. 

'\  MiRRT  Margaret 

As  msdsomer  flowre 
OentyH  as  feocoun 
Or  hauke  of  the  town 

With  solace  and  gladoes 
Moch  mirth  and  no  madnes 
All  good  and  no  badnet 


So  ioyously 

So  maydenly 

So  womanly 

Her  demenynge 

In  euery  thynge 

Far,  far  passynge 

That  I  can  endite  / 

Or  suffice  to  write 

Of  mirry  Margaret© 

As  mydsomer  flowre 

Geotill  as  faucoun 

Or  hauke  of  the  towre 

As  pacient  and  as  styll 
And  as  fut  of  good  wil 
As  fisyre  Isipbill 
Coliander 
Swete  pomaunder 
Good  Cassander 
Stefast  of  thought 
Wei  made,  wel  wroght 
Far  may  1^  sought 
Erst  that  ye  can  fynde 
So  curteise  so  kynde 
As  mirry  Margarete 
This  midsomer  flowre 
Gentyll  as  faucoun 
Or  hauke  of  the  towre. 

TO  MAISTRES  OERETRUDB  STATHAM. 

Tbouohe  ye  wereharde  harted 
And  I  with  you  thwarted 
With  wordes  that  smarted, 
Yet  nowe  doutles,  ye  gyue  me  cause 
To  wryte  of  you  this  goodly  clause 
Maistres  Geretrude 
With  woman  hede  endude 
With  vertue  well  renude, 

I  wyll  that  ye  shalbe 
In  All  benignite,  lyke  to  dame  Pasiphe. 
For  nowe  doutlesse,  ye  gyue  me  cause 
To  write  of  you  this  goodly  clause 
Maistres  Geretrude 
With  woman  hede  endude. 
With  virtue  well  renude. 

Partly  by  your  counselL 
Gamysshed  with  laurell. 
Was  my  fresshe  coronell. 
Wherfore  doutles* 
Ye  gyue  me  cause 
To  write  of  you  this  goodly  clause 
Maistres  Geretrude 
With  woman  hede  endude 
With  vertue  well  renude. 

TO  MAISTRES  ISA  BELL  KNYOBT. 

BvT  if  I  shulde  aquite  your  kyndnes 
Els  say  ye  mygbt 
That  in  me  were  great  blyndnes 
I  for  to  be  so  myndles 
And  coulde  nat  write 
OflsabellKnyght 

It  is  nat  my  custome  nor  my  gyse 
To  leaue  behynde 

Her,  that  is  both  womanly  and  wyse 
And  specially  whiche  glad  was  to  deuyse 
The  meanes  to  fynde 
To  please  my  mynde. 

Id  helpynge  to  warkc  my  laurel  grenc. 
With  sylke  and  golde 
Galathea  this  mayde  wel  be  sene. 
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Was  neuer  balfe  so  fayre  as  I  wene 
Whicli  was  extolde,  a  thousand  folde 

By  Maro  the  Mantuau  prudent 
Who  ly.n  to  rede, 
But  and  I  had  leyser  competent 
I  coude  shewe  you  suche  a  president 
In  very  dede,  howe  ye  excede. 

OCCUPACION  TO  SKELTON. 

WiTHDRAWE  your  hand,  the  tyme  passeth  ikste 
Set  on  your  heed  this  laurel!  which  is  wrought 
Here  you  nat  Eolus.  for  you  bloweth  a  blaste 
I  dare  well  sayc,  that  ye  and  1  be  sought. 
Make  no  delay,  for  now  ye  must  be  brought 
Before  my  ladys  grace,  the  quene  of  Fame, 
Where  ye  must  brefely  answers  to  your  name. 

SKELTON  POETA. 

Castyng  my  syght  the  cbambre  about 
To  se  howe  duly,  eche  thyng  in  ordre  was 
Towarde  the  dore  as  we  were  commyng  out 
I  sawe  maister  Newton  syt  with  his  compas 
His  plummet,  his  penseli,  his  spectacles  of  glas 
Deuysynge  in  picture  by  his  industrious  wit 
Of  my  laurell  the  proces  euery  whitte. 

Forth  with  vpon  this  as  it  were  in  a  thought 
Gower,  Chawcer,  Lydgate  these  thre 
Before  remembred,  me  courteisely  brought 
Into  that  place,  where  as  they  lefte  me 
W-here  all  the  sayd  poetes  sat  in  their  degre 
But  whan  they  saw  my  laurell  richely  wrought 
All  other  besyde  were  couotrefet  they  thought. 

In  comparison  of  that  whiche  I  ware 
Some  preysed  the  perle,  some  the  stones  bryght 
Well  was  hym  that  thei*ypon  might  stare 
Of  this  warke  they  had  so  gieat  delyght 
The  sylkc,  the  golde,  the  flowres  fresh  to  sight, 
They  sayd  my  laurell  was  the  goodlyest 
That  euer  they  saw,  and  wrought  it  was  the  best, 

In  her  estate  there  sate  the  noble  quene 
Of  Fame,  perceyuyug  howe  that  I  was  cum 
She  wondred  me  thought  at  my  laurell  grene 
She  loked  hautely,  and  gaue  on  me  a  glum 
There  was  amonge  them  no  won!  than  but  mum 
For  eche  man  herkened  what  she  wolde  to  me  say 
Wherof  in  substaunce  I  brought  this  aWaye. 

THE  QUENE  OF  FAME  TO  SKELTON. 

My  frende  sith  ye  are  before  vs  here  present. 
To  answere  vnto  this  noble  audience 
Of  that  shalbe  reasoned  ye  must  be  content 
And  for  as  moche  as  by  the  hye  pretence 
That  ye  haue  nowe  by  the  preeminence 
Of  laureat  triumphe,  your  place  is  here  reserued 
We  will  vnderstande  howe  ye  haiie  it  deserued. 

SKELTON  POETA  TO  THE  QUENE  OF  FAME. 

Ryght  high  and  mighty  princes  of  astate 
In  famous  glory  all  other  transcendyng 
Of  your  bounte  the  customable  rate 
Hath  ben  ful  often,  and  yet  is  attendyng 
To  all  that  to  reason  is  condiscendyng 
But  if  hasty  credence  by  maintenaunce  of  myght 
Fortune  to  stande  betwene  you  and  the  lyght. 

But  suche  euidence  I  thynke  for  to  enduce. 
And  so  largely  to  lay  for  myne  indempnyte 
That  I  trust  to  make  mine  excuse 


Of  what  charge  soeuer  ye  tay  against  me 
For  of  my.bokes,  parte  ye  shal  se 
Which  in  your  recordes  I  know  wel  be  enrolde 
And  so  occupacion  your  regester  me  tolde. 

Forthwith  she  commanded  I  shuld  take  my  place 
Caliope  pointed  me  where  I  shoulde  sit 
With  that.  Occupacion  preased  in  a  pace 
Be  mirry  she  sayd,  be  nat  a  ferde  a  whit 
Your  discharge  hereunder  myn  arme  is  it 
$o  than  commaunded  she  was  vpon  this 
To  shewe  her  boke :  and  she  sayd  here  it  is. 

TkB  QUENE  OF  FAME  TO  OCCUPACION. 

Your  boke  of  remembrance  we  wil  now  that  ye 
If  any  recordes  in  nombre  can  be  found  [rede 
What  Skelton  bath  compiled  and  written  in  dede 
Rehersynge  by  ordre,  and  what  is  the  grounde 
Let  se  nowe  for  hym,  howe  ye  can  ezpounde 
For  in  our  court  ye  wote  wel  his  name  can  nat  rise 
But  if  he  write  oftenner  than  ones  or  twyse. 

9 

SKELTON  POETA. 

With  that  of  the  boke  losende  were  tbeclaspes 
The  margent  was  illumined  al  with  golden  railes 
And  bice  enpictured,  with  grassoppes  and  waspes. 
With  butterflies,  and  freshe  pecocke  tailes. 
Enflored  with  flowres  and  slyniy  snayles, 
Enuiued  pictures  well  touched  and  quickely  [sikly 
It  would  haue  made  a  man  hole  that  had  be  rigfat 

To  beholde,  howe  it  was  gamisshed  and  bound, 
Encouerde  ouer  with  golde  of  tissue  fine 
The  claspes  and  bullions  were  worth  a.  M.  poonde 
With  balassis  and  carbuncles  the  borders  dy<i 
With  aurum  musicum  euery  other  lyne  [sbyne 
Was  writen :  and  so  she  dyd  her  spede 
Occupacion  immediately  to  rede. 

Occupacion  re^deth  and  expoundeth  some  part  of 
Skeltons  bokes  and  balades  with  dities  of  plea- 
sure :  in  asmoche  as  it  were  to  longe  a  proces 
to  reberce  by  name,  that  he  hath  compiled.  &c 
Of  your  oratour  and  poete  laureate 
Of  Englande,  his  warkes  here  tliey  begyne 
In  primis  the  boke  of  Honorouse  astate 
Item  the  boke  howe  men  shoulde  fle  synne 
Item  royall  demenaunce,  worshyp  to  wynne 
Item  the  boke  to  speke  well  or  be  styll. 
Item  to  lerne  you,  to  dye  whan  ye  will. 

Of  vertue  also,  the  souerayne  enterlude 
The  boke  of  the  rosiar,  prince  Arthuris  creacios 
I'he  folse  foith  that  now  goth  which  daily  isrenude 
Item  his  dialogues  of  ymaginacion 
Item  Antomedon  of  loues  meditacion 
Item  newe  grammar  in  Englishe  oompilled 
Item  Bouge  of  courte,  where  drede  was  bcgylled 

His  comedy,  Achademios  called  by  name 
Of  TuUis  familiars  the  translacion 
Item  good  aduisement  that  bniineles  doth  blame 
The  reouI<i  against  Gaguine  of  the  French  nacion 
Item  the  Popingay  that  hath  in  commeodacion 
Ladies  and  gentilwomen  suche  as  deserued 
And  suche  as  be  couutrefetLes  they  be  reserued. 

And  of  soueraintie  a  noble  pamphelet. 
And  of  magnificence  a  notable  mater 
Howe  countrefet  counteoaunee  of  the  new  get 
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With  crafty  coniwyniince  doth  sniater  and  flater 
And  cloked  collusion  is  brought  in  to  clater 
With  courtly  abas|on  who  printeth  it  wel  in  minde 
Moch  dooblcnes  of  the  world  therin   he    may 
finde. 

Of  manerly  maistres  Margery  mylke  and  ale 
To  her  he  wrote  many  maters  of  myrth 
Yet  tbougbe  I  saye  it,  therby  lieth  a  tale 
For  Margery  wynsed  and  brake  her  hynder  gyrth 
Louie  hove  she  made  moche  of  her  gentill  byrth 
With  gingerly  go  gingerly  her  taile  was  made  of 

hay 
Go  she  neuer  so  gingerly  her  honestie  is  gone 

awaye. 
Hafde  to  make  ought  of  that  is  naked  nought 
This  Aistian  maistres  and  this  giggissbe  gase 
Wonder  is  to  write  what  wrenches  she  wrought 
To  hoe  out  her  foly  with  a  mydsomer  mase 
With  piiche  she  patched  her  pitcher  should  nat 

erase 
It  may  well  ryme  but  shrewdly  it  doth  accorde 
To  pyke  out  honestie  of  suche  a  potshorde^ 

Patet  per  uersus. 
Hincpucr  bine  natus?  uir  conlugis  hinc  spo- 
liatus 
lure  thori?  est?  fetus  deli,  de  sanguine  cretns. 
Hinc  magis  extoUo,  quod  erit  puer  alter  Apollo. 
Si  queris  qualis?  meretrix  castissima  talis. 
Et  refis  ct  ralis,  et  reliqualis. 

A  good  herynge  of  these  olde  talis 

Fynde  no  mo  such  from  Wanflete  to  WaJis. 

Et  reliqua.  Omelia  de  diuersis  tractatibus. 
Op  my  ladys  grace  at  the  contemplacion 
Out  of  Frenche  into  Engl isshe  prose 
Of  mannes  lyfe  the  peregrinacion 
He  dyd  translate,  interprete,  and  disclose 
The  treatise  of  triumphes  of  the  redde  rose: 
Wherio  many  stories  are  brefely  contayned 
That  vnremembred  longe  tyme  rcmayned. 

The  duke  of  Yorkes  creauncer  whan  Skelton  was 
Nowe  Henry  the  viii.  kynge  of  England* 
A  treatise  he  deuysed»  and  brought  ii  to  pas 
Called  Speculum  Principis,  to  beare  in  his  hande 
Therin  to  rede,  and  to  vnderstande 
All  the  demenour  of  princely  astate 
To  be  our  kyngc  of  God  preordinate. 

Also  the  tunnyng  of  Elinor  Rummyng 
With   Colin    Clout,   John    Yue,    with    Joforth 

Jacke 
To  make  sachc  trifels  it  asketh  some  counnyng 
Id  honest  myrth  parde  requircth  no  lacke 
The  white  appereth  the  better  for  the  blacke 
And  after  conuf  yaunce  as  the  worldc  gose 
It  is  no  foly  to  vse  the  Walshmanncs  hose. 

The  Tmbles  of  venison,  the  hotels  of  wync 
To  faire  maistres  Anno,  that  shuld  haue  be  sent 
He  wrot«  tberof  many  a  praty  lyue 
Where  it  became,  and  whither  it  went 
And  howc  that  it  was  wantonly  spent. 
The  balade  also  of  the  mustanle  tarte 
Suche  problemes  to  paint  it  longeth  to  his  arte. 

Of  one  Adam  all  a  knaue  late  dead  and  gone 
Dormiat  in  pace  like  a  dormous 
He  wrote  ao  epitaph  for  his  graue  stoof 


With  wordes  deuout  and  sentence  Egerdous 
For  he  was  euer  asraynst  Goddes  house 
All  his  delite  was  to  branle  and  to  barke 
Agayne  holy  churche,  the  prest,  and  the  clarke. 

Of  Philip  Sparowe  the  lamentable  fate 
The  dolefull  desteny,  and  the  curefuU  chauncc 
Deuised  by  Skelton  after  the  funerall  rate 
Yet  some  there  be  there  with  that  take  greuaunco 
And  grug^e  therat  with  frowning  countenaunce 
But  what^of  that?  harde  it  is  to  please  all  men 
Who  lyst  amende  it,  let  hym  set  to  his  penne. 

For  the  gysc  now  adayes, 
Of  some  iangelynge  da  iayes 
Is  to  discommende 
That  they  can  nat  amende 
Thoughe  they  wolde  spende 
All  the  wittes  they  haue 

What  ayle  them  to  depraue 
Philippe  Sparowes  graue 
His  dirige,  her  commendacion 
Can  be  no  derogation 
But  myrthe  and  consolacion 
Made  by  protestacion 
No  man  to  myscontent 
With  Philippis  enterement 
Alas  that  goodly  mayde 
Why  should  she  be  afrayde? . 
Why  shoulde  she  take  shame. 
That  her  goodly  name 
Honorably  reported, 
Should  be  set  and  sorted 
To  be  matriculate,  with  ladies  of  astate? 

I  conjure  the  Philip  Sparowe 
By  Hercules  that  hell  dyd  harowe 
And  with  a  venemous  arowe 
SI  ewe  of  the  Epidaures 
One  of  the  Centaures 

Or  Onocentaurus,  or  Hippocentaurus 
By  whose  myght  and  mayne 
An  hart  was*  slayne,  with  homes  twayne 
Of  glitteryng  golde,  and  the  apples  of  golde 
Of  Hesperides  with  holde 
And  with  a  dragon  kepte 
Thift  neuer  more  slepte 
By  marciall  strength,  he  wan  at  length. 

And  slewe  Gerione,  with  thre  bodyes  in  one 
With  mighty  corage,  adaunted  the  rage 
Of  a  lyon  sauage. 

Of  Diomedis  stabyll,  he  brought  out  a  rabill 
Of  coursers  and  rounses 
With  leapes  and  bounses 

And  with  myghty  luggynge 
Wrastelynge  and  tuggynge 
He  plucked  the  bull,  by  the  homed  scul 
And  oifred  to  Cornucopia, 
And  so  forthe  per  cetera 
Also  by  Hecates  bowre 
In  Plutos  gastly  towre. 

By  the  vgly  Eumenides, 
That  neuer  haue  rest  nor  ease 
By  the  Tenemous  serpent. 
That  in  hell  is  neuer  brent. 
In  Lema  the  Grekes  fen 
That  was  engendred  then 

By  Chemeras  flames, 
And  all  the  deedly  names. 
Of  infemall  posty 
Where  soulcs  frye  and  rosty, 
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By  the  stygial  flode,  and  the  stremes  wode 
Of  Cocytus  botumlesse  well. 
By  the  feryinan  of  hell 

Caroo  with  bis  berde  hore 
That  roweth  with  a  rude  ore. 
And  with  his  frounsed  fore  toppe 
Gydeth  his  bote  with  a  proppe. 

I  coniure  Philippe  and  call 
In  the  name  of  kynge  Saul. 
Primo  regum  expres,  he  bad  the  Phitones 
To  wytche  crafte  her  to  dies. 
And  by  her  abusions. 
And  damnable  illusions. 
Of  merveylous  conclusions. 
And  by  her  supersticions, 
And  wonderfiill  condicionSi 
She  raysed  vp  in  that  stede 
Samuel,  that  was  dede. 

But  wheder  it  were  so,  he  were  idem  innumero, 
The  selfe  same  Samuel, 
Howe  be  it  to  Saul  he  dyd  tell 
The  Philistinis  should  hym  askiye 
And  the  nexte  daye  he  should  dye, 

wyll  my  selfe  discharge 
To  lettred  men  at  large. 

But  Philip  1  coniure  the 
Nowe  by  these  names  thre 
Diana  in  the  woddes  grene, 
Luna  that  so  bryght  doth  sbene, 
Proserpina  in  bell»  that  thou  shortly  tell 
And  sbewe  nowe  vnto  me. 
What  the  cause  may  be,'  of  this  perplexite, 

Inferias  Philippe  tnas  Scroupe  pulchra  loanna 
Instanter  peciit,  cur  nostri  carminis  illam 
Nunc  pudet  est  sero,  minor  est  in&mia  vero 

Than  sucbe  as  haue  disdayned. 
And  of  this  worke  complayned, 
I  praye  God  they  be  pained 
No  worse  than  is  contayned 
In  Terses  two  or  thre. 
That  folowe  as  ye  maye  se. 
Luride  cur  liuor  Yolucris  pia  funera  damnas 
Talia  te  rapiant,  rapiunt  quae  fata  volucrem. 
Est  tamen  inuidia  mors  tibi  continua. 

The  grouuting  and  the  groining  of  the  gioning 
Also  the  moumyng  of  the  mapely  rote      [swyne 
Howe  the  grene  couerlet  suffred.  great  pyne. 
Whan  the  flie  net  was  set  for  to  catche  a  cote 
Strake  one  with  a  byrdbolt  to  the  heart  rote 
Also  a  deuoute  prayer  to  Moyses  hometf 
Metrified  merily,  medled  with  scumes. 

Of  paiantes  that  were  played  in  ioyous  garde 
He  wrate  of  a  mows  through  a  mud  wall 
Howe  a  doe  cam  trippyng  in  at  the  rere  warde 
But  lopde  howe  the  parker  was  wroth  with  all 
And  of  castell  Angell  the  fenestrall 
Glittryng  and  glistryng  and  gloriously  glased 
It  made  some  mennes  eyen  dasyld  and  dased. 

The  repete  of  the  ncule  of  Rosamundes  bowre 
Of  bis  pleasant  paine  there  and  his  glad  destres 
Id  plantyng  and  plucking  a  propre  ieloffer  flowre 
But  howe  it  was,  some  were  to  recheles 
Nat  witbstandyng  it  is  remedetes 
What  myght  she  say?  what  myght  he  do  therto? 
Though  Jack  sayd  nay:  yet  mok  ther  lost  her  sho. 

Howe  than  lyke  a  man  be  wan  the  Barbican 
With  a  saute  of  solace  at  the  longe  last 
Tha  colour  deediy,  f  wart»  bJo,  and  wan 


O^  Ezeone  her  lambe  is  dede  and  past 
The  cheke  and  the  necke  but  a  shorte  cast 
In  fortunes  fauour  euer  to  endure 
Ho  man  lyuyng  he  saytfa  can  be  sure. 

How  dame  Minerua  first  found  the  oliue  tre» 

she  red 
And  planted  yet  wher  neuer  before  was  none, 

vnshred 
An  hynde  rnhurt  it  by  casuelte,  nat  bled 
Recouerd  whan  the  forster  was  gone,  and  sped 
The  hartes  of  the  herd  began  for  to  gronc,  and  fled 
The  houndis  began  to  yerne  and  to  quest:  snd 

dred 
With  lyttell  busines  standeth  moche  rest  in  bed. 

His  epitomis  of  the  myller  and  his  iolj  make 
How  her  ble  was  bryght  as  blossom  on  the  spray 
A  wanton  wencbe  and  well  coulde  bake  a  cake 
The  myllar  was  loth  to  be  out  of  the  way 
But  yet  for  all  that  be  as  be  may 
Whether  he.  rode  to  Swassbamm  or  to  Some 
The  myllar  durst  nat  leaue  his  wyfe  at  home 

With  wofuUy  arayd  and  shamefully  betiayde 
Of  his  making  deuoute  medjrtacions 
Vexilla  regis  he  deuysed  to  be  desplayde, 
With  Sacris  solempnus,  and  other  contempladons 
That  in  them  comprised  consideracions 
Thus  passeth  he  the  time  both  night  and  day 
Somtime  with  sadnes,  somtime  with  play 

Though  Galene  and  Dioscorideg 
With  Hipocrates,  and  mayster  Auicen 
By  theyr  phisjke  done  many  a  man  ease 
And  though  Albumasar  can  the  enfonne  and  kea 
What  constellacions  ar  good  or  bad  for  men: 
Yet  whan  the  raine  raineth  and  the  gose  winketh 
Litell  wotteth  th6  gosling  what  the  gose  thinketh 

He  is  nat  wise  agayue  the  streame  that  striuetb 
Dun  is  in  the  mire,  dame  reche  me  my  spur 
Nedes  must  he  ren  that  the  deuill  dryueth 
Whan  the  stede  is  stolen  spaiTe  the  stable  dnr 
A  gentyll  hounde  shoulde  neuer  playe  the  kar 
It  is  soone  aspyed  where  the  thorne  pricketh 
And  well  woteth  t|ie  cat  whose  berde  she  licketh 

With  Marions  clarione  sol  lucerne 
Grande  iuir,  of  this  Frenche  prouerbe  olde 
How  men  were  wont  for  to  disoeme 
By  candelmas  daye,  what  wether  sboukie  holde 
But  Marione  clarione  was  caught  with  a  colde 
And  all  ouercast  with  cloudes  vnldnde 
This  goodly  flowre  with  stormes  was  yntwinde 

This  ieloffer  gentill,  this  rose,  this  lylly  flowre, 
This  prime  rose  pereles,  thi&  propre  violet, 
This  delicate  dasy,  this  straubery  prately  set, 
This  columbyne  clere  and  fresshest  of  coloare 
With  frowarde  frostis  alas  was  all  to  firet 
But  who  may  haue  biore  vngracious  life 
Than  a  childes  b3nde  and  a  knanes  wife? 

Thinke  what  ye  will 
Of  this  wanton  byll. 
By  Mary  Gipcie 
Suod  scripsi  scrips! 
Vxor  tua  sicut  Vitis 
Habetis  in  custodiam 
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Custodite  sicut  scitis. 
Secundum  Lacam*  &c. 

Of  the  bone  horns  of  Assbrige  beside  Barcanstede 
That  goodly  place  to  Skelton  most  kynde. 
Where  the  sange  royall  is,  Cbristts  blode  so  rede 
Wbenrpon  he  metrified  after  his  mynde.      [finde 
A  pleaantor  place  than  Assbrige  is,  hard  were  to 
As  Skelton  rebersetb  with  wordes  fewe  and  playne 
In  bis  distichon,  made  on  verses  twayne. 
Fraximus  in  cliuo  frondetque  Viret  sine  riuo, 
Non  est  sub  dioo  similis  sine  flumini  uioo. 

The  nacion  of  foles  be  lefte  nat  behinde. 
Item  Apollo  that  whirled  up  his  chare, 
That  made  some  to  snurre  and  snufe  in  the  winde 
It  made  them  to  skip»  to  stampe,  and  to  stare. 
Which  (if  they  be  happy)  haue  cause  to  beware 
lo  rjmynge  and  raylynge  with  him  for  to  mell 
For  drede  that  he  leme  them  tfaeyr.  A.B.C.  to  spell. 

POETA  SKELTON. 

With  that  I  stode  vp,  halfe  sodaynly  afrayde 
flnpplieng  to  Fame,  I  brought  ber  grace 
And  tb«t  it  wolde  please  her  full  tenderly  I  prayd 
Out  of  ber  bookes  Appollo  to  rase. 
Nay  syr  she  sayd,  what  so  in  this  place 
Of  our  noble  cuurte  is  ones  spoken  out 
It  maste  nedes  after  ren  all  the  worlde  aboute. 

God  wrote  these  wordes  made  me  full  sad 
And  whan  that  I  tawe  it  wolde  no  better  be 
But  that  my  peticiou  wolde  nat  be  had. 
What  sboulde  I  do,  but  take  it  in  gre  ? 
For  by  Jupiter  and  his  high  maiestye, 
I  dyd  what  I  coulde  to  scarpe  out  the  scrolles 
Apollo  to  rase  out  of  her  ragman  rolles. 

Nowe  here  of  it  erketh  me  lenger  to  wryte. 
To  Occapacioii,  1  wyll  agayne  resort 
Wbidic  rcdde  on  styll,  as  it  came  to  ber  syght 
Reodiynge  my  deuises  I  mad*  in  disporte 
Of  the  mayden  of  Kent  called  comforte 
Of  looera  testamentesand  of  theyr  wanton  willit 
And  hove  loOas  loaed  goodly  Phillis. 

Diodorus  Siculos  of  my  translation 
Oat  of  freashe  Latroe  into  our  Bnglysshe  playne, 
Reoonntyng  oommodites  of  many  a  >trange  nacion 
Who  fedeth  it  ones  wolde  rede  it  agayne 
Six  Tolame«  engrosed  together  it  doth  contayne. 
But  whan  of  the  laurel!  she  made  rehersall 
Al  ormtoi*  and  poetes  with  other  great  and  smal 

A  thooaande  tbousande  1  trowe  to  my  dome 
Triumpba  trinmpha  they  cried  all  about  [Rome 
Of  trumpettes  and  clarions  the  noyse  went  to 
The  itcrry  hcnen  me  thought  shoke  with  the  shout 
The  ground  groned  and  trembled  that  noyse  was 
ao  atont  [booke 

The  qnene  of  Fame  commaunded,  shet  fast  the 
And  tbenrith  sodaynely  out  of  my  slepc  I  woke 

My  roinde  of  the  great  din  was  somdele  amased 
I  wyped  myn  eyen  for  to  make  tliem  clere 
Th^to  the  heauen  sphericaU upwarde  I  gased 
Where  I  sawe  Janus  with  his  double  chere 
Makynge  his  almanak  for  the  newe  yere 
He  tamed  his  tirickcs  his  voloeU  ran  last 
Good  locke  this  newe  yere  the  olde  yere  is  past. 
Mens  tibi  «t  consulU  petis?  sic  console  menti> 
Smula  •!•  Uni>  rttio  tpecntetur  k  ante. 


Skettonis  alloquitur  librum  suom, 

Ite  Britannorum  lux  o  radiosa  Britannam 

Carmina  nostra  pium  Vestrum  celebrate  CatuUum 

Dicite  Skeltonis  Vester  Adonis  erat. 

Dicite  Skeltonis  Vester  Homerus  erat. 

Barbara  cum  lacio  pariter  iam  currite  Versu. 

£t  licet  est  Verbo  pars  maxima  texta  Britanno, 

Non  magis  incompta  nostra  Thalia  patct: 

Est  magis  inculta  nee  mea  Caliope. 

Nee  uos  pceniteat  liuoris  tela  subire. 

Nee  uos  poeniteat  rabiem  tolerare  caninam. 

Nam  Maro  dissimiles  non  tulit  ille  minas, 

Immunis  nee  enim  musa  Nasonis  erat. 


Go  little  quaire 
Demeane  you  faire 
Take  no  dispaire 
Though  I  you  wrate 
After  this  rate 
In  Englisbe  letter 
So  muche  the  better 
Welcome  shall  ye 
To  some  men  be 
For  Latin  warkes 
Be  good  for  clarkes 
Yet  nowe  and  then 
Some  Latin  men 
May  happely  loke 

Vpon  your  boke  ,- 

And  so  precede 
In  you  to  rede 
That  so  in  dede 
Your  fame  may  sprede 
In  lengthe  and  brede 
But  that  I  drede 
You  shall  haue  nede 
You  for  to  spede 
To  hames  bryght  , 
By  force  of  might 
Agaynst  enuy 
And  obloquy 
And  wote  ye  why 
Nat  for  to  iyght 

Agaynst  dispyght  .  • 

Nor  to  derajme 
Batayle  agayne 
Scornfull  disdayne 
Nor  for  to  chyde 
Nor  for  to  hyde 
You  cowardly 
But  courteisly 
That  f  haue  pende 

For  to  defende 

Vnder  the  banner 

Of  all  good  maner 

Vnder  protection 

Of  sad  correction 

With  toleracion 

And  supportacion 

Of  reformacion 

If  they  can  spye 

Circumspectly 

And  worde  defiaced 

That  myght  be  rased 

Els  ye  shall  praye 

Them  that  ye  may 

Continue  styll 

With  theyr  good  wyll. 
Ad  fenniuimiia   MaiesUtem  B^giaoBf  pariter 
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cum  Domino  Cardinali  Legato  a  latere  bonori- 
ficatissimo  &c. 

LAUTRE  ENVOY. 
Perge  liber,  celebrcni  pronus  regcnn  vencrnre 
Henricum  octauum,  resonans  sua  prcmia  laudis. 
Cardineum  dominum  paritcr  venerando  salutes, 
Legatum  a  latere  &  fiat  memor  ipse  precare, 
Ptobende,  quam  proiniset  mihi  cre<lere  quondam. 
Meque  suum  referas  pignus  sj.erare  salutis 
Inter  spcmque  metum. 

Twene  hope  and  drede 
My  lyfe  I  lede 
But  of  my  spede 
How  be  it  I  rede 
Both  worde  and  dede 
Should  be  agrede 
Or  els.  &c.  "^ 


SKELTON'S  POEMS. 


Small  sekemes. 


In  noblenes. 


THE  PROLOGUE  TO  THE  BOUGE  OF 
COURTE, 

In  Auturopne  whan  the  sonne  in  vyrgyne 

By  radyantc  hete  enryped  hath  our  come 

Whan  Luna  full  of  routabylyte 

As  emperes  the  dyademe  hath  worne 

Of  our  pole  artyke,  smylynge  halfe  in  scome 

At  our  toly,  and  our  vnstcdl'astnesse 

The  tyme  whan  Mars  to  warre  hym  dyd  dres, 

1  callynge  to  mynde  the  greate  auctorytc 
Of  poetes  olde,  whiche  full  craft cly 
Vnder  as  couerte  terroes  as  couUle  be 
Can  touehe  a  troutb,  and  cloke  subtylly 
With  fiesshe  vttcraunce  full  sentencyously 
Dyuerse  in  style  some  spared  not  vyce  to  wr>-te 
Some  of  mortalitic  nobly  dyd  cndyte 

AVherby  I  rede,  tbeyr  renome  and  theyr  fame 
Maye  neuer  dye,  but  euermore  endure 
I  was  sore  moued  to  a  forse  the  same 
But  ignoraunce  full  soone  dyde  me  dyscure 
And  shewed  that  in  this  arte  I  was  not  sure 
For  to  illumine  she  sayd  I  ws(8  to  duUe 
Aduysynge  me  my  penne  awaye  to  pulle 

And  not  to  wryte,  for  he  so  wyll  atteyne 
Excedyng  ferther  than  his  connynge  is 
His  heed  maye  be  harde,  but  feble  is  brayne 
Yet  haue  I  knowen  suclie  er  this 
But  of  reproche  surely  he  maye  not  mys 
That  clymmeth  hyer  than  be  may  fotinge  haue 
What  and  he  slyde  downe^  who  shall  hym  saue? 

Thus  vp  and  downe  n.y  mynde  was  drawen  and 
That  1  ne  wyste  what  to  do  was  beste  [cast 

So  sore  enwered  that  I  was  nt  the  lastc 
Knforsed  to  slepe,  and  for  to  take  some  reste 
And  to  lye  downe  as  soone  as  I  my  dreste 
At  Harwyche  porte  slumbrynge  as  1  la  ye 
In  myne  hostes  house  called  Powera  keye 

^      Me  thought  I  sawe,  a  shyppe  goodly  of  sayle 
Come  soylyng  forth  into  that  haucn  brood 
fit  r  takelyng  ryche  and  of  hye  apparayle 
She  kast  an  anker  and  there  she  laye  at  rode 
Marcbauntes  her  horded  to  se  what  she  had 
Therein  they  founde  royalJ  marchaundyse 
Fragbted  with  pleasure  of  what  ye  cook!  deuiie 

\ 


But  than  I  thought  T  woldc  not  dwell  behynile 
Amange  all  other  I  put  my  sclfe  in  prccc 
Tlian  there  could  I  none  aquentaunce  fynde 
There  was  mochc  noyse  anone  one  crycd  ccse 
Sharpely  coramanndynge  ecbe  man  holde  his  pece 
May  vters  he  sayd,  the  shyp  that  ye  here  se 
The  Bowge  of  courte  it  byghte  for  certeynte. 

The  owner  thereof  is  lady  of  estate 
Whoos  name  to  tell  is  dame  sauncc  pere 
Her  marchaundyse  is  ryche  and  fortunate 
But  who  will  haue  it  muste  pave  therfore  derc 
This  royall  chaffre  that  is  shypped  here 
Is  called  fauoure  to  stonde  in  her  good  grace 
Than,  should  ye  se  there  pressynge  in  a  pace. 

Of  one  and  other  that  woldc  this  lady  se 
Which  sat  bebynde  a  tranes  of  aylke  fync 
Of  golde  of  tessew  the  fynest  that  myght  be 
Jm  a  trone  whiche  ferre  clere  dyd  shjTse 
Than  Phebus  in  his  spere  celestyne 
Whoos  beautie  honoure  goodly  porte 
I  haue  to  lytell  connynge  to  rcporte 

But  of  eche  thynge  there  as  I  toke  hede 
Araonge  ail  other  was  wryten  in  her  trone 
In  golde  leters  this  worde  whiche  t  dyd  rede 
Garde  le  fortune  que  est  mauelz  et  bone 
And  as  I  stode  redyng  this  verse  my  seife  alone 
Her  cbyef  gentylwoman  daunger  by  her  name 
Gaue  me  a-taunte  and  sayd  i  was  to  blame. 

To  be  so  perte  to  prese  so  proudely  uppc 
She  sayd  she  trowed  that  I  had  eaten  sause 
She  asked  yf  euer  I  dranke  of  sauces  cuppe 
And  I  than  soflely  answered  to  that  clause 
That  so  to  saye,  I  had  gyuen  her  no  cause 
Than  asked  she  roe  Syr  so  God  the  spede 
What  is  thy  name?  and  i  sayd  it  was  Drede. 

What  moued  the.quod  she^ydder  to  come 
Forsoth  quod  I  to  bye  some  of  your  ware 
And  with  that  worde  on  me  she  gaue  a  glome 
With  browes  bente  and  gan  on  me  to  stare 
Full  daynously  and  fro  me  she  dyd  fare 
Leuynge  me  stondynge  as  a  mased  man 
To  whome  there  came  an  other  gentilwoman. 

Desire  her  name  was  and  so  she  me  tolde 
Sayenge  to  me  brother  be  of  good  ohere 
Abasshe  you  not  but  hardely  be  bolde 
Auaance  your  selfe  to  aprocbe  and  come  nere 
What  though  our  chaffer  be  neuer  so  dere 
Yet  I  auyse  you  to  speke  for  ony  drede 
Who  spareth  to  speke,  in  faith  he  sparetb  to  sped 

Maistres  quod  1, 1  haue  none  aquentaunce 
That-wyll  for  me  be  medyatoure  and  mene 
But  this  another  I  haue  but  smale  subsUunce 
Peace  quod  Desyre  ye  speke  not  worth  a  bene 
Vf  ye  haue  not  in  fayth  1  will  you  lene 
A  precious  Jewell  no  rycher  in  this  londe 
Bone  auenture  haue  here  nowe  in  your  hondc. 

Shyfle  now  therwith  let  se  as  ye  can 
In  Bowge  of  courte  cheuysaunce  to  make 
For  I  dare  saye  that  there  nys  erthly  roan 
But  and  he  can  bone  auenture  take 
There  can  no  fayoure  nor  frendshyp  him  (brsaka 
Bone  auenture  may  brynge  you  iu  buche  cas« 
That  ye  shall  stonde  in  fauoure  and  in  grace. 
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Bat  of  one  thynge  I  warne  you  er  I  goo 
She  that  styreth  the  shyp  make  her  your  frende 
Mayftres  quod  I,  I  praye  you  tel  me  why  so 
And  how  1  may  that  waye  and  meanes  fynde 
Fonoth  quod  she  how  euer  blowe  the  wynde 
Foitane  gydeth  and  rqleth  all  our  shyppe. 
Whom  she  hateth  shall  ouer  the  shyp  horde  skyp. 

Whome  she  loueth  of  all  pleasure  is  riche 
Whyles  she  Jaugheth  and  hath  luste  for  to  playe 
Vflioine  she  hateth  she  casteth  tn  the  dyche 
For  vhan  she  frouneth  she  thinketh  to  make  a  fray 
She  cherysshed  hym  and  hym  she  chasseth  away 
Alas  quod  1  how  myght  I  haiie  her  sure 
In  fiiyth  quod  she  by  bone  auenturc. 

Thus  in  a  row  of  marcbauntes^a  grete  route 
Sued  to  fortune  that  she  wolde  be  theyr  frynde' 
They  thronge  in  faste  and  flocked  her  aboute 
And  I  with  them  prayed  her  to  haue  in  mynde 
She  promysed  to  vs  all  she  wolde  be  kynde 
Of  Bowge  of  court  she  asketh  what  we  wold  haue 
And  we  asked  feuoure,  aud  fauoure  she  vs  gaue. 

Thus  endeth  the  Prologue. 


DREDE. 


The  sayle  is  vp  fortune  ruleth  our  helme 
We  wante  no  wyndc  to  passe  now  ouer  all 
Fauoure  we  haue  tougher  then  any  elme 
That  will  abide  and  neuer  frome  vs  fall 
But  vndcr  honie  oftetime  lieth  bytter  gall 
For  as  me  thoughte  in  our  shippe  I  did  se 
Full  snbtell  persones  in  nombre  foure  and  thre 

The  first  was  Faucll  full  of  flaterie 
With  fables  false  that  well  coude  feyne  a  tale 
The  seconde  was  Suspecte  whiche  that  dayly 
Mysdempte  echo  man  with  face  deedly  and  pale 
And  Haruy  Master  that  well  coulde  picke  a  male 
With  other  fbure  of  theyr  aifynyte 
Dysdayne,  Ryotte,  Dyssymuler,  Subtylte. 

Foitnne  tbeyr  frende  with  whom  oft  she  dyd 
daunce 
They  conde  not  fayle  they  thought  they  were  so 

sure 
Aod  aftentimes  1  wold  myselfe  auaunce 
With  them  to  make  solace  and  pleasure 
But  my  djTsporte  they  coulde  not  well  endure 
They  said  they  hated  for  to  dile  with  Drcde 
Than  Fauell  gan  with  fayre  speche  me  to  fede. 

FAUELL. 


NOTHINGE  erthly  that  1  wonder  so  sore 
As  of  our  conninge  that  is  so  excellent 
Deynte  to  haue  with  vs  suche  one  in  store 
So  vertuously  that  hath  his  dayes  spente 
Fortune  to  you  gyftes  of  grace  hathe  lente 
Lo  what  it  is  a  man  to  haue  conninge 
Ail  erthly  tresoure  it  is  sunnonntinge 

Yc  be  an  apte  man  as  ony  can  be  found 
To  dwell  with  vs  and  scrue  my  ladyes  grace 
Ye  be  to  ber  yea  worth  a  thousande  pounde 
I  hcrde  her  speke  of  you  within  shorte  space 
When  there  ircredyuerse  that  sore  did  you  manace 
Aod  though  I  saye  it,  1  was  myselfe  your  frend 
For  Iwre  be  dyuenc  to  you  that  be  vnkinde 
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Bat  this  one  thinge  ye  may  be  sure  of  me 
For  by  that  Lorde  that  bought  dere  all  mankinde 
I  cannot  flatter  I  must  be  playne  to  the 
And  ye  nede  ought  man  shew  to  me  your  minde 
For  ye  haue  me  whome  faythfull  ye  shall  finde 
Whyles  I  liaue  ought  by  God  you  shake  not  lacke 
And  if  nede  be,  a  bolde  worde  I  dare  cracke 

Naye  naye  be  sure  whiles  I  am  on  your  syde 
Ye  may  not  fall  truste  me  ye  maye  not  fayle 
Ye  stande  in -fauoure  and  fortune  is  your  gyde 
And  as  she  wyll  so  shall  our  greate  shyppe  sayle 
These  lewd  cok  witts  shall  neucrmore  pi-euaile 
Againste  you  hardely  therfore  be  not  afrayde 
Fare  well  till  soone  but  no  worde  that  I  sayde. 

DREDE. 

THAU  thanked  I  him  for  his  great  gentylnes 
But  as  me  thought  he  ware  on  him  a  cloke 
That  lyned  was  with  doubtfull  douhlenes 
Me  thoughte  of  wordes  that  he  had  full,  a  poke 
His  stomake  stufiV^d  oftetymes  dyde  reboke 
Suspycyon  me  thoughte  mett  hym  at  a  brayde 
And  I  drewe  nere  to  herke,  what  they  two  sayde 

In  fayth  quod  Suspecte,  spake  Drede  no  worde 
of  me 
Why  what  than  wylte  thou  lette  men  to  sp)eke 
He  sayth  he  cannot  well  accorde  with  the 
Twysshem  quod  Suspecte  goo  playe  him  I  ne  reke 
By  Chryst  quod  Fauell  Drede  is  soleyne  frcke 
What  lete  vs  holde  hym  vp  man  for  a  whyle 
Ye  so  quod  Sqspecte,  he  maye  ys  bothe  begyle 

And  whan  he  came  walkinge  soberly 
With  whom,  and,  ha,  and  with  a  croked  lokc 
Me  thoughte  his  heed  was  full  of  gelousy 
His  eyen  rollynge  his  hondes  fast  they  quoke 
And  to  me  warde  the  strayghte  way  he  toke 
God  sped  brother  to  me  quod  he  than 
And  thus  to  talk  with  me  he  began, 

SUSPICION. 

Yb  remembre  thegentylman  ryght  now  [spake 
That  commaund  with  you  me  thought  a  party 
Beware  of  hym  for  I  make  God  auowe 
He  wyll  begyle  you  and  speke  fayre  to  your  face 
Ye  neuer  dwelte  in  suche  an  other  place 
For  here  is  none  that  dare  well  other  Iruste 
But  I  wolde  tell  you  a  thinge  and  I  durstc 

Speke  he  a  fayth  no  worde  to  you  of  me 
I  wotc  and  he  dyde  ye  wolde  me  tell 
I  haue  a  fauoure  to  you  wherof  it  be 
That  I  muste  shewe  you  mucheof  my  counselle 
But  J  wonder  what  the  deuyll  of  hel! 
He  sayd  of  me  whan  he  with  you  dyd  taike 
By  mync  aduyse  vse  not  with  him  to  waike 

The  soueraynst  thinge  that  any  man  may  haue 
Is  litill  to  saye,  and  much  to  here  and  se 
For  but  I  trusted  you  so  God  me  saue 
I  wolde  nothing  so  playne  be 
To  you  onely  me  thynke  1  durste  shryue  me 
For  nowe  am  1  plenarely  dysposed 
To  shewe  you  thyngs  that  may  not  be  disclosed. 


DREDE. 

Than  I  assured  hym  my  fydelyte 
His  counseyle  secrete  neuer  to  dyscure 
Yf  he  could  fynde  in  herte  to  truste  me 
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Kls  I  prayed  bym  with  all  my  bety  cure 
Td  kepe  it  hymaelfe  for  thao  he  myght  be  sure 
That  no  man  erthly  could  hym  bcwreye 
Wbyles  of  bis  myud  it  were  lockte  with  the  keye 

By  God  quod  be  this  and  thus  it  is 
And  of  his  mynde  be  shewed  me  al  and  some 
Farre  well  quod  he  we  will  talke  more  of  this 
So  he  departed  there  he  wolde  be  come 
1  dare  not  speke  I  promised  to  be  dome 
Bat  as  I  stode  musinge  io  my  minde 
Haruy  Haster  came  lepinge  light  as  linde, 

Vpon  his  breste  he  bare  a  versinge  boxe 
His  throte  was  dere  and  lustely  coulde  fayne 
Me  thought  his  gowne  was  all  furred  with  foxe 
And  euer  he  sange,  sithe  I  am  nothinge  plaine 
To  kepe  him  from  pikinge  it  was  a  grete  paine 
He  gased  on  me  with  his  gotishe  berde 
Whan  1  loked  on  him  me  purse  was  half  aferde. 

HBRVT  HASTER, 

SVR  God  yott  saue  why  loke  ye  so  sadde 
What  thinge  it  that  I  maie  do  for  you 
A  wonder  thinge  that  ye  waxe  not  madde 
For  and  1  studie  sholde,  as  ye  do  nowe 
My  witte  wolde  waste  I  make  God  auowe 
Tell  me  your  minde  me  thinke  ye  make  a  verse 
I  could  it  skan  and  ye  wolde  rehene 

But  to  the  pointe  sbortelie  to  precede 
Wher  bathe  your  dwelling  ben  er  ye  came  here 
For  as  I  trowe  I  haue  sene  you  in  5|ede 
Er  this  whan  that  ye  made  me  roiall  cbere 
Holde  vp  the  helme  loke  vp  and  lete  God  stere 
I  wolde  be  merie  what  wind  that  ener  blowe 
Heue  and  how  rombelow  row  tiie  bote  Norman 


Princes  of  youghte  can  ye  singe  by  rote 
Or  shall  I  saile  with  you  a  feloship  assaie 
For  on  the  booke  I  cannot  singe  a  note 
Wolde  to  God  it  wolde  please  you  some  daye 
A  ballade  booke  before  me  for  to  laye 
And  leme  me  to  singe  (ke  mi  fa  sol) 
And  when  I  faile  bobbe  me  on  the  noil 

Loo  what  is  to  you  a  pleasure  great 
To  baue  that  coninge  and  waies  that  ye  haue 
By  Goddes  soule  I  wonder  howe  ye  gete 
Soo  great  pleasure  or  who  to  you  it  gaue 
Sir  pardone  me  I  am  an  homelie  knaue 
To  be  with  you  thus  perte  and  thus  bolde 
But  ye  be  welcome  to  our  boussholde 

And  I  dare  saie  there  is  no  noan  here  inne 
But  wolde  be  glade  of  your  companie 
I  wiste  neuer  man  that  so  soone  coude  winne 
The  fauoure  that  ye  haue  with  my  lady 
I  praye  to  God  tbiat  it  maie  neuer  dy 
It  is  your  fortune  for  to  haue  that  grace 
As  I  be  saued  it  it  a  wonder  case 

For  as  for  me  I  serued  here  many  a  daie 
And  yet  Toneth  I  can  haue  my  lyuynge 
But  I  requyre  you  no  worde  that  I  saye 
For  and  I  knowe  ony  erthly  thynge 
That  is  agayne  you  ye  shall  haue  wetynge 
And  ye  be  welcome  syr  so  God  me  saue 
I  hope  hereafter  a  frende  of  you  to  have. 


DRCDB. 


With  that  as  he  departed  so  fro  me 
Anone  there  mette  with  hym  as  me  tboughte 
A  man,  but  wonderly  besene  wa«  he 
He  loked  hawtie  he  sette  eche  man  at  noughte 
His  gawdy  garment  with  scomes  was  all  wrought 
With  indygnacion  lyned  was  his  bode 
He  frowned  as  he  wolde  swere  by  cockes  blode. 

He  bote  the  lyppe  he  loked  passynge  coye 
His  face  was  belymmed  as  byes  had  hym  atoonge 
It  was  no  tyme  with  hym  to  jape  nor  toye 
Enuye  hath  wasted  his  lyuer  and  his  lounge 
Hatred  by  the  herte  so  had  hym  wrounge 
That  he  loked  pale  as  assbes  to  my  syghte 
Dysdayne  I  wene  his  comerous  crabtt  hygbte 

To  Heruy  Haster  than  he  spake  of  me 
And  I  diewe  nere  to  harke  what  they  two  nyde 
Now  qaod  Dysdayne  as  1  shall  saued  be 
I  haue  grete  scorne  and  am  ryght  euyll  apayed 
Than  quod  Heruy  why  arte  thou  so  dysmayde 
By  Chryst  quod  he  for  it  is  shame  to  saye 
To  se  Johan  Dawes  that  came  but  yestcrdaye 

How  he  is  now  taken  in  concejrte 
This  doctour  dawcocke  Drede  I  wene  he  fayght 
By  Goddes  bones  but  yf  we  baue  some  sleyte 
It  is  lyke  he  wyll  stonde  in  your  lyghte 
By  God  quod  Heruy  and  it  so  happen  myghte 
Lete  vs  therfore  shortly  at  a  worde 
Fynde  some  mene  to  caste  bym  ouer  the  boide 

By  him  that  me  bought  than  quod  Dyadayne 
I  wonder  sore  he  is  in  suche  conoeite 
Turde  quod  Haster  I  wyll  the  nothynge  aayne 
There  must  for  him  be  layde  some  prety  beyte 
We  twejmy  I  trowe  be  not  without  dysceyte 
Fyrste  pycke  a  quarell  and  fall  out  wiUi  him  then 
And  so  outface  hym  with  a  carde  of  ten. 

Forthwith  he  made  on  me  a  proude  asnwte 
With  scomfuU  loke  meuyd  all  in  moode 
He  wente  about  to  take  me  in  a  fawte 
He  frounde  he  stared  he  stampped  where  he  stoode 
I  loked  on  hym  I  wende  he  had  be  woode 
He  set  the  arme  proudly  Tuder  the  syde 
And  in  this  wise  he  gan  with  me  to  chyd& 

1>Y8DAYMB. 

Rbmbmbrbst    thou  what  thou  sayd    yester 
Wilt  thou  abide  by  the  wordes  againe       [ayghte 
By  God  1  haue  of  the  now  grete  dispite 
I  shall  the  angre  ones  in  euery  vaine 
It  is  grete  scorne  to  se  suche  an  haine 
As  thou  arte  one  that  came  but  yesterdaie 
With  vs  olde  servauntes  suche  maisters  to  plaie 

I  tell  the  1  am  of  countenaunce 
What  wenest  I  were,  1  trowe  you  know  not  me. 
By  Goddes  woundes  but  for  displesaunce 
Of  my  querell  soone  wolde  1  venged  be 
But  no  force  I  shall  ones  mete  with  the 
Come  whan  it  will  oppose  the  I  shall 
What  som  euer  auenture  thereof  fall 

Trowest  thou  dreuill  I  saie  thou  gawdie  knaue 
That  I  haue  deinte  to  se  the  cherisshed  thns 
By  Goddis  side  my  sworde  thy  berde  shall  shsns 
Well  ones  thou  shalte  be  cbermed  I  wus 
Naie  strawe  for  tales  thou  shalt  not  rule  vs 
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We  be  thy  betters  and  so  thou  sbalte  vs  take 
Or  we  shall  the  out  of  thy  clothes  shake. 

DftEDB. 
With  that  came  Ryotte  rushing  a1  at  ones 
A  rustie  galande  to  ragged  and  to  rente  . 
And  on  the  horde  he  whirled  a  paire  of  bones 
Soarter  treye  dews  he  clattered  as  be  went 
None  haoe  at  all  by  saint  Thomas  of  Kente 
And  ener  he  threwe  and  kyst  I  wote  nere  what 
His  here  was  growen  thorowe  out  his  hat 

Than  I  bebylde  how  he  dysgysed  was 
His  heed  was  heuy  for  watchinge  ouer  night 
His  eyeu  blered  his  face  shone  like  a  glas 
His  gowne  so  shorte  that  it  ne  couer  myght 
His  rumpe  he  wente  so  all  for  soroer  light 
His  hose  was  garded  with  a  lyste  of  grene 
Yet  at  the  knee  they  were  broken  I  wene 

His  cote  was  checkeid  with  patches  rede  and 
Of  kyrkeby  kendall  was  his  shorte  demye   [blewe 
And  ay  he  sange  in  iayth  decon  thou  crewe 
His  dbowe  bare  he  ware  his  gere  so  nye 
His  nose  droppinge,  his  lippes  were  fiill  drye 
And  by  hit  syde  his  whynarde  and  his  poache 
The  deuytl  myght  dance  therin  for  any  crooche 

Coonter  he  coude  (O  lux)  upon  a  potte 
And  eestricbe  fedder  of  a  capons  tayle 
He  set  vp  frasBhely  vpon  bis  hat  alofte 
What  reuell  route  quod  he  and  gan  to  rayle 
How  ofte  be  hit  lenet  on  the  tayle 
Of  felyce  fetewse  and  lytell  prety  cate 
Howe  ofte  he  knocked  at  her  klycket  gate 

What  should  I  tell  more  of  his  rybaudrye 
I  was  ashamed  so  to  here  hym  prate 
He  had  no  pleasure  but  in  harlotrye 
Ay  quod  he  in  the  deuylles  date 
What  art  thou  I  sawe  the  nowe  but  late 
Forsotb  quod  I  in  this  courte  I  dwel  nowe 
Welcome  quod  Ryote  I  make  Ood  auowe. 


AXD  syr  in  fa3rth  why  comste  not  ts  amonge 
To  make  the  mery  as  other  felowes  done 
Thou  must  swnre  and  stare  man  aldaye  k>nge 
And  wake  all  nyght  and  slepe  tyll  it  be  none 
Thou  mayste  not  studye  or  mute  on  the  mone 
This  worlde  is  nothing  but  ete  drynke  and  slepe 
And  tbos  with  vs  good  company  to  kepe 

Plocke  vp  thyoe  herte  vpon  a  m^ry  pinne 
And  let  vs  laugh  a  plucke  or  twayne  at  nale 
What  the  denyll  man  myrth  is  here  within 
What  lo  man  se  here  of  dyce  a  bale 
A  bnrdelynge  caste  for  that  is  in  thy  male 
Nowe  haue  at  all  that  lyeth  vpon  the  burde 
Fye  on  this  dyce  they  be  not  worth  a  turde 

Haue  at  the  basarde  or  at  the  dosen  browne 
Or  els  I  pas  a  penny  to  a  pounde. 
Now  wolde  to  God  thou- wold  leye  money  down 
Lorde  bow  that  I  wolde  caste  it  ftill  rounde 
Ay  in  my  pouche  a  buckell  1  haue  founde 
The  armes  of  Calyce  I  haue  no  coyne  nor  crosse 
I  am  not  happye  I  renne  ay  on  the  losse 

Now  lenne  muste  I  to  the  stewes  syde 
To  wete  yf  malkyn  my  lenman  haue  gete  ought 
I  lete  ber  to  hyre  that  men  may  on  her  ryde 


Her  armes  easy  ferre  and  nere  is  sougbte 
By  Goddis  sydes  syns  i  her  thyder  broughte 
She  hath  gote  me  more  money  with  her  tayle 
Than  bath  some  shyppe  that  into  bordews  sayle 


Had  I  as  good  an  hors  as  she  is  a  mare 
I  durste  auenture  to  journey  to  Praunce 
Who  rydeth  on  her  he  nedeth  not  to  care 
For  she  is  trussed  for  to  breke  a  launce 
It  is  a  curtel  that  well  can  wyuche  and  praunce 
To  her  wyll  1  now  ail  my  ponerty  lege 
And  tyll  I  come  1  haoe  here  myne  hat  to  plege. 

DRKDE. 

Gone  is  this  knaue  this  rybaude  foule  and  leude 
He  ranne  as  iaste  as  euer  that  he  myghte 
Vnthryftynes  in  him  maye  well  be  shewed 
For  whome  tybome  gnK>neth  both  dale  and  nighte 
And  as  I  stode  and  caste  asyde  my  syghte 
Dasdayne  I  sawe  with  Dyssymulacyon 
Standynge  in  sadde  communicacyon 

But  there  was  poyntynge  and  noddyng  with  the 
And  mauy  wordes  sayd  in  secrete  wyse         [hede 
They  wandred  ay  and  stode  sty  11  in  no  stede 
Me  thoughte  alwaye  Dissymular  dyde  dcuyse 
Me  passynge  sore  myne  herte  than  gan  aryse 
I  dempte  and  drede  their  talksmge  was  not  good 
Anone  Dyssimular  came  where  I  stode 

Than  in  his  hode  I  sawe  there  faces  tweyne 
That  one  was  lene  and  lyke  a  pyned  ghost 
That  other  loked  as  he  wolde  me  haue  slasme 
And  to  me  warde  as  be  gan  for  to  coost 
Whan  that  he  was  euen  at  me  almoost 
I  sawe  a  knyfe  hyd  in  his  one  sleue 
Wheron  was  wry  ten  this  worde  myschefe 

And  in  his  other  sleue  me  thought  I  sawe 
A  spone  of  golde,  full  of  bony  swete 
To  fede  a  fole,  and  for  to  preye  a  dawe 
And  on  that  sleue  these  wordes  were  wrete 
A  false  abstracte  cometh  firome  a  fals  concrete 
His  bode  was  syde  his  cope  was  roset  graye 
These  were  the  wordes  that  he  to  me  dyde  saye^ 

DTUYMULACYON. 

How  do  ye  maister  ye  loke  so  soberly 
As  I  be  saned  at  the.  dredefull  daye 
It  is  a  perilous  vyce  this  enuy 
Alas  a  counynge  man  ne  dwelle  maye 
In  no  place  well  but  folcs  with  fraye 
But  as  for  that  conninge  hath  no  foo 
Saue  him  that  noughte  can  scripture  saith  soo. 

I  knowe  your  vertue  and  your  lytterkture 
By  that  lytell  conninge  that  I  haue 
Ye  be  maligned  sore  I  you  ensure 
But  ye  haue  crafte  your  selfe  alwaie  to  saiie 
It  is  grete  skome  to  se  a  misproudc  knaue 
With  a  clerke  that  conning  is  to  prate 
Let  them  go>  lowse  them  in  the  deuilles  date 

For  all  be  it  that  this  longe  not  to  me' 
Yet  on  my  backc  I  here  suche  lewde  delyng 
Right  now  I  spake  with  one  I  trowc  I  se 
But  what  a  strawe  T  maye  not  toll  all  thing 
By  God  I  sale  there  is  grete  herte  bremiing 
Betwene  the  personne  ye  wote  of  Jou 
Alas  I  coulde  not  dele  so  with  an  yew 
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I  wold  eche  man  were  as  playne  as  1 
It  is  a  worlde  I  saye  to  here  of  some 
1  hate  this  fayninge  fye  upon  it  fye 
A  man  can  not  wote  where  to  become 
I  wis  I  coulde  tell  but  humlery  home 
I  dare  not  speke  we  be  so  layde  awaite 
For  all  our  courte  is  full  of  desceite 

Now  by  saint  Frauncys  that  holy  man  and  frere 
I  hate  this  wayes  agayue  you  that  they  take 
Where  I  as  you  I  wolde  ryde  them  full  nere 
And  by  my  trouthe  but  yf  an  ende  they  make 
Yet  wyll  I  saye  some  wordes  for  your  sake 
That  shall  them  angre  I  holde  thereon  a  grote 
For  some  shall  wene  be  hanged  by  the  throte. 

I  hauc  a  stoppynge  oyster  in  my  poke 
Truste  me  and  yf  it  come  to  a  nede 
But  I  am  lothe  for  to  reyse  a  smoke 
Yf  ye  could  be  otherwyse  agrede 
And  so  I  wolde  it  were  so  God  me  spede 
For  this  maye  brede  to  a  coufiisyon 
Without  Cod  make  a  good  conclusyon. 

Naye  se  where  yonder  stondeth  the  teder  man 
A  flaterynge  knaue  and  false  he  is  God  wote 
The  dreuill  stondeth  to  herken  and  he  can 
It  wei-e  more  thryfte  he  bought  him  a  new  cote 
It  will  not  be,  his  purse  is  not  on  flote 
All  that  he  wercth  it  is  borowed  ware 
His  wytte  is  thynne  bis  hode  is  threde  bare. 

More  could  I  saye  but  what  this  is  ynowe 
Adeue  till  soone  we  shall  speke  more  of  this 
Ye  muste  be  ruled  as  I  shall  tell  you  howe 
Ameudcs  may  be  of  that  is  now  a  mys 
And  I  am  your  8yr  so  haue  1  blys 
To  euery  poynte  that  I  can  do  or  saye         [daye 
Gyue  me  your  honde  fare  well  and  haue  good 

DREDE. 
SoDAYMLT  as  he  departed  me  fro 
Came  pressynge  in  one  in  a  wonder  araye 
£r  I  was  ware  behynde  me  he  sayde  bo 
Than  I  astonyed  of  that  sodeyne  fraye 
Sterte  all  at  ones  I  liked  nothynge  his  playe 
For  yf  I  had  not  quyckely  fledde  the  touche 
He  had  plucte  out  the  nobles  of  my  pouche. 

He  was  trussed  in  a  garmente  strayte 
I  haue  not  sene  suche  an  others  page 
For  he  coude  well  upon  a  casket  wayte 
His  body  all  pounsed  and  garded  lyke  a  cage 
Lyghte  lyme  fynger  he  toke  none  other  wage 
Harken  quod  he  lo  here  myne  honde  in  thyne 
To  vs  welcome  thou  art  by  saint  Suyntyne. 

DISCEYTE. 

But  by  that  lorde  that  is  one  two  and  thre 
I  haue  an  errande  to  rounde  in  your  ere 
He  tolde  me  so  by  God  ye  may  trust  me 
Parte  remembre  whan  ye  were  there 
There  I  wynked  on  you,  wote  ye  not  where 
In  (A)  loco  I  mene  iuxU  (B) 
Woo  is  hjrm  that  is  blynde  and  maye  not  se 

But  to  here  the  subtylte  and  the  crafte 
As  I  shall  tell  you  yf  ye  will  harke  agayn 
And  whan  I  sawe  the  horsons  wolde  you  hafte 
To  holde  myne  honde  by  God  I  had  greate  payne 
For  forthwj'th  there  1  had  hym  slayne 
But  that  I  drede,  mordre  wulde  come  oute 
Who  deleth  with  sbrewes,  bath  nede  to  loke  about. 


/ 


DREDE. 

And  as  he  rounded  thus  in  myne  ere 
Of  false  collusion  confetryd  by  assente 
Me  thought  I  se  lewde  felowes  here  and  there 
Came  for  to  slee  me  of  mortall  entente 
And  as  they  came  the  shypborde  fast  I  hente 
And  thoughte  to  lepe,  and  euen  with  that  woke 
Caughte  penne  and  ynke  and   wrote  this  UtyU 
boke 

I  wolde  therewith  no  man  were  m3racontente 
Besechynge  you  that  shall  it  se  or  rede 
In  euery  poynte  to  be  iodyfTerente 
Syth  all  in  substaunce  of  slumbryng  dooth  pro- 
I  wyl  not  saye  it  is  matter  in  dede  [cde 

But  yet  oftyme,  such  dremes  be  founde  trewe 
Now  constrewe  ye,  what  is  the  resydcwe. 

Thus  endeth  the  Bouge  of  Courte. 


SKELTON  LAUREATE,  Kc 

HOW  THE  DOUTY  DUKE  OP  ALBANY  LYKE  A  COW- 
ARD KNYGHT,  RAN  AWAYB  SHAMFULLV  WITH 
AN  HUNDRED  THOUSANDS  TRATLAVDB  SCOTTES 
AND  FAINT  UARTEO  FRENCBEMKN:  BESIDB 
THE  WATER  OF  TWEDE,  &C. 

'Reioyse  Englande 

And  vuderstandc 

These  tidings  ncwe 

Whiche  be  as  trewe 

As  the  gospell : 

This  duke  so  felb    Of  Albany 

So  cowardly 

With  all  his  boost 

Of  the  Scottyshe  coost 

For  all  theyr  boost 

Fledde  like  a  beest. 

Wherfore  to  ieste 

Is  my  delyght 

Of  this  cowarde  knyght 

And  for  to  wright 

In  the  dispyght 

Of  the  Scottes  ranke 

Of  Huntley  banke 

Of  Lowdyan.    Of  Locryaa 

And  the  ragged  ray 

Of  Galaway. 

Dunbar,  Dunde 
Ye  shall  trowe  me 
False  Scottes  are  ye 
Your  hartes  sore  faynted 
And  so  attaynted 
Lyke  cowardcs  starke 
At  the  castell  of  Warke 
By  the  water  of  Twede 
Ye  had  euill  spede. 
Lyke  cankerd  curre^ 
Ye  loste  your  spurres 
For  in  that  fraye 
•    Ye  ranne.awaye 
With  hey  dogge  hay. 

For  sir  William  Lyie 
Within  shorte  whyle 
That  valiaunt  knyght 
Putte  you  to  flyght 
By  his  valyaunce 
Two  thousande  of  Fraunce 
There  he  puttc  backe 
To  your  great  lacke 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DUKE  OF  ALBANY  AND  THE  SCOTTES. 


255 


And  Ttter  shame 

Of  your  Scottysftbe  name. 

Your  chefe  cheftayne 
Voyde  of  all  brayne 
Dake  of  all  Albany 
llian  shamefnly 
He  rccuied  backe 
To  hif  greut  lacke 
Whan  he  herde  tell 
That  my  lorde  Amrdl 
Was  comyng  downe 
To  make  hym  frowne 
And  to  make  hym  lowre 
With  the  Doble  powre 
Of  my  lorde  Cardyiial. 
As  an  boost  royall 
After  the  auncient  manner 
With  bainct  Cutberdes  banner 
And  satnct  William's  also 
Your  capitayne  ranne  to  go 
To  go  to  go  to  go 
And  brake  vp  all  his  boost 
Fur  all  his  crake  and  bost 
Lyke  a  cowarde  knyght 
He  fledde  and  durst  nat  fygbt: 
Ue  ranne  awaye  by  uight 

fint  now  must  I 
Your  duke  ascry,  of  Albany 
With  a  worde  or  twayne 
In  sentence  playne: 

Ye  duke  so  doutty 
So  steme  so  stoutly 
In  shorte  sentens 
Of  your  pretens 
What  is  tbc  grounde: 
Breuely  and  rounde 
To  me  expounde 

Or  els  wyll  I 
Euydcntly 
Sbewe  at  it  is 
For  the  cause  is  this 
I  lowe  ye  pretende 
For  to  defende 
The  yonge  Scottyshe  kyng 
But  ye  meane  a  thyng 
And  yecoude  bryng 
The  matter  about 
To  pntte  his  eyes  out 
And  put  hym  downe 
A.nd  set  bys  crowne 
<  >n   your  owne  ^eed 
'\^'han  he  were  deed 

Such  trcchery  :  and  traytory 
Is  all  your  cast. 
Thus  ye  haue  compast 
"Witli  the  Frenche  kyng 
A  fals  rekenyng 
To  enuade  Engiande 
yis  1  vndcTstande. 
But  our  kyng  royall 
"Whose  name  ount'aU 
Noble  Henry  the  eyght 
Shall  cast  a  beyght 
And  sette  snche  a  snare 
That  shall  cast  you  in  care 
Both  kyn^  Fraunces  and  the 
That  knowen  ye  shall  be 
For  the  moost  recrayd 
Covrardes  afrayd 
And  falsest  forswome 
That  euer  were  borne. 


O  ye  wretched  Scottea 
Ye  puaunt  pyspottes 
It  shalbe  your  lottes 
To  be  knytte  vp  with  knottes 
Of  halters  and  ropes 
About  your  traytours  throtes; 

O  Scottcs  pariured 
Unbaply  vred 
Ye  may  be  assured 
Your  falshod  discured 
It  is  and  shal  be. 
From  the  Scottish  se 
Unto  Gabione 
For  ye  be  false  echone 
False  and  false  agaync 
Neucr  true  nor  playne 
But  fiery,  flatter  and  fayne 
And  euer  to  remayne 
In  wretched  beggary 
And  maungy  misery 
In  lousy  lothsumnesse 
And  scabbed  scorify  nessa 
And  in  abbominacion 
Of  all  maner  of  nacion 
Nacion  moost  in  hate 
Proude  and  poore  of  state  : 

Twyt  Scot  go  kepe  thy  den 
Mell  nat  with  Englyshc  men 
Thou  dyd  pothyng  but  barke 
At  the  castell  of  Warke: 

Twyt  Scot  yet  agayne  ones 
We  shall  breke  thy  bones 
And  hang  you  vpon  polles 
And  byrne  you  all  to  colles 
With  twyt  Scot,  twyt  Scot  twyt 
Walke  Scot  go  begge  a  byt 
Of  brede,  at  ylke  mannes  hecke 
The  fynde  Scot  brcke  thy  necke 
Twyt  Scot  agayne  I  saye 
Twyt  Scot  of  Galaway 
Twyt  Scot,  shake  thy  dogge  hay 
Twyt  Scot  thou  ran  away 
We  set  nat  a  flye 

By  your  duke  of  Albany 
We  set  nat  a  prane 
By  such  a  drouken  drane 
We  set  nat  a  myght 
By  such  a  cowarde  knyght 
Sue  he  a  proude  palyarde 
Suche  a  skyrgaliarde 
Suche  a  starke  cowarde  , 
Suche  a  proude  pultrowne 
Suche  a  foule  Coystrowoe 
Suche  a  duutty  dagawayne 
Seiide  him  to  Fiaunce  agayne 
To  bring  with  hym  more  brayue 
From  kynge  Fraunces  of  Frauns 
God  sendc  them  bothe  myschauns: 

Ye  Scottes  all  the  rable 
Ye  shall  neuer  be  hable 
With  vs  for  to  compare 
What  though  ye  stampe  and  stare 
God  sonde  yuu  sorow  and  care 
With  vs  whan  euer  ye  meli 
Yet  we  bear  away  the  bell 
Whan  ye  cankerd  knaues 
Must  crepe  into  your  caues 
Your  heedes  for  to  hyde. 
For  ye  dare  nat  abyde. 
Sir  duke  of  Albany 
Right  incoDuenyently 
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Ye  rage  and  ye  mue 

And  your  worsbyp  depraue 

Kat  lyke  duke  Hamylcar 

With  the  Romayns  that  made  war 

Nor  lyke  bis  sonne  Hanyball 

Nor  lyke  duke  Hasdruball 

Of  Cartage' in  Aphrike 

Yet  somwhat  ye  be  lyke 

In  some  of  their  condicions 

And  their  false  sedycions 

And  their  dealyng  double 

And  their  weywarde  trouble: 

But  yet  they  were  bolde 

And  manly  manyfblde 

Their  enemyes  to  assayle 

In  pla]ni  felde  and  battayle. 

But  ye  and  your  boost 
Full  of  bragge  and  boost 
And  full  of  waste  wynde 
Howe  ye  wyll  beres  bynde 
And  the  deuyll  downe  dynge 
Yet  ye  dare  do  nothynge 
But  lepe  away  lyke  frogges 
And  byde  you  vnder  logges 
Lyke  pygges  and  lyke  hogges 
•  And  lyke  maungy  dogges. 
What  an  army  were  ye  ? 
Or  what  actyuyte  ? 
Is  in  you  beggers  braules 
Full  of  scabbes  and  scaules : 
Of  vermyne  and  of  iyce 
And  of  all  maner  vyce. 

Syr  duke :  nay  syr  dacke 
Syr  drake  of  the  lake :  sir  ducke 
Of  the  dongbyll,  for  small  lucke 
Ye  haue  in  feates  of  warre 
Ye  make  nought  but  ye  marre 
Ye  are  a  fals  entrusar 
And  a  fills  abusar 
And  an  vntrewe  knyght 
Thou  hast  to  lytell  myght 
Agaynst  Englande  to  fyght 
Thou  art  a  graceles  wyght 
To  put  thy  selfe  to  flyght 
A  vengeaunce  and  dispight 
On  the  must  nedes  iyght 
That  durst  oat  byde  the  sight 
Ofmy  lorde  Amrell 
Ofchiualry  the  well 
Of  knighthode  the  flonre 
In  euery  marciall  shoure 
The  noble  erie  of  Surrey 
That  put  the  in  suche  fray 
Thou  durst  no  felde  denyue 
Nor  a  batayle  mayntayne 
With  our  stronge  captaine 
For  you  ran  home  agayne 
For  feare  thou  shoulde  be  slayne 
Lyk  a  Scottyshe  keteryng 
That  durst  abyde  no  reknyng 
Thy  hert  wolde  nat  seme  the 
Tlie  fynde  of  hell  mot  sterue  the 

No  man  hath  harde 
Of  such  a  cowarde 
And  such  a  mad  ymagtt 
Caried  in  a  cage : 
As  it  were  a  cotage 
Or  of  suche  a  mawment 
Caryed  in  a  tent 
In  a  tent:  nay  nay 
But  in  a  mountayne  gay 


Lyke  a  great  bill :  for  a  wyndmil 

Therein  to  cooche  styll 

That  no  man  hym  kyll 

As  it  were  a  gote 

In  a  sbepe  cote 

About  hym  a  parke 

Of  a  madde  warke 

Men  call  it  a  toyle 

Therin  lyke  a  roylc 

Sir  Dunkanye  dared 

And  thus  ye  prepared 

You  re  carkas  to  kepe 

Lyke  a  sely  sbepe 

A  sbepe  of  Cottyswolde 

From  rayne  and  from  colde 

And  from  raynning  of  nppei 

And  suche  after  clappes 

Thas  in  your  cowanlly  casteQ 

Ye  decte  you  to  dwell 

Such  a  captayne  of  fors 

He  made  no  great  fors 

If  that  ye  bad  taae 

Your  last  deedly  bane 

With  a  gon  stone 

To  make  you  to  grone 

But  byde  the  sir  Topias 

Nowe  into  the  castell  of  Bas 

And  hirke  there  lyke  an  as 

With  some  Scottyshe  as 

With  duggea  dugges  dugges 

I  sbrewe  thy  Scottisbe  lugges 

Thy  munpynnys  and  thy  crig 

For  thoii  can  not  but  brag 

Lyke  a  Scottyshe  hag 

Adue  nowe  sir  wrig  wrag 

Adue  sir  dalyrag 

Thy  m^Ilyng  is  but  mockyng 

Thou  may  St  giue  vp  thy  cockiof 

Gyue  it  up.    And  cry  creke 

Lyke  an  buddy  peke  : 

Whereto  shuld  I  more  speke 
Of  suche  a  farly  freke 
Of  suche  an  home  keke 
Of  suche  an  bolde  captayne 
That  dare  nat  tarne  agayne 
Nor  durst  nat  crak  a  worde 
Nor  durst  nat  drawe  his  swerde 
Agaynst  the  lyon  white 
But  ran  away  quyte 
He  ran  away  by  nygfat 
In  the  owle  flyght 
Lyke  a  cowarde  knyght 
Adue  cowarde  adue 
Fals  knight  and  mooste  Tntroe 
I  render  the  fols  rebelle 
To  the  flingande  fende  of  hette. 

Harke  yet  sir  duke  a  worde 
In  emest  or  in  horde 
What  haue  ye  villayn  fbiged  ? 
And  virulently  dysgorged 
As  though  ye  wolde  paibrake 
Your  auauns  to  make 
With  words  enboaed 
Ungraciously  engrosed 
Howe  ye  wyll  vnderUke  "* 

Our  oyall  kyng  to  naake 
His  owne  reslme  to  forsake 
Suche  lewde  langage  ye  spake: 

Sir  Dunkan  in  the  deuiU  waye 
Be  well  ware  what  ye  say. 
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Ye  sa je  that  he  and  ye 

Whyche  he  and  je  ?  let  se 

Ye  meane  Fraunces  French  kyng 

Sbulde  bring  about  that  thing 

I  say  thou  lewde  lurdayne 

That  ney  ther  of  you  twayne 

So  hardy  nor  so  bolde 

His  countenaunce  to  beholde 

If  our  moost  royall  Harry 

Lyst  with  you  to  varry 

Full  soone  ye  should  miscary 

For  ye  durst  nat  tarry 

With  hym  to  stryue  a  stownde 

If  he  on  you  but  frounde 

Nat  fur  a  thousande  pounde 

Ye  durst  byde  on  the  groonde 

Ye  n'olde  ryn  away  rounde 

And  cowardly  toume  your  backes 

For  all  your  comly  crackes 

And  for  foare  par  case 

To  loke  hym  in  the  face 

Ye  wolde  defoyle  the  place 

And  ryn  your  way  apace 

Thoughe  I  trym  you  thys  trace 

With  Koglybhe  somwhat  base 

Yet  saiia  voster  grace 

Therby  1  shall  purcbace 

No  displesaunt  rcwarde 

If  ye  wele  can  regarde 

Your  cankarde  cowardnesse 

And  your  shamfull  doublenesse 

Are  yc  nat  frantyke  madde  ? 
And  wretchedly  bestadde 
To  rayle  agaynst  his  grace 
That  shall  bring  you  full  bace 
And  set  you  in  sucbc  case 
That  bytwene  you  twayne 
There  shalbc  drawen  a  trayne 
That  shalbe  to  your  payne 
To  flye  ye  shalbe  fayoe 
And  neuer  tourue  agayue  : 

What  wold  Fraunces  our  friar? 
Be  sQctie  a  false  lyar 
So  madde  a  cordylar 
So  madde  a  murmurar 
Yc  muse  somwhat  to  far 
All  out  of  joynt  ye  jar 
'  God  let  you  neuer  thriue 
Wene  ye  daucockes  to  driue 
Our  kyngy  out  of  his  reine 
Ge  heme  ranke  Scot  ge  heme 
With  fonde  Fraunces  French  kyng 
Our  mayster  shall  you  brynge 
I  trust  to  lowe  estate 
And  mate  you  with  chek  mate : 

Your  braynes  are  ydell 
It  is  time  for  you  to  brydell 
And  pype  in  a  quibyble 
For  it  is  impossible 
For  you  to  bring  about 
Our  kyng  for  to  driue  out 
Of  this  his  realme  royall 
And  lande  imperial  1 
So  noble  a  prince  as  he 
In  all  actyuite 
Of  hardy  merciall  actes 
Fortunate  in  all  his  faytes  : 

And  nowe  I  wyll  me  dresse 
His  raliauoce  to  expresie 

VOL.  II. 


Though  insufficient  am  I 
His  grace  to  magnify 
And  laude  equiualently 
Howe  be  it  loyally 
After  myne  allegyaunca 
My  pen  I  will  auaunce 
To  extoU  his  noble  grace 
In  spyght  of  thy  cowardes  face 
In  spyght  of  king  Fraunces 
Deuoyde  of  all  nobles 
Deuoydc  of  good  corage 
I>euoyde  of  wysdome  sage 
Mad :  frantyke,  and  sauage 
Thus  he  dothe  disparage 
His  blode  with  fonde  dotage : 
A  prince  to  play  the  page 
It  is  a  rechelesse  rage 
And  a  luhatyke  ouerage 
What  though  my  stile  be  rude } 
With  trouthe  it  is  ennewde 
Trouth  ought  to  be  res<;ude 
Trouthe  should  nat  be  subdude 

But  nowe  will  I  expounde 
What  noblenesse  dothei  abound* 
And  what  honour  is  founde 
And  what  vertues  be  resydent 
In  our  royall  regent 
Our  perelesse  president 
Our  kyng  most  excellent: 

In  merciall  prowes 
Lyke  vnto  Hercules 
In  prudence  and  wysdom 
Lyke  vnto  Salamon 
In  his  goodly  person 
Lyke  vnto  Absolon 
In  loyalte  and  foy 
Lyke  to  Ector  of  Troy 
And  his  glory  to  lucres 
Lyke  to  Scipiades 
In  royal  mageste 
Lyke  vnto  Pcholome 
Lyke  to  duke  Josue 
And  the  valiaunt  Machube: 

That  if  I  wolde  reporta 
All  the  roiall  sorte 
Of  his  nobilyte 
His  magnanymyto 
His  animosite 
His  fragalite 
His  lyberalite 
His  a&bilite 
His  humanyta 
His  stabilite 
His  humilite 
His  benignite 
His  royall  dignjrte. 
My  lemyng  is  to  small 
For  to  recount  them  all. 

What  losels  than  are  ya 
Lyke  cowardes  as  ye  be 
To  rayle  on  bis  astate 
With  wordes  inordinate. 
He  rules  his  cominalte 
With  all  benignite 
His  noble  baronage 
He  putteth  them  in  corage 
To  exployte  dedes  of  army t 
To  the  domage  and  harmys 
Of  suche  as  be  his  foos 
Whereuer  he  jydes  or  goos  • 
• 
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His  sabiectes  he  dothe  supporte 
Maintayne  them  with  comfoite 
Of  his  moste  princely  porte 
As  all  men  can  reporte: 

Than  ye  be  a>  knappishe  sorte 
£t  faitcz  a  luy  grant  torte 
With  your  enbosed  iawcs 
To  rayle  on  hym  lyke  dawes 
The  fende  Rcrache  out  your  mawes : 

AH  his  subiectcs  and  he 
Moost  louynaiy  agre 
With  hole  hart  and  true  mynde 
They  fynde  his  grace  so  kynde 
Wherwith  he  doth  them  bynde 
At  boures  to  be  redy 
With  hym  to  lyue  and  dye 
Their  bodyes  and  their  gode 
And  to  spende  their  hartblode 
With  hym,  in  all  dj'stresse 
Alway  in  redynesse. 
To  assyst  his  noble  grace 
In  spyght  of  thy  cowardes  face 
Moost  ifalse  attaynted  traytour 
And  false  forswome  faytour. 

Auaunte  cowarde  recrayed 
Thy  pride  shalbe  alayd 
With  sir  Fraunces  of  Frannce 
We  shall  pype  you  a  daunce 
Shall  tourne  you  to  myschauos: 

I  rede  you  loke  about 
For  ye  shalbe  driuen  out 
Of  your  lande  in  shorte  space 
We  will  so  folowe  in  the  cbace 
That  ye  shall  haue  no  grace 
For  to  toume  your  face 
And  thus  sainct  George  to  borowe 
Ye  shall  haue  shame  and  sorowe. 

I^ENUOY. 

Go  lytell  quay  re  quickly 
Shew  tbem  that  shall  you  rede 
How  that  ye  are  lykely 
Oaer  all  the  worlds  to  sprede : 

The  fals  Scottes  for  dred 
With  the  duke  of  Albany, 
Beside  the  water  of  Twede 
They  fled  full  cowaidly. 

Though  3rour  Englishe  be  rude 
Barreyne  of  eloquence 
Yet  breuely  to  conclude 
Grounded  19  your  sentence 
On  trouthe,  vnder  defence 
Of  all  trewe  Englyshemen 
This  mater  to  credence 
That  I  wrate  with  my  pen. 

WELTOlr  LADRBAT:  OBSEQUIOim  AND  LOYAL. 

TO  Mr  LORDB  CaRDYNALS  RIGHT  HOBLB 
GRACE,  &C. 

LBNUOY. 

Go  Ijrtell  quayre  apace 
la  moost  humble  wyse 
Before  his  noble  grace 
That  caused  you  to  deuise 
This  lytel  enterprise 
And  hym  moost  lowly  pray 
In  his  mynde  to  comprise 
Those  wordes  his  grace  dyd  taye 
Of  an  ammas  gray. 


Je,  Foy  enterment 
£n  sa  bone  grace. 


TnE    BOKE    COMPTLED    BY    MAI8TBR  tBXLTOB, 
POlsT    LAUREATE    CALLED 

SPEAKE  PARROT. 

My  name  is  parrot,  a  bird  of  paradise 
By  nature  deuised,  of  a  wouderous  kynd 
Dienteli  dieted,  with  diuers  delicate  spice 
Tyl  Euphrates  that  floud,  driueth  me  into  Inde 
Where  men  of  that  countrey,  bi  fortune  me  find 
And  send  me,  to  great  ladyes  of  estate 
Then  parrot  must  haue  an  almon  or  a  date 

A  cage  curiously  caruen,  with  siluer  pin 
Properly  painted,  to  be  my  couertowre 
A  myrrour  of  glasse,  that  I  may  tote  tberin 
These  maidens  ful  mckely  with  many  a  diuers  flour 
Freshly  they  dresse,  and  make  swete  my  boare 
With  speke  parrot  I  prai  you,  ful  courteously  thei 
Parrot  is  a  goodly  byrd,  a  prety  popagey      [say 

With  my  becke  bent,  my  litle  wanton  eye 
My  feders  freshe,  as  is  the  emrawde  grene 
About  my  necke  a  circulet,  lyke  the  ryche  nibyt 
My  Ijrttle  Icgges,  my  fete  both  fete  and  cleane 
I  am  a  minion,  to  wayt  vpon  the  queue 
My  proper  parrot,  my  lytle  pretty  foule 
With  ladies  I  learne,  and  go  with  them  to  scole. 

Hagh,  ha,  ha,  parrot,  ye  can  laugh  pretely 
Parrot  hath  not  dined,  of  al  this  long  day 
Lyke  your  pus  cat  parrot  can  mute  and  cry 
In  Lattyn,  in  Ebrew,  Araby  and  Caldey 
In  Greke  tonge,  parrot,  can  both  speake  aodsaye 
As  Percius  that  poet,  doth  report  of  me 
Suis  expedivit  psitaco  suum  Chaire. 

Howse  Frenche  of  Parrise,  parrot  can  learne 
Prononsynge  my  purpose,  after  my  properte 
With  perliez  bien,  parrot  ou  pariez  rien 
With  Duche,  with  Spanish,  my  tonge  can  agre 
In  English,  to  Ood  parrot  can  supj^e 
Christ  sane  king  Henry  the  eight  our  roial  king 
The  red  rose  in  honour,  to  florish  and  spring. 

With  Katherin  incomparable:  our  roial  queue 
also  [grace 

That  pareles  pomgamet  Christ  saue  her  nobit 
Parrot  sanies,  habler  castiliano 
With  si  dasso  de  costo,  in  Turkey  and  in  Trace 
Vis  consilii  expers,  as  teacheth  me  Horace 
Mole  ruit  sua,  whose  dices  at  pregnaunte. 

My  lady  maisters,  dame  Philology 
Gaue  me  a  gilt,  in  my  nest  whan  I  lay 
To  learne  al  language,  and  it  to  ^peke  aptely 
Now  pandez  mory,  wax  franticke  aom  men  sayc 
Proneles  orfreneses,  may  not  hold  her  way 
An  almon  nowe  for  parrot,  dclicatly  drest 
In  salue  festa  dies  toto,  their  doth  best 

Moderata  iuvant,  but  toto  doth  excede 
Discression  is  mother  of  noble  vertnes  all 
Niden  agan,  in  Greke  tonge  we  lede 
But  reason,  and  wit  wanteth  their  prouinciall 
When  wilfulnes,  is  vicar  generall 
Hec  res  acu  tangitur,  parrot  par  ma  foy 
Ticez  voos  parrot,  teoez  Toua  coye. 
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Beiy,  besy,  beiy,  and  besinea  agayne 
fioe  pensez  toz  parrot,  what  meneth  this  besines 
Uitnlus  in  Oreb,  troubled  Arons  brayn 
Melchiaedecke  merciful!,  made  Moloc  merciles 
To  wise  if  no  vertue,  to  medling,  to  rcsties 
In  meaiare  is  treasure,  cum  sen^  marturato 
Ne  tropo  saungy  ne  tropo  mato 

Anm  was  fired,  with  caldies  fire  called  Ur 
lob  was  brought  up,  in  the  land  of  Uus 
The  linage  of  Lot,  toke  supporte  of  Assur 
Jereboseth  is  Ebnie,  who  list  the  law  discus 
Peace  parrot  ye  prate,  as  ye  were  elirius 
Howst  the  lyuer  god,  van  hemrick  ic  seg 
In  popeting  grew  peres,  whan  parrot  was  an  eg. 

What  is  this  to  purpose,  ouer  in  a  wbinnin  meg 
Hop  Lobin  of  Lowdeon,  wold  haue  a  bit  of  bread 
The  Jebct  of  Baldock,  was  made  for  Jacke  leg 
A  narow  vnfethered,  and  without  an  bed 
A  bagpype  without  blowy ng,  standeth  in  no  sted 
Some  run  to  &r  before,  some  run  to  far  behinde 
Some  be  to  churlish,  and  some  be  to  kynd. 

Ic  dien  senietb  for  erstrych  fether 
Ic  dien,  is  the  language  of  the  laud  of  Berne 
in  Affric  toAgne,  Byrsa  is  a  tonge  of  lether 
Jn  Palestina,  there  is  Jerusalem 
Coliostrum  now  for  parot,  whit  bred   and  swete 


Oar  Tbomase  she  doth  trip,  our  Jenet  she  doth 

sfaail 
Parrot  hath  a  blacke  beard,  &  a  faire  grene  tayle 

Morsrsh  myne  owne  shelf,  the  ostcrmonger  say 
Fate,  ftite,  fate,  ye  trysh  water  lag 
la  flettering  fables,  men  fynde  but  lytel  fayth 
Bat  moTcatur  terra,  let  the  world  wag 
Let  syr  wrig  wrag,  wrastle  wyth  sir  declarag 
Euery  man,  after  bis  maiier  of  wayes 
Fawbe  veue  anier,  so  the  Welche  man  sayes 

Soche  shredis  of  sentence,  strowed  in  the  shop 
Of  anocicnt  Aristippus,  lind  such  other  mo 
I  gather  together,  and  close  in  my  crip 
Of  my  wanton  conceyt,  unde  depromo 
Dilemata  docta,  in  pedagogio 
Saero  vatum,  wberof  to  you  1  breake 
I  pray  you,  let  parrot  haue  lybertie  to  speke : 

Bat  ware  the  cat  parrot,  ware  the  fhlse  cat 
With  who  is  there,  a  mayd,  nay,  nay,  I  trow 
Ware  ryat  parrot,  ware  ryot,  ware  that 
Meate,  meate  for  parrot:  meate  I  say  how 
Thus  diners  of  language,  by  learnyng  1  grow 
With  bas  me  swete  parrot :  has  me  swcte  swcte 
To  dwel  amonge  ladies,  parrat  is  mete. 

Pfcmjl,  parrot,  parrot,  praty  popigay 
With  my  beke  I  can  pyke,  my  lytle  prety  too 
My  delight  is  solas,  pleasure:  disport  and  play 
Lyke  a  wanton  whan  I  will,  I  rele  to  and  froo 
I^rrot  can  aay,  Cesar,  aue,  also 
But  parrot,  bath  no  feuour  to  Esebon 
Aboue  all  other  byidcs,  set  parrot  alone. 

Ul«la,  Esebon,  for  Jeremy  doth  wepe 
Sion  ia  in  sadnes,  Rachel  ruly  doth  loke 
Madtonita,  Jetro,  our  Moyses  kepeth  hys  shepe 
GedeoB  is  gon,  that  21almane  vndertoke 
Oreb  and  Zeb,  of  Judicum  rede  tbe  boko 


Now  Gebal,  Amon,  and  Amoloch,  harke,  harke. 
Parrot  pretendeth  to  be  a  bibil  clarke. 

O  Esebon  Esebon,  to  the  is  come  agayne 
Seon  the  regent  amoreorum 
And  hog  that  fat  hog,  or  basan  dothe  retayne 
The  crafty  ooistroinus  canaueorum 
And  assilum,  whilom,  refugium  miserorum 
Non  phaunm  sed  prophanum,  standeth  in  little 

sted 
Ulula  Esebon,  for  iept  is  starke  ded. 

Estbon,  Maribon,  Wheston,  nexte  Bamet  * 
A  trim  tram  for  an  hors  mil  it  wer  a  nise  thing 
Deintes  for  dammoysels,  Chafier  far  fet 
Bo  ho  doth  barkwel,  but  hough  ho  ruleth  the  ring 
From  scarpary  to  tartari  renountherin  doth  spring 
W^ith  he  said,  &  we  said  ich  wot  now  what  ich 
Suod  magnus  est  dominus  ludas  Scarioth.      [wot 

Ptholomie,  and  haly  were  cunnyng  and  wyse 
In  the  vol  vel,  in  the  quadrant,  and  in  the  astroloby 
To  prognosticate  truli  the  chauuce  of  fortunes  disa 
Some  trete  of  their  tirikis,  some  of  astrology 
Some  pseudo  propheta  with  chiromancy 
If  fortune  be  frendly,  and  grace  be  the  guyde 
Honoure  with  renowne,  will  renne  of  that  side 
Manon  calon 
Agaton  quod  parato.  In  Greca 

Let  parrot  I  pray  you,  haue  liberty  to  prate 
For  aurea  lingua  greca,  ought  to  be  magnified 
If  it  wer  coud  p^rfitely,  and  after  the  rate 
As  lingua  latina,  in  schole  matter  occupied 
But  our  Orekis,  their  Greke  so  wel  haue  applied 
That  they  cannot  gay  in  Greke,  riding  by  the  way 
How  hosteler,  fetche  my  horse  a  bottel  of  hay. 

Neither  frame  a  silogisme,  in  phriesesomorum 
Formaliter  &  grece,  cum  medio  termino 
Our  Grekes  ye  walow,  in  the  washbol  argolicorum 
For  though  ye  can  tel  in  Greke  what  is  phormio 
Yet  ye  soke  out  your  Greke,  in  Capricornio 
For  they  scrape  out  good  scripture,  and  set  in  a 

gal 
Ye  go  about  to  amend,  and  ye  mar  all. 

Some  argue,  secundum  quid  ad  simpliciter 
And  yet  he  would  be  rckened,  pro  Ariopagita 
And  some  make  distinctions,  multipliciter 
Wh€>ther  ita  were  before  non,  or  non  before  ita 
Nether  wise  nor  well  lerned  but  like  hermophra- 

dita 
Set  Sophia  aside,  for  euery  Jacke  rakw. 
And  euery  mad  medler  must  now  be  a  maker. 

In  achademia  parrot,  dare  no  problemc  kepe 
For  grecisari,  so  occupieth  the  chayre 
That  latinum  fari,  may  fal  to  rest  and  slepe 
And  sylogisari,  was  drowned  at  Sturbridge  faire 
Triuiale,  and  quatriuials,  so  sore  now  they  appair 
That  parrot  that  popagay,  hath  pity  to  beholde 
How  the  rest  of  good  lerning,  is  rouUed  up  and 
trolde 

Albertus  de  modo  sienificandi 
And  Donatu!<,  be  dryueu  out  of  schole 
Frisians  bed  broken,  now  hand;^  dandy 
And  interdidascolos,  is  rekened  for  a  foU 
Alexander,  a  gander  of  Menamlers  pole 
With  da  cansales,  is  cast  out  of  the  gate 
And  da  racionales,  dare  not  shew  his  pata. 
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PUut  si  in  his  comedies,  a  child  shal  now  rehers 
And  medil  with  SuintiUan,  in  his  declarations 
That  pety  Catou,  can  scaiitly  construe  a  verse 
"With  Aueto,  in  Greco,  and  such  solempn  saluta- 

cions 
Can  skantly  the  tensis,  of  his  conjugacions 
Setting  their  mindes,  so  much  of  eloquence 
That  of  theyr  scole  nnaters,  lost  is  the  hole  sen- 
tence 

Now  a  nutmeg,  a  nutmeg,  cum  gariopholo 
For  paiTOt  to  pike  vpon,  his  brayne  for  to  stable 
Swete  synamum  stickes,  and  pleris  commusco 
In  paradise,  that  place  of  pleasure  perdurable 
The  progeny  of  parrottis,  were  faire  and  fauorable 
Now  in  valle  Ebrcju,  Parrot  is  fayne  to  fede 
Christ  crosse  and  sanct  Nicolas,  parrot  be  your 
good  pede 

The  myrrour  that  1  tote  in,  quasi  diaphonum 
Vel  quasi  speculum,  in  Enigmate 
Elencum,  or  elles,  Emtimaticum     # 
For  logicions  to  loke  on,  somwhat  sophistice 
Retorcions  and  oratours,  in  freshe  humanite 
Support  parrot,   I  pray  you  which  your  suffrage 

ornat 
Of  confuse  tantum,  avoyding  the  checkmate 

But  of  that  suposicion,  that  called  is  arte 
Confuse  distrubitiue,  as  parrot  hath  deuised 
JLet  euery  man,  after  his  merit,  take  hys  part 
For  in  this  proces,  parrot  nothing  hath  surmised 
No  matter  pretended,  nor  nothing  enterpryscd 
But  that  metaphora,  alegoria  with  all 
Shall  be  his  protection,  his  pauis  and  bis  wall. 

For  parrot  is  no  churlish  chough  nor  no  flcked 

py 

Parrot  is  no  pendugum,  that  men  call  a  carlyng 
Parrot  is  no  woodcocke,  nor  no  butterfly 
Parrot  is  no  stamring  stare,  that  men  call  a  star- 
ling 
But  parrot  is  mine  own  dere  harte,  and  my  der- 

ling 
Melpomene  the  fair  maid,  she  burnished  his  beke 
I  pray  yon  let  parrot  haue  libertie  to  s^jcke. 

Parrot  is  a  fayre  bywle  for  a  lady 
God  of  his  goodnes  fi-amcd  and  wrought 
Whan  parrot  is  dead  she  doth  not  putrify 
Ye  all  thinge  mortal  I  t^hall  turn  vnto  noiighte 
Except  niannes  soule,  that  Christ  so  dcre  bought 
Tliat  neuer  may  dye,  nor  neuer  dye  shall 
Make  much  of  parrot,  that  popegay  royal. 

For  that  pereles  prynce,  that  parrot  did  creat 
He  made  you  of  nothing,  by  his  magisty 
Pointe  wei  this  probleme,  that  parrot  doth  prate 
And  remembre  among,  how  parrot  and  ye 
Shal  lepe  from  this  li^,  as  merye  as  we  be 
Pompe,  pryde,  honour,  ryches  and  worldly  luste 
Parrot  saith  plainly,  shall  tourne  all  to  dust. 

Thus  paiTot  doth  pray  you 
With  heart  roost  tender 
To  rcken  with  this  rccule  now 
And  it  to  remember 
Psitacus  e^'ce  cauo  nee  sunt  mea  cannina  phebo 
■  Digna  scio  Tamen  est 
Plena  camcna  dM. 


Secundum  Skeltonida  famigerstom 
In  piereorum  Cathalago'numeratuok 

Galathca. 
Itaque  Consolamiui  inuicem 
In  uerbis  istia. 

Candidi  lectores  callide  callete 
Vestrum  fauete,  psitacum. 

Gahithea. 
Now  kus  me  parrot,  kus  me,  kus,  kus,  ku» 
Gods  blessing  light  on  thy  swete  litle  mu» 
Vita  &  anima 
2^  kai  psyche 

Aqninates      Amen, 
Concubunt  grecc,  Non 
est  hie  sermo  pudicus 

Actica  dictamina 
Ergo        Snus  plumbilamina 

Vel  spuria  Vitulaniina 

Auertat  hoc  Vxania. 
Amen  amen 
And  set  to  a.  d. 
And  then  it  is  amend 
Our  new  found  a.  b.  c. 
Cum  ceteris 
paribus. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  NOBLE  PRIhXE 
KYNGE  EDWARD   THE   FORTH, 

VEBi  SKELTONIDEH  LAUREATUM. 

Mf  8EREMINI  mei,  ye  that  he  my  frendes 

This  worlde  hath  formed  me  down  to  fall 

How  may  I  endure  when  that  euery  thynge  endet 

What  creature  is  borne,  to  be  eternall 

Now  there  is  no  more  but  pray  for  me  all 

Thus  say  1  Edward,  that  late  was  your  kyng 

And  xxiii.  ycares  ruled  this  imperiall, 

Some  vnto  pleasure,  and  some  to  no  likyng 

Mercy  I  aske  of  my  misdoyng 

What  auailcth  it,  friends  to  be  my  fo 

Sith  1  can  not  resist,  nor  amend  your  oomplaia- 

2uia  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio.  [iog 

I  slepe  now  in  molde,  as  it  is  natarall 
As  earth  vnto  earth,  hath  his  reucrture 
What  ordeyned  God,  to  be  terrestriall 
Without  I'ecours,  to  the  earth  of  naUuv 
Who  to  Hue  euer,  may  be  sure 
What  is  it  to  trust,  on  mutabilite 
Sith  that  in  this  world,  nothing  may  indare 
For  now  am  I  gone,  that  late  was  in  prosperite 
To  presume  thervppon,  it  is  but  a  vanitie 
Not  certainc  :  but  as  a  chery  fayre  ful  of  wo 
Raygned  not  I  of  late :  in  greate  fdicite 
Et  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

Where  was  in  my  lyfe,  such  one  as  I 
While  lady  fortune  with  me  bad  continuaonce 
Graunted  not  she  me,  to  have  victory 
In  England  to  ra'me,  and  to  contribute  FnuiDce 
She  toke  me  by  the  hand,  and  led  me  a  damce 
And  with  her  sugred  lips,  on  me  smylcd 
But  what  for  her  dissembled  countenauncc 
I  could  not  beware,  til  1  was  begilcd 
Now  from  this  world,  she  hath  me  ewild 
When  1  was  lotbest,  hens  for  to  go 
And  I  am  in  age,  but  as  who  saith  a  child. 
Et  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 
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I  bed  ynough,  I  held  me  not  contente 
Without  mnembrauiice,  that  I  shoald  dye 
And  more  ouer  to  incrocbe,  redy  was  I  bente 
I  knew  not  how  long,  I  should  it  occupy    - 
1  made  the  tower  strongv,  I  wyst  not  why 
I  knew  not  to  whom,  I  purchased  Tctersall 
I  amended  Doner,  on  the  mountayne  bye 
And  London  I  prouoked,  to  fortify  the  wal 
I  made  Notingam,  a  place  royal 
Wyndsor,  ElUm,  and  many  other  mo 
Yet  at  the  last,  I  went  from  them  al 
£t  ecce  nunc  in  pulucrc  dormio. 

■^^Tjcre  is  now,  my  conquest  and  victory 
Where  is  my  riches,  and  my  royal  araye 
Where  be  my  coursers,  and  my  horses  hye 
Where  is  my  myrth,  my  solas,  and  play 
A$  ranite  to  nought*  al  is  wand  red  away 
O  lady  Besse,  lonjje  for  me  may  ye  cal 
For  I  am  departed,  til  domes  day. 
But  love  ye  that  lord,  that  is  soveraygne  of  all 
Where  be  my  castcls,  and  build iuges  royall 
But  Winsore  alone,  nowe  I  have  no  mo 
AnJ  of  Eton,  the  prayers  perpetuall 
£t  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

Why  shoulde  a  man,  be  proud  or  presume  hye 
Sainct  Bernard,  therof  nobly  doth  treate 
Sythe  a  man,  is  nothing  but  a  sacke  of  stercoiTi 
And  shall  returnci  vnto  wormcs  meatc 
Whye,  what  came  of  Alexander  the  great 
Or  elsse  of  stronge  Sampson,  who  can  tell 
Wher  no  worines  ordened,  theyr  flesh  to  freat 
And  of  Salomon,  that  was  of  wit  the  well 
A>)solon,  profered  his  beare  for  to  sel 
Yet  for  al  bis  beutie,  wormes  eat  him  also 
And  I  but  late  in  honour  did  excell 
Eteoce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

I  have  played  my  pageyond,  now  am  I  paste 
Ye  wot  well  all,  I  was  of  no  great  yeld 
This  al  thin^  concluded,  shal be  at  the  last 
When  death  approcheth,' then  lost  is  the  felile 
When  sithen  this  worlde,  me  no  longer  up  helde 
Nor  nought  wold  conserue  me,  here  in  my  place- 
In  manus  tuas  domine,  my  spirite  vp  I  yealde 
Humbly  beseching,  the  God  of  his  grace 
0  ye  curtesse  commens,  your  hartes  vnbrace 
Beningly  now  to  pray  for  me  also 
For  right  wel  you  know,  your  kyng  1  was 
£t  ecce  nunc  in  puluere  dormio. 

FINI8. 


SKELTON  LAUREATE  AGAINST  THE 
SCOTTES. 

Against  the  proud  Scottcs  clatteryng 
That  neuer  wyll  leave  theyr  tratlying 
Wan  they  the  felde,  and  lost  their  kynge 
They  may  wel  say,  fye  on  that  winning. 

Lo  these  fond  Scottes. 
And  tratling  Scottes 
How  they  are  blind. 
In  their  owne  minde 
And  will  not  know. 
Their  ouenhrow 
At  Branxston  more. 
They  arc  »o  stowre 


•So  frantike  mad. 
They  say  they  had 
And  wan  the  felde. 
With  speare  and  shield 
That  is  as  trew. 
As  biacke  is  blew 
And  grene  is  gray. 
What  euer  they  say 
Jemmy  is  dead. 
And  closed  in  leade 
That  was  theyr  own  king. 
Fy  on  that  winning. 

At  Floddon  hills. 
Oure  bowes  our  bylles 
Slewe  all  the  floure. 
Of  theyr  hououre. 
Are  not  these  3cotte8. 
Poles  and  sottes 
Suche  boste  to  make. 
To  prate  and  crake 
To  face  to  brace. 
All  voyde  of  grace 
So  proud  of  hart. 
So  ouerthwart 
So  out  of  frame. 
So  voyd  of  shame 
As  it  is  cnrold. 
Wrytten  and  told 
Within  this  quaire. 
Who  list  to  repair 
And  ther  in  reed. 
Shal  find  in  deed 
A  mad  reckening. 
Considering  all  thing 
That  the  Scottes  may  sin. 
Fye  on  the  winning 
WHEN  THE  8C0TTE  LYUEU. 

lOLY  Jemmy,  ye  scornefull  Scot 

Is  it  come  vnto  your  lot 

As  solempne  summer  for  to  be 

It  greeth  nought  for  your  degre 

Our  kyng  of  England  for  to  fight 

Your  soueraine  lord,  our  prince  of  might 

Ye  for  to  send,  sucb  a  citacion 

It  shameth  al  your  noughty  nacion 

In  comparison,  but  kynge  koppyng 

Unto  our  prince,  anointed  kyng 

Ye  play  Hop  Lobbyn  of  Lowdean 

Ye  shew  ryght  wel,  what  good  ye  can 

Ye  may  be  lord  of  Locrian 

Chryst  sence  you,  with  a  frying  pan 

Of  Edingborow,  and  saincte  Jonis  towne 

Adieu  syr  sommer,  cast  of  your  crowne. 

VyilEN  THE  SCOT  WAS  SLAYME. 

Continually  I  shall  remember 

The  mery  moneth  of  September 

With  the  xi.  day  of  the  same 

For  than  began,  our  myrthe  and  game 

So  that  now  I  baue  deuised 

And  in  my  minde^  I  baue  comprised 

Of  the  proude  Scot,  kyng  Jemmy 

To  wrytc  some  lyttell  tragedy 

For  no  manner  consideratiQn 

Of  any  sorowful  lamentation 

But  fur  the  special  consolacion 

Of  al  our  royal  Euglysh  nacion 

Melpomene,  O  muse  tragediall 

Unto  your  grace,  for  grace  njw  I  call 
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To  guydc  my  pen,  and  lUy  pen  to  enbibe 
Illumine  me,  your  poet,  and  your  scribe 
That  with  mixture  of  aloes  and  bitter  gall 
I  may  compound,  confectureft  for  accordiall 
To  angre  the  Scottes,  and  Irish  kiteringes  withal 
That  late  were  discomfect,  with  battaile  marcial 

Thalia,  my  muse,  for  you  also  call 
To  touche  them  with  tauntes  of  your  armonye 
A  medley  to  make,  of  mirth  with  sadnes 
The  hartes  of  England,  to  comfort  with  gladaes 
And  now  to  bcgyn,  I  wyil  me  adres 
To  you  rehersyiig,  the  somme  of  my  prooes. 

Kynge  Jamy,  Jemmy,  Jocky  my  joye 
Summond  our  king,  why  did  ye  so 
To  you,  nothing  it  did  accord 
To  summon  our  king,  your  soueraigne  lorde 
A  kyng  a  summer,  it  was  great  wonder 
Know  ye  not  suger,  and  salt  asonder 
Your  summer  to  saucye,  to  malepert 
Your  harrold  in  armes,  not  yet  halfe  expert 
Ye  thought  ye  did,  yet  valiauntlyc 
Nor  worth  thre  skippes  of  a  pye 
8yr  skyr  galyard,  ye  were  sa  skit 
Your  wil,  than  ran  before  your  wyt. 

Your  lege  ye  layd,  and  your  aly 
Your  franticke  fable,  not  worth  a  fly 
Frenche  kyng,  or  one  oc  other 
Regarded  you  should  your  lord  your  brother 
Trowed  ye  sir  Jemy,  his  noble  grace 
From  you  sir  Scot/ would  toume  his  face 
With  gup  syr  Scot,  of  Galawey 
Now  is  your  pryde  fi&ll  to  decay 
Male  vrid,  was  your  fals  entent 
For  to  ofTeude  your  president 
Your  lord,  yoinr  brother  and  your  regent. 

In  him  is  figured,  Mdchisedecke 
And  ye  were  disloyall  Amalecke 
He  is  oure  noble  Scipione 
Annoynted  kynge,  and  ye  were  none 
Thoughe  ye  vntrulye  your  father  haue  slayne 
His  tytle  is  true,  in  Fraunce  to  raygne 
And  ye  proude  Scot,  Dundc,  Dunbar 
Pardy  ye  were,  his  homager 
And  suter  to  his  parliament 
For  your  vntnithe,  now  are  ye,  shent 
Ye  bare  yourself,  somwhat  to  bold 
Therfore  ye  lost,  your  copy  hold 
Ye  were  boude  tenent,  to  his  estate 
I^st  is  your  game,  ye  aVe  checke  mate 
Unto  the  castell  of  Norram 
1  understande,  to  sone  ye  came 
At  Branxston  more,  and  Flodden  hilles 
Our  Englysh  bowes,  our  Englysh  bylles 
Against  you  gauc  so  sbarpe  a  shower 
That  of  Scotland,  ye  lost  the  flower 
The  white  lyon:  there  rampaunte  of  moode 
He  raged  and  rente  out  your  hart  bloude 
He  the  white,  and  you  the  red 
The  white  there  slewe  the  red  starke  ded 
Thifs  for  your  guerdon  quyt  are  ye 
Thanked  be  God  in  trinite 
And  Rwetc  sainct  George  our  ladyes  knyghte 
Your  eye  is  oute,  adewe  good  nyghte. 

Ye  were  starke  mad  to  make  a  fray 
His  grace  beyng  out  of  the  way 
But  by  the  power  and  might  of  God 
For  your  tayle  ye  made  a  rod 
Ye  wanted  wit,  sir  at  a  worde 
"Ve  lost  your  spurs:  ye  lost  your  sword 


Ye  might  haue  basked  you  to  huafly  bankef 
Your  pryde  was  peuysh  to  play  suche  prankef 
Your  pouerte  could  not  attayne 
With  our  kyng  royal,  war  to  mainUine. 

Of  the  kyng  of  Nauerne,  yc  myght  take  heed 
Ungrajciousty  howe  be  dothe  apeede 
An  double  dealynge,  so  he  dyd  dreame 
That  he  is  kynge,  withoute  a  reame 
And  for  exaurople,  he  woulde  none  take 
Experiens  hath  brought  you  in  such  a  brake 
Your  wealtbe,  your  joy,  your  sport,  your  play 
Your  braggyng  host,  your  royal  aray 
Your  beard  so  brym,  as  bore  at  baye 
Your  seuen  systers,  that  gun  so  gay 
All  haue  ye  lost,  and  caste  awaye. 
Thus  fortune  hath  turned  you:  I  dare  wd  sayc 
Now  from  a  kyng,  to  a  clot  of  clay 
Oute  of  robes,  ye  were  sbaked 
Aud  wretchedly  yc  lay,  starke  all  naked 
For  lacke  of  grace,  bard  was  your  hap 
The  popes  cures,  gaue  you  that  dap. 

Of  the  out  yles,  the  rough  foted  Scottes 
We  haue  wel  eased  them  of  the  bottes 
The  rude  rancke  Scottes,  lyke  droncken  Bancs 
At  Englysh  bowes  baue  fetched  theyr  banes 
It  is  not  sitting,  in  tower  and  towne 
A  summer,  to  were  a  kynges  crowne 
Fortune  on  you,  theifore  did  Crowne 
Ye  were  to  hye,  ye  are  cast  downe 
Syr  Sumner  now,  where  is  your  crowne 
Cast  of  your  crowne,  cast  vp  your  crowne 
Syr  Summer,  now  ye  have  lost  your  crowne 
Suod  Skelton  laureate,  oratoure  to  kynges  most 
royal  estate, 

Scotia  redactam  formam  prouincias 
Regis  parebit  nutibus  Angliae: 
Alioquin  (per  desertum  sin)  super  cherubim 
Cherubin,  seraphim,  seraphinque  ergo,  &c. 

UNTO    DIVERS    PEOPLE    THAT    REMORD  THIS 
RYMING   A6AINSTB  THE  SCOT  JEMHY. 

I  AM  now  constrayned 

With  words  nothynge  fayned 

This  inuective  to  make.     For  som  people  sake 

That  lyst  for  to  iangell 

And  waywardly  to  wrangell 

Againste  this  my  makynge 

Their  males  thereat  shakynge 

At  it  reprehending.     And  venemously  stiagyng 

Rebukynge  and  remordyng 

And  nothynge  accordyngc 

Cause  they  haue  none  other 
But  for  that  he  was  hyt  brother 
Brother  vniiaturall.    Unto  our  kyng  royall 
Against  whome  he  dyd  fighte 
Falslye  agaynst  all  ryghte 
Lyke  that  vntrue  rebel  1 
Falsle  Cayne  agaynst  AbelL 

But  who  fo  thereat  pyketh  mood 
The  tokens  are  not  good 
To  be  true  Englysh  blood 
For  if  they  understood 
His  tniitouriy  dispight 
He  was  a  recrayed  knighte 
A  subtill  sysmatike 
Righte  neare  an  heritike 
Of  grace  out  of  the  state 
And  died  e^commuaieatc 
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Axid  for  he  was  a  kynte 
The  more  shameful  rekeoyngc 
Of  taym  shoalde  men  reporte 
In  eaniest  and  in  sporte 
He  Hcantlye  loneih  oure  kynge 
1  bat  gnidgeth  at  this  thinge 
That  caste  socbe  ouerthwartes 
Percasb  haue  hollowe  hartes. 

U  VERITATBM  DICO,QUARB  RON  CREDITIS  MIHI. 
CBOBU8  DB  DYS  CONTRA  IICOTTE8,  CUM  OMNI 
PB0CBS81ONALI  FB8TIVTTATB  SOLEMPNISAUIT 
HOC  BPITOMA.  XII.  DIB  8EPTEMBRI8.  &C. 

Saujb  festa  dies  toto  resonabilis  suo 

3aa  Scottus  lacobus  obrutus  ense  cadit 
Baibara  Scottorum  gens  perfida  plena  malorum 

Vincitnr  ad  Norram,  uertitur  inque  fugam 
Vasta  palussed  campestris  (borie  memoratur 

Branxion  more)  soottins  terra  perosa  fuit 
Scotticacastra  fremunt  Floddun  sub  montibus  altis. 

3u9  ralide  jnuadens  dissipat  angia  manus 
Bf  illia  Scottorum  trusit  gens  anglica  passim 

Lozuriat  tepido  sanguine  pinguis  bumus 
Pisrs  antmas  mlseri  miseras,  roisere  sub  umbras 

Pars  niit  in  foueas,  pars  subiit  laiebras 
lam  quid  agit  lacobus,  damnorum  germlne  cretus 

Persidos.    Vt  nemroth  lapsus  ad  ima  rnit 
Die  modo  Scottoram  dudum  malesane  malorum 

Rector  nunc  regeris  mortuus  exce  iaces 
Sic  Leo  te  Rupidus  Leo  candidus  inclitus  ursit. 

3uo  Leo  in  Rubins  ultima  fata  luis 
AngKa  doc  choreas  resonent  tua  tympana  psallas 

Da  laodes  Domino.    Da  pia  vota  Deo. 

BMC  LAURBATCI  SKELTONIS  REGINA  ORATOR 
CHORUS  DED18.  &C  SUPER  TRIUMPH ALI  VIC- 
TORIA CONTRA  GALL08,  &C.  CANTAUIT  80LBM- 
RITBR  H0«  BLOGIUM  IN  PR0FE8T0  DIUX 
IOHAMNI8  AD  DECOLLATION  EM. 

Saldb  festa  dies  toto  memorabilis  arao. 

3aa  rex  Henricus  Oallico  bella  premit 
Heorinis  mtilans  Octauus  hostis  in  annis 

Tir  winne  gentis  moenia  strauit  humi 
Sceptriger  Anglorum  bello  validissimus  hector 

Francorom  gentis  colla  super ba  terit 
Be  Cleremonnt  clarus  duduui  die  galle  superbe 

Vnde  superbus  eris?  carcere  nonne  gemis  ? 
Discite  Francorum  gens  cetera  capta,  Britannum 

Noscite  magnanimum,  subdite  vosque  sibi 
Gloria  Cappadocis  diuae  miles  quae  Marias 

lUius  hie  sub  ope  Gallica  regna  reget. 
Hoc  insigne  bonum  dinino  Numine  gestum 

Angiica  gens  referat  semper,  ouansque  canat 
Per  Skcltonida  laureatum, 
Oratorem  regium. 


HERB  AFTER  FOLOWETH  THE  BOO&E,  INTITULED, 

fVARE  THE  HAWKE. 

ProloffUf  Skeltonidis  laureati  super  Ware  the 
Hawke. 

Tbi8  worke  deoised  is 
For  such  ns  do  amis 
And  specially  to  controule 
Suche  as  haue  cure  of  soule 
That  be  so  farre  abused 
They  caniioi  be  excused 


By  reason  nor  by  lawe 
But  that  they  play  the  dawe 
To  hawke  or  elsse  to  hunte 
From  the  aulter  to  the  funte 
With  crye  vnreuerente 
Before  the  sacramente 
Within  the  holy  church  boiuidis 
That  of  our  faith,  the  ground  is 
That  pryest  that  bawkes  so 
All  grace  is  farre  him  fro 
He  semeth  a  sismatike 
Or  elsse  an  heritike 
For  faith  in  him  is  faynte 
Therefore  to  make  complaynta 
Of  suche  mysaduised 
ParsonS)  and  disgised 
This  boke  we  haue  denised 
Compcndiouslye  comprised 
No  good  priest  .to  offend 
But  such  dawes  to  amend 
In  hope  that  no  man  shall 
Be  miscontent  withall. 

I  shall  you  make  rclacion 
By  waye  of  apostrofaction 
Under  supportacion 
Of  your  pocient  tolleracion 
Hou'  I  Skelton  laureat 
Deuised  and  also  wrate 
Upon  a  lewde  curate 
A  parson  beneficed 
But  nothing  well  adoised 
He  shall  be  as  now  nameles 
But  he  shall  not  be  blameles 
Nor  he  shall  not  be  shameles 
For  sure  he  wrought  amis 
To  hawke  in  my  churche  of  Dis 
This  fonde  frantike  fauconer 
With  hys  pointed  pawtner 
As  priest  vnreuerent 
Straight  to  the  sacrament 
He  made  his  hawke  to  fly 
With  hogeous  showte  and  crye 
The  bye  aulter  he  strypt  naked 
There  on  he  stode  and  craked 
He  sboke  down  al  the  clothes 
And  sware  horrible  othes 
Before  the  face  of  God 
By  Moyses  and  Arons  rod 
Or  that  he  thence  yede 
His  hawke  should  pray  and  fedt 
Upon  a  pigeons  mawe 
The  bloude  ran  downe  raw 
Upon  the  auter  stone 
The  hawke  tyred  on  a  bonne 
And  in  the  holy  place 
She  muted  there  a  chace 
Upon  my  corporas  face 
Such  sacrificium  laodis 
He  made  with  such  gambawdis. 

OBBERVATB. 

His  second  hawke  waxed  gerye 
And  was  with  flying  wery 
She  had  flow  in  so  oft 
That  on  the  rode  loft 
She  perked  her  to  rest 
The  fauconer  then  was  prest. 
Came  running  with  a  dow 
And  cryed  stow  stow  stow 
But  she  would  not  bowa 
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He  then  to  be  snre 

Called  her  with  a  lure 

Her  meate  was  very  crude 

She  had  not  wel  endude 

She  was  not  cleane  ensaymed 

She  was  not  wel  reclaymed 

Bat  the  £iwconer  unfayned 

Was  much  more  febler  brained 

The  hawke  had  no  lyst 

To  come  to  his  fyst 

She  loked  as  she  had  the  fronce 

With  that  he  gare  her  a  bounce 

Fui  vpon  the  gorge 

I  wyl  not  fayne  nor  forge 

The  hawke  with  that  clap 

Fell  down  with  euil  hap 

The  church  dores  wer  sparred 

Fast  bolted  and  barred 

Yet  with  a  prety  gin 

I  fortuned  to  come  in 

This  rebel!  to  bebolde 

Whereof  hym  I  contrould 

But  he  sayd  that  he  wolde 

Agaynst  my  mynde  and  will 

In  my  churche  hawke  styll. 

CONSIDERATE. 

On  sainct  John  decollacion 
He  hawked  on  this  facion 
Tempore,  vesperarum 
Sed,  non  secundum  Sarum 
But  like  a  marche  haram 
His  braynes  were  so  pa  rum 
He  sayde  he  would  not  let 
His  houndes  for  to  fet 
To  hunte  there  by  lyberte 
In  the  dispite  of  me 
And  to  balowe  there  the  foxe 
Downe  went  my  offeryng  box 
Boke  bel  and  candell 
AI  that  he  might  handell 
Cross  staffe,  Icctrine  and  banner 
Fel  done  on  thys  manner. 

DELIBERATE.' 

With  troll,  citrace  and  trouy 
They  ranged  hankiu  bouy 
My  church  all  about 
Thys  fawconer  gan  shoute 
These  be  my  gospellers 
These  be  my  pistillers 
These  be  my  qneristers 
To  help  me  to  singe 
My  hawkes  to  mattens  ring 
In  this  pnestly  giding 
His  hawke  then  flew  vpon 
The  rode  with  Mary  and  John 
Delt  he  not  lyke  a  fon 
Delt  he  not  lyke  a  daw 
Or  elsse  is  this  Goddes  law 
Decrees  or  decretals 
Or  holy  sinodals 
Or  dsse  prouincials 
Thus  within  the  wals 
Of  holy  churche  to  deale 
Thus  to  ringe  a  peale 
With  his  hawkes  belles 
Doutles  suche  losels 
Make  the  church  to  be 
lu  smal  aiicthorit« 


A  curate  in  special! 
To  snapper  and  to  fell 
Into  this  open  crime 
To  loke  on  this  were  time 

VIGILATB. 

But  who  so  that  lokes 
In  the  officials  bokes 
Ther  her  may  see  and  reed 
That  this  is  matter  in  deed 
How  be  it  mayden  meed 
Made  them  to  be  agreed 
And  so  the  scribe  was  feed 
And  the  Pharasaye 
Than  durst  nothing  say- 
But  let  the  matter  slip 
And  made  truth  to  trip 
And  of  the  spirituall  law 
They  made  but  a  gew  gaw. 
And  toke  it  out  in  dryake 
And  this  the  cause  doth  shrink 
The  church  is  thus  abused 
Reproched  and  polluted 
Correction  hath  no  place 
And  al  for  lacke  of  grace 

DEFLORATE. 

Loke  now  in  Exodi 
And  de  area  domini 
With  regum  by  and  by 
The  Bibel  wyl  not  lye 
How  the  temple  was  kept 
How  the  temple  was  swept 
Where  sanguis  taarorum 
Aut  sanguis  vitulorum 
Was  offered  within  the  wals 
After  Ceremonials 
When  it  was  pointed 
Sentence  was  executed 
By  way  of  expiacion 

DIUINITATB. 

Then  much  more  by  the  rode 
Where  Christes  precious  bloud 
Daily  offrcd  is 
To  be  poluted  this 
And  that  he  wished  with  all 
Tliat  the  downes  donge  downe  might 

fall 
nto  my  chalis  at  mas 
When  consecrated  was 
The  blessed  sacrament 
•   O  priest  unreverent 
He  sayde  that  he  would  hunt 
From  the  aulter  to  the  funt 


/■ 


REFORMATE, 

« 

Of  no  tyrande  I  rede 
That  so  farre  dyd  excede 
Neither  yet  Dioclesian 
Nor  yet  Domisian 
Nor  yet  croked  Cacus 
Nor  yet  dronken  Bacons 
Nother  Olibrius  nor  Dionisius 
Nothcr  Phalary 
Rehersed  in  valery 
Nor  Sai-dannpall 
ITiihappiest  of  all 
Nor  Nero  the  worst 
Nor  Clawdius  the  onrst 
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Kor  yet  Egeas 
Nor  yet  »3rr  Pbenimbru 
Nother  Zorobabell 
Nor  craell  Jesabell 
Nor  yet  Tarquiaius 
Whome  Titus  Liuius 
In  writinge  doth  enroll 
F  have  red  them  poll  by  poll/ 
The  storye  of  Aristobel     ^-^^ 
And  of  Constantinobel 
Whicbe  citye  Miscreantes  wan 
And  slue  many  a  christen  man 
Yet  the  Sowded  nor  the  Turke 
"Wrought  neuer  such  a  worke 
For  to  let  their  hawkes  flye 
In  the  church  of  Saint  Sophy 
With  much  matter  more 
That  I  kepe  iu  store 

pemsitatbT" 
Then  in  a  tabel  playne 
I  wrote  a  verse  or  twayne 
Whereat  he  made  disdayne 
The  pekyshe  parsons  brayne 
Coulde  not  reache  nor  attaine 
What  the  sentence  mente 
He  sayde  for  a  croked  intent 
The  wordes  were  paruerted 
And  this  he  ouerthwarted 
Of  the  wbiche  processe 
Ye  maye  knoive  more  expresse 
If  it  please  you  to  loke 
In  the  residue  of  this  booke. 

HERB  AFTER  FOLLOWETH  THE  TABLE. 

Lore  on  this  tabul 
Whether  thou  art  abul 
To  rede  or  to  spel 
What  these  verses  tel. 

Sioculo  latueris  est  colo  bunraard 
Nixphedras  uisarum  caniuter  tauntantes. 

R^iterplas  Natanbrianum  sudus  itnugenus, 
18.  10.  a.    11.  19.4.    13.    3.    3.    1.  tenualet. 

Cartola  stct  precor  haec  vello  temeranda  petulco 

Hos  rapiet  numeros  non  homo  sz  mala  bos. 

Ex  parte.     Rem  carte  aduerte   aperte,  pone 
mosam  arethusam  banc. 

Whereto  shoulde  I  rehers 
The  sentence  of  my  vers. 
In  them  be  no  scholes 
For  braynsicke  franticke  foles 
Construas  hoc,  domine  Dawcocke. 

Ware  the  hawke. 

Maister  Sophista 
Ye  simplex,  silogista 
The  deoelysbe  dogmatista 
Your  hawke  on  your  fista 
To  hawke  when  your  Usta 
In  ecdesia  ista  domine  cacapisti 
With  thy  hawke  on  thy  fisty 
Kunquid  sic  dixist.     Nunquid  sic  fecisti 
Sed  vbi  hoc  legisti 
Aut  vnde  hoc,  doctor  Dawcocke. 

Ware  the  hawke. 

Doctor  Dialetica 
Where  finde  you  in  Ipotetica 
Or  in  Cathagoria.     Latina,  sine  dorica 
To  vse  your  hawkes,  fbrica 
In  propiciatorioy  tanquam,  diuresorio 


Unde^hoc,  domine  Dawcoke. 

Ware  the  hawke. 

Saye  to  me  Jacke  Maris 
fiuare  accuparis  ad  sacramentum  altarif 
For  no  reuens  thou  spares 
To  shake  my  pygeons  federis 
Super  arcam  federis 
Unde  hoc,  doctor  Dawcocke 

Ware  the  hawke. 
Sir  dominus  vobiscum  par  aucupium 
Ye  made  your  hawke  to  cum 
Desuper  candelabrum 
^  Christi  crucifix! 
To  fede  vpon  your  fistye 
Die  inimicc  crucis  Christi.     Ubi  didicisti 
Facere  hoc,  domine  Dawcocke 

Ware  the  hawke. 

Apostata  Julianus 
Nor  yet  Nestorianus 
Thou  shalt  no  where  rede 
That  they  dyd.such  a  dede 
To  let  theyr  hawkes  fly 
Ad  ostium  taberaaculi 
In  quo  est  corpus  Domini 
Caue  hoc,  doctor  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

This  doutlesse  ye  raued 
Dis  churche  ye  thus  depraued 
Wherfore  as  I  be  saued 
Ye  are  therefore  be  knaued 
Suare,  quia  euangclia 
Concha,  et  conchelia 
Ancipiter,  et  sonalia 
Cetera,  quoque  talia 
Tibi  sunt  equalia 
Unde  hoc  domine  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

Et  relis  et  ralis  et  reli quails 
From  Granado  to  Galis 
From  Winchelsee  to  Wales 
Non  est  brain^icke  tales 
Nee  minus  racionalis.    Nee  magis  besti* 
That  singges  with  a  chalis 
Construas  hoc  doctor  Dawcocke 
Ware  the  hawke. 

Mased  witles  smery  smyth 
Hampar  with  your  hammer  vpon  thy  styth 
And  make  here  of  a  sickel  or  a  saw 
For  though  ye  live  a  hundred  yere  ye  shal 
dye  a  daw 

Vos  valete  doctor  indiscrete 

BKELTONIS  APOSTROPHAT  AO  DICUM  IOHANNEBC 
DBCPLLATCM  IN  CUIUS  PROFESTO  FIEBAT  H09 
AUCUPIUM, 

O  MEMORANDA  dies  qua  decolare  lobannes  Acu- 
pium  facithaud  quandam  quod  fecerit  infra  eccle- 
siam  de  dis  utolans  sua  sacra  sacrorum  rector  de 
Whiphostocke  doctor  cognomine  Daucocke,  et 
dominus  Wodcocke,  prubatis.  probat  hie.  probat 
haec  hoc. 

Libertas  veneranda  pi  Is  concessa  poetis,  discendi 
est  quecui^ue  placent  quccuuque  juvabunt  te  vel 
quascunque  valent  iustas  defendere  causas  vel 
quscunque  voient  stolidos  mordere  petulcot. 
£rgo  dabis  veniam. 
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QUOD  8KBI.TON  ULUREAT. 

All  noble  men  of  this  take  bede 
And  beleue  it  as  your  erode. 

To  hastye  of  sentence 
To  feane  for  none  otfence 
To  scarce  of  your  expens 
To  large  in  necligence 
To  slacke  in  recompens 
To  bawte  in  excellence 
To  lighte  intelligence 
And  to  lyghte  of  credence 
Where  these  kepe  residence 
Reason  is  banysbed  thence 
And  also  dame  Prudence 
With  sober  pacience. 

All  noble  men  of  this  take  heda 

And  beleue  it  as  your  crede 

Then  wythoute  coUnsyon 
Marke  well  this  conclusion 
Tborowe  suche  abusioa 
And  by  suche  illusion 
Unto  greate  confusion 
A  nobell  man  may  fall 
And  hys  honoure  appall 
That  yf  ye  tbinke  this  shall 
Not  rub  you  on  the  gall 
Then  the  deoill  take  all 

All  Dobeli  men  of  this  take  bede.  &c 

QUOD  SKELTON  LAUREATE. 

Ye  may  heare  now,  in  this  rbime 
How  euery  thing,  must  baue  a  time. 

Time  is  a  thing,  that  no  man  may  resist 

Time  is  transitory,  and  irreuocable 

Who  saith  the  contrary,  time  passeth  as  him  list 

Time  must  be  taken,  in  season  conenable 

Take  time  when  time  is,  for  time  is  ay  mutable 

All  thing  hath  time,  who  can  for  it  prouide 

Bide  for  time  who  wil,  for  time  wil  no  man  abide 

T^me  to  be  sad,  and  time  to  play  and  sporte 
Time  to  take  rest,  by  way  of  recreation 
Tyme  to  study,  and  time  to  use  comfort 
l^me  of  pleasure,  and  time  of  oonsolatioo 
Thus  time  hath  his  t»me,  of  divers  maner  fkcion 
Tyme  for  to  eate  and  drynke,  for  thy  repast 
Tyme  to  be  liberall,  and  time  to  make  no  wast 

Tyme  to  travel,  and  time  for  to  rest 
Time  for  to  speake,  and  time  for  to  hold  tbi  peace 
Time  woulde  be  vsed,  when  time  is  best 
Time  to  begin,  and  time  for  to  cease 
And  when  time  i.i,  put  thy  self  in  prease 
And  when  time  is,  to  holde  thy  selfe  a  backa 

The  rotes  take  their  sap,  in  time  of  vere 
In  time  of  sommer,  floures  freshe  and  grcne 
In  time  of  baruest,  men  their  come  shere 
In  time  of  winter  the  north  wind  waxeth  kene 
So  bitterly  biting,  the  6oure8  be  not  seue 
The  kalendis  of  Janus,  with  his  frostes  hore 
That  time  iB^  when  peo))le  most  line  upon  tlie  store 
fiuod  Skelton  laureaU 


j4  prayer 

TO  THE  FATHER  OF  IIEAUEN. 

O  RADIANT  luminary  of  light  interminabla. 
Celestiall  fatlier,  potenciall  God  of  might 


Of  beauen  and  earth.    O  Lonte  inoompenible 
Of  al  perfections  the  essenciall  most  perCgbte 
O  Maker  of  mankind,  that  formed  day  and  night 
Whose  power  imperial,    comprebendeth   eoery 

place 
Mine  hart,  my  mind,  my  thought,  my  bole  deltte 
Is  after  this  lyfe,  to  se  thy  glorious  face^ 

Whose  magnificence,  is  incomprehensible 
Al  arguments  of  reason,  which  far  doth  excede 
Whose  deite  doutles,  is  indiuisible 
From  whom  al  goodnes,  and  vertue  doth  prooede 
Of  thy  support,  al  creatures  have  nede 
Assist  me  good  Lord,  and  graunt  me  of  thy  grace 
To  Hue  to  thy  pleasure,  in  word  thought  and  dedc 
And  after  this  lyfe  to  see  thy  glorious  hce, 

TO  THE  SECONDS  PAR80HE. 

O  BBNIGNE  Jesu,  my  souerain  lorde  and  kynge 
The  only  sonne  of  God,  by  fiiiaciou 
The  second  parson,  without  beginning 
Both  God  and  man,  our  faith  maketb  plain  rdacion 
Mary  the  mother,  by  way  of  incamacion 
Whose  glorious  passion,  our  soules  doth  reuiue 
Again  al  bodely,  and  ghostly  tribulacion 
Defend  me  with  tby  piteous  woundes  fine 

O  pereles  prynce,  paynted  to  the  death 
Rufully  rent,  thy  body  wan  and  Uo 
For  my  rederapcion,  gaue  vp  thy  vytal  breathe 
Was  neuer  sorow,  lyke  to  thy  deadly  wo 
Graunt  me,  out  of  this  world  when  1  shal  go 
Tbine  endles  mercy,  for  my  preseruatiue 
Against  the  world,  the  flesh,  the  deuill  also 
Defende  me  with  thy  piteous  woundes  fine. 

TO  THE  HOLY  GHOST. 

O  FIRY  sentence,  inflamed  with  all  grace 
Enkyndeling  bertes,  with  brandes  charitable 
The  endlesse  nswarde  of  pleasure  and  solace 
To  the  Father,  and  the  Son,  thou  art  communicable 
In  vnitate,  which  is  Inseperable 
O  water  of  lyfe,  O  wel  of  consolacion 
Against  al  suggestions  deadly,  and  dampnabie 
Rescu  me  good  Lorde,  by  your  preseruacion. 

To  whome  is  appropryed,  the  Holy  Ghost  by 
The  third  pai-son,  one  God  in  Trinite  [name 

Of  perfyt  loue,  thou  art  the  ghostlye  flame 
O  mirrour  of  mekeues,  peace  and  tranqnilitye 
My  comfort,  my  counsel,  my  parflt  charity 
O  water  of  lyfe,  O  wel  of  consolacion 
Against  all  storms,  of  hard  adversitie 
llescu  me  good  Lord,  by  thy  preseruation. 
Amen. 

';2uod  Skelton  laureate. 


Here  after  folowclh  the  boke  called  ENooar 
Ramming. 

ITiE  TUNNYNG  OF  ELYNOUR 
RUMMINGK 

PER  SKELTOM  LAUREATE. 

Tell  you  I  chill 
If  that  ye  wyll 

>  A  woman  who  sold  ale  near  Leatheihcd  is 
Surrey.    C. 
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Awhaebestm 
Ofacomelyegyll 
That  dwelt  on  a  fayll 
But  she  is  not  gryll 
For  she  is  somewhat  sage 
And  well  worne  in  age 
For  her  visage 
It  woulde  asswage 
A  mannes  courage 
t.       Her  lotbelye  leare 
Li  DOibynge  cleare 
But  yglye  of  cheare. 
Droapye  and  drowsye 
Scurvy  and  lowsy 
Her  face  all  bowsy 
Comely e  crinckled 
Wonderously  wrynkled 
Lyke  a  roste  pigges  eare 
Brystled  with  here 

Her  lewde  lyppes  twaync 
They  slauer  men  sayne 
Lyke  a  ropye  rayne 
A  gummy  glayre 
She  is  Tglye  fay  re 
Her  nose  some  dele  hoked 
And  camouslye  croked 
Neuer  stoppinge 
But  euer  dropping 
Her  skin  lose  and  slacke 
Grained  like  a  sacke 
With  a  croked  backe 

Her  eyen  gowndye 
Are  full  vnsownd^ 
For  they  are  blered 
And  she  graye  beared 
Jawed  lyke  a  Jetty 
A  man  would  have  pity 
To  se  how  she  is  gumbed 
Fingured  and  thumbed 
Gently  joynted 
Oresed  and  annointed 
Up  to  the  knockles 
The  bones  her  buckles 
Together  made  fisste 
Her  youthe  is  farre  paste 
Foted  lyke  a  plane 
Legges  like  a  crane 
And  yet  she  wyl  iet 
Lyke  a  iolly  set 
In  her  furred  docket 
And  gray  russet  rocket 
With  simper  the  cocket 
Her  huke  of  Lyncole  grene 
It  hadde  bene  hers  I  wene 
More  then  fortye  yeare 
And  so  it  dothe  appeare 
An^  the  grene  bare  thredes 
Looke  lyke  sere  wedes 
Wythered  lyke  haye 
The  woll  worne  awaye 
And  yet  1  dare  saye 
She  thinketh  her  selfe  gaye 
Uppon  the  holye  daye 
When  she  dothe  her  araye 
And  giidcth  in  her  getes 
Stitched  and  pranked  with  plete» 
Her  kirtell  Bri*towe  red 
With  clothes  vppon  her  hcade 
That  they  way  a  sowe  of  leadt 


Wrythen  in  a  wonder  wiia 
After  the  Sarazins  glse 
With  a  whim  wham 
Knit  with  a  trim  tram 
Uppon  her  brayne  paniia 
Like  an  Egiptian 
Capped  aboute 
Whan  she  goeth  oute 
Her  selfe  for  to  shewe 
She  driueth  downe  the  dewa 
With  a  paire  of  heles 
As  brode  as  two  wholes 
She  hobbles  as  a  gose 
With  her  blauket  hose 
Her  shone  smered  with  talov 
Gresed  vpon  dyrt 
That  baudeth  her  skyrt 

PHIMUS  PAS8U8. 

And  this  comely  dame 

I  vnderstande  her  name 

Is  Elynoure  Rumminge 

At  home  in  her  wonnyng 

And  as  men  say 

She  dwelt  in  Sotbray 

In  a  certaine  stede 

By  syde  Lederhede 

She  is  a  tonnishe  gyb 

The  deuell  and  she  be  sib. 
But  to  make  vp  my  tale 

She  brueth  poppy  ale 

And  maketh  therof  poorte  sate 

To  traudlers,  to  tinkers 

To  sweters,  to  swinkers 

And  all  good  ale  drynkers 

That  wyll  nothinge  spare 

But  dryncke  tyll  they  stare 

And  bringe  them  sdfe  bare 

With  now  away  the  mare 

And  let  vs  sley  care 

As  wise  as  an  hare 
Come  who  so  wil^ 

To  Elioour  on  the  hil 
With  fil  the  cup  fill 
And  sit  there  by  still 
Earelye  and  late 

Thither  commeth  Kate 
Cislye  and  Sare 
With  thesrr  legges  bare 
And  also  theyr  fete 
Hardely  full  vnswete 
With  their  heles  dagged 
Theyr  kyrtelles  all  to  lagged 
Theyr  smockes  all  to  ragged 
With  titters  and  Utters 
Brynge  dyshes  and  platters 
With  all  theyr  mighte  runnyng 
To  Elynoure  Rummyoge 
To  baue  of  her  tunninge 
She  leaneth  them  of  the  same 
And  thus  beginneth  the  game 

Some  wenches  come  vnbrated 
Wyth  theyr  naked  pappes 
That  flippes  and  flappes 
It  wygges  and  it  wagges 
Lyke  tawny  saffW)n  bagges 
A  sorte  of  foul  drabbes 
All  scuruy  with  scabbes 
Some  be  flye  bytten 
Some  skewed  as  a  ky  tten 
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Some  with  a  sho  cloute 
Bynde  their  heades  aboute 
Some  have  no  herelace 
Tbeyrlockes  about  their  face 
Theyr  tresses  untruste 
All  full  of  vnluBte 
Some  looke  strawrye 
Some  cawrye  mawrya 
Fall  untidye  tegges 
Lyke  rotten  egges 
Such  a  lewde  sorte 
To  Elynoure  resorte 
From  tyde  to  tyde 
i^bydeabyde 

And  to  you  shall  be  toulde 
Hove  her  ale  is  soulde 
To  mawte  and  to  molde 

BECUVmVt  PASlOS 

Some  have  do  monye 
That  thither  commye 
For  their  ale  to  paye 
That  is  a  shrewde  aray 
Elinoure  sweared  naye 
Ye  shall  not  beare  awaye 
My  ale  for  noughte 
By  bim  that  me  boughte 

With  hey  dogge  haye 
Have  these  dogges  awaye 
With  gette  me  a  stafie 
The  swyne  eate  my  drafTe 
Strike  the  hogges  with  a  clubbe 
They  haue  dronk  vp  mi  swilling  tub 
For  be  there  never  so  much  prese 
These  swine  go  the  bye  dese 
The  sowe  with  her  pygges 
The  bore  his  taile  wrygges 
Against  the  bye  bench. 
With  fo,  ther  is  a  stench 
Gather  vp  thou  wench. 
Seest  thou  not  what  is  fall 
Take  vp  drit  and  all. 
And  beare  out  of  the  hal 
God  gene  it  il  preuing.. 
Clenly  as  euel  cheuing 

But  let  us  turne  plain, 
Ther  we  left  againe 
For  as  ill  a  patch  as  that. 
The  hens  run  in  the  mashfat 
For  they  go  to  roust 
Straight  oner  the  ale  ioust 
And  donge  whan  it  eommea 
In  the  ale  tunnes 
Then  Eluiour  taketh. 
The  mash  bol  and  shakcth 
The  hennes  donge  away. 
And  skommeth  it  in  a  tray 
Where  as  the  yest  is. 
With  her  maungy  fistis 
And  somtime  she  blens 
The  donge  of  her  hennes 
And  the  ale  together. 
And  sayth  gfMtsip  come  hither 
This  ale  sbal  be  thicker 
And  floure  the  moi'e  quicker 
For  I  may  tel  yon 
I  learned  it  of  a  Jewe 
Wham  I  began  to  brewe 
And  I  have  fbuude  it  trcw 
Drinke  nowe  while  it  'u  new 


And  ye  may  it  broke 

It  shall  make  you  loke 

Younger  than  ye  be 

Yeres  two  or  thre 

For  ye  may  prove  it  by  me 

Behold  she  sayd  and  see 

How  bright  1  am  of  ble 

Ich  am  not  cast  away 

That  can  my  husband  saye 

Whan  we  kysse  and  playe 

In  lustc  and  in  likynge 

He  calleth  me  his  whiting  * 

His  mullinge  and  his  nittine 

His  nobbes  and  his  connye 

His  sweting  and  hys  honny 

With  basse  my  prety  bonny 

Thou  arte  worthe  good  and  monny 

This  make  I  my  falyre  fanny 

Tyll  that  he  drcame  and  dronnye 

For  after  all  oure  sport 

Than  will  he  rout  and  snort 

Then  swetely  together  we  ly 

As  two  pygges  in  a  stye. 

To  cease  me  semeth  best 
And  of  this  tale  to  teast 
And  for  to  leaue  this  letter 
Because  it  is  no  better 
And  because  it  is  no  swettcr 
We  wyll  no  farther  ryme 
Of  it,  at  this  time 
But  we  wyl  turne  playne 
Where  we  left  agayne. 

TERTIUS  P/kSSUS. 

5k>me  instede  of  coinc  and  monny 

Will  come  and  bi-ynge  her  a  conny 

Or  else  a  pot  with  honni 

Some  a  knife  and  sotne  a  spone 

Some  brynge  their  hose,  some  ther  shooe 

Some  Tan  a  good  trot 

With  a  skyllet  or  a  pot 

Some  fyll  their  pot  full 

Of  good  Lemster  woU 

An  huswife  of  tmste 

Whan  she  is  a  thrust 

Suchd  a  %vebbe  can  spyn 

Her  thryfte  is  full  thyn 

Some  go  strayghte  thyther 
Be  it  slaty  or  slider 
They  holde  the  hyc  waye 
ITiey  care  not  what  men  saye 
Be  that  us  be  maye 
Some  lothe  to  be  espyde 
Some  start  in  at  the  backe  syde 
Ouer  the  hedge  and  pale 
And  all  for  the  good  ale 

Some  renne  tyll  they  swete 
Bryng  with  them  malt  or  whete 
And  dame  Elinoure  entreat 
To  byrle  them  of  the  best 

Than  cometh  an  other  gcst 
She  siverod  by  the  rode  of  rest 
Hcrlyppes  are  so  drye 
Without  drynke  she  must  dye 
Therefore  fyll  it  by  and  by 
And  haue  here  a  pecke  of  ry 

A  none  cometh  another 
As  drye  as  the  other 
And  wyth  her  dothe  bryng 
Mele,  ealt,  or  other  thing 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ELINOUR  RUMMING. 


269 


Her  harnest  girdle,  her  weddiag  ringe 

To  paye  for  hir  scot 

Am  Cometh  (o  her  lot 

Som  bringeth  her  husbandes  hood 

Because  the  ale  is  good 

Another  brought  her  his  cap 

To  offer  to  the  ale  tap 

With  llaxe  and  with  towe 

With  hey  a  ad  with  ho  we 

Syt  we  down  a  rowe 

And  dryncke  tyH  we  blowe 

And  pype  tirlye  tyrlowe 

Some  layde  to  pledge 
Theyr  hatchet  and  their  wedge 
Their  hekell  and  their  rele 
Their  rock,  their  spinning  whele 
And  some  went  so  narrow 
They  laid  to  pledge  their  wharrow 
Their  ribskin  and  their  spindell 
Theyr  nedel  and  their  thimbell 
Here  was  scante  tbryfle 
Whan  they  made  soch  shyfte 

Their  thmst  was  so  great 
They  asked  never  for  meate 
But  drincke  still  drynke 
And  let  the  cat  winke 
Let  vs  washe  oure  gommet 
From  the  dry  crommes 

QVARTU9  PASSUS. 

Some  for  very  nede 
Lay  down  a  skain  of  thredc 
And  some  a  skain  of  yame 
B^jthe  beanes  and  pease 
Small  chaffer  dothe  ease 
Sometime,  now  and  than 
Another  there  was  that  ran 
With  a  good  brassepan 
Her  colon  re  was  full  wan 
She  ran  in  al  the  haste 
Uubrased  and  vnlaste 
Tawnye  swart  and  swallows 
Lyke  a  cake  of  tallowe 
1  sweare  by  all  haliowe         • 
It  was  a  stare  to  take 
The  deuill  in  a  brake. 

And  than  came  baity  nge  J  one 
And  broughte  a  gambone 
Of  bakon  that  was  reastye 
Bat  Lorde  as  she  was  testye 
Angrye  as  a  waspye 
She  began  to  yane  and  gaspy 
And  bad  Elynoure  go  bet 
And  fyll  in  good  meate 
It  was  dere  that  was  farre  fet 

Another  broughte  a  spycke 
Of  a  bacon  flicke 
Her  tongue  was  Tcrye  quickc 
Bat  she  spake  somewhat  thicke 
Her  felowe  did  stammer  and  stut 
But  she  was  a  foule  slat 
For  her  mouthe  fomed 
And  her  bellye  groned 
Jone  aayne  she  had  eaten  a  fyest 
By  Christe  sayde  she  thou  lyest 
I  haue  as  »wete  a  breathe 
As  thou  with  shamcftill  deathe 

Then  Elinour  sayd,  ye  callettei 
I  sbaU  brcakfi  yo»r  palettes 


Without  ye  nowe  eease 

And  so  was  made  the  dronken  peace 

That  thider  came  droncken  Ales 

And  she  was  full  of  tales 

Of  tidinges  in  Wales. 

And  of  sainct  James  in  Gales 

And  of  the  Portyngales 

With  lo  gossip  1  wis 

Thus  and  thus  it  is 

There  hath  ben  greate  warre 

Betwene  Temple  barre 

And  the  crosse  iu  Cheape 

And  thei«  came  an  heape 

Of  mil  stones  in  a  route 

She  speaketh  thus  in  her  suouta 

Sneuelynge  in  her  nose 

As  thoughe  she  had  the  pose 

Lo  here  is  an  olde  tippet 

And  ye  wil  geue  me  a  sippet 

Of  your  stale  ale 

God  sende  you  good  sale 

And  as  she  was  drynkynge 

She  fell  in  a  wynkynge 

With  a  barlye  hoode 

She  pyste  where  she  stoode 

Than'began  she  to  wepc 

And  forthwith  fell  on  slepe 

Elynoure  tooke  her  vp 

And  blessed  her  wyth  a  cup 

Of  new  ale  in  comes 

Ales  founde  therein  no  thomes 

But  supped  it  vp  at  ones 

She  found  therin  no  bones 

QUINTUS  PASSUS. 

Now  in  Cometh  another  rabel 
Fyrst  one  with  a  ladell 
Another  \vith  a  cradell 
And  with  a  syde  sadel 
And  there  began  a  iabel 
And  clatterynge  and  a  babell 
Of  foles  silly 

That  had  a  fole  with  willy 
With  last  you,  and  gup  gillye 
She  coulde  not  lye  stilly  e 
Then  came  in  a  genet 
And  swarc  by  sainct  Bennet 
I  dranke  not  this  sennet 
A  draughte  to  my  paye 
Elynoure  I  the  pray 
Of  thyne  ale  let  vs  assaye. 
And  haue  here  a  pilch  of  gray 
I  weare  skinnes  of  conye 
That  causeth  1  loke  so  donny 
Another  than  dyd  hyche  her 
And  broughte  a  pottel  pycher 
A  tonnel,  and  a  bottel 
But  she  had  lost  the  stoppel 
She  cut  of  her  sbo  sole 
And  stopped  therwith  the  hole* 

Amonge  all  the  blommer 
Another  brought  a  skommer 
A  frying  pan  and  a  slice 
Elynoure  made  the  pryce 
For  good  ale  echc  whit. 

Than  starte  in  mad  Kyt 
That  had  ly  tie  wyt 
She  semed  some  deale  seke 
And  brought  vp  a  penj  chekft 
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To  dame  Eliooare 

For  a  dreughte  of  lycour. 

Than  Margery  milke  ducke 
Her  kirtell  she  did  vp  tucke 
An  ynche  aboue  her  kne 
Her  legges  that  ye  might  se 
Bat  they  were  sturdy  and  slabbled 
Mighty  pestels  and  clubbed 
As  fayre  and  as  white 
As  the  fote  of  a  kite 
She  was  somwhat  fonle 
Croke  necked  lyke  an  owle 
And  yet  she  broughte  her  feei 
A  cantel  of  Essex  chese 
Wab  well  a  fote  thicke 
Full  of  maggottes  quicke 
It  was  huge  and  greate 
And  mightye  stronge  meate 
For  the  deuill  to  eate 
It  was  tarte  and  pnnyete 
Another  sorte  of  slnttes 
Some  broughte  walnutes 
Some  apples,  some  peares 
Some  brought  their  clippinge  sheres 
'  Some  broughte  thys  and  that 
Some  broughte  1  wote  neare  what 
Some  broughte  theyr  husbandes  hat 
Some  podynges  and  lynkes 
Some  tripes  that  stinkes 

But  of  all  thys  thronge 
One  came  them  amonge 
She  semed  halfe  a  leche 
And  began  to  preach 
.  Of  the  tewesday  in  the  weke 
Whan  the  mare  doth  keke 
Of  the  vertue  of  an  vuset  leke 
Of  her  husbandes  breke 
Vfiih  the  feders  of  a  quaile 
She  could  to  bourde  on  sayle 
And  with  good  ale  barme 
She  could  make  a  charm 
To  healpe  with  all  a  stytche 
She  semed  to  be  a  wytche 
And  another  brought  two  goslingt 
That  wer  noughty  firoslings 
Some  brought  them  in  a  wallet 
She  was  a  cnmlye  callet 
The  goslioges  were  untide 
£linour  began  to  chide 
They  be  wrethocke  thou  haste  brout 
They  ar  shyre  shaking  nought 

SEXTUS  PAssns. 

Maud  ruggy,  thither  skipped 
She  was  vglye  hipped 
And  vglye  thicke  lipped 
Like  an  onion  sided 
Like  tan  ledder  hided 
«  She  had  her  so  guided 
Betwene  the  cup  and  the  wall 
That  she  was  there  with  all 
Into  a  palsey  foil 
With  that  her  bed  shaked 
And  her  handes  quaked 
Ones  heade  wold  haue  aked 
To  se  her  naked 
She  dranke  so  of  the  dregges 
The  dropsy  was  in  her  Icgges 
Her  htce  glistring  lyke  glass* 
All  foggye  hi  she  was 


She  had  also  the  goute 

In  all  her  joyntes  abonte 

Her  breth'was  sonre  and  stale 

And  smdled  all  of  ale 

Suche  a  bedfellawe 

Wold  make  one  cast  his  craw 

But  yet  for  all  that 

She  drancke  on  the  mashe  ht 

There  came  an  olde  r3i>ibe 

She  halted  of  a  kybe 

And  had  broken  her  shyn 

At  the  threshold  cummyng  in 

And  fell  so  wyde  open 

That  one  myght  se  her  token 

The  deuil  there  on  be  wroken 

What  nede  all  this  be  spoken 

She  yelled  lyke  a  calfe 

Ryse  vp  on  God*s  halfe 

Sayde  Elynoure  Rummynge 

1  be  shrewe  the  for  thy  cummyng 

As  she  at  her  did  plucke 

Quake,  quake,  sayde  the  ducke 

In  that  lampatrams  lap 

With  fye,  couer  the  shap 

Wyth  sum  flip  flap 

God  geue  it  yll  happe 

Sayde  Elynoure  for  shame 

Lyke  an  honest  dame 

Up  she  vtearte,  halfe  lame 

And  skantlye  coolde  go 

For  payne  and  for  wo 

In  came  another  dant 
Wyth  a  gose  and  a  gaut 
She  had  a  wide  wesant 
She  was  nothynge  pleasaunt 
Necked  lyke  an  oliphant 
Itwasabullifant 
A  gredy  cormerante 
Another  brought  her  gailik  beds 
Another  brought  her  bedes 
Of  jet  or  of  coale 
To  offer  to  the  ale  pole 
Some  brought  a  wimble 
Some  brought  a  thymble 
Some  brought  a  silke  lace 
Some  brought  a  pincase 
Some  her  husbandes  gowne 
Some  a  pillowe  of  downe 
Some  of  the  iiapery 
And  all  this  shyite  they  make 
For  the  good  ale  sake 

A  straw  said  bele  stande  vtter 
For  we  haue  egges  and  butter 
And  of  pigeons  a  payre. 

Then  sterte  forthe  a  fisgigga 
And  she  brought  a  bore  pigge 
The  flesh  thereof  was  rauke 
And  her  breath  strongly  stankt 
Yet  or  she  wente  she  dranke 
And  gate  her  greate  tbancke 
Of  Elynoure  for  her  ware 
That  she  thither  bare 
To  paye  for  her  share 
Nowe  trulye  to  my  tbinkyQge 
This  is  solempne  drinkyng 

SEPTIMUS  PAS8US. 

Soft  quoth  one  high  sibbil 
And  let  me  with  you  bibill 
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She  sate  downe  in  the  place 
With  a  Borye  fikce 
Whey  wormed  aboute 
Garnished  was  her  snoute 
With  here  and  there  a  puscul 
Lyke  a  scabbed  muscull 
This  ale  sayde  she  is  noppy 
Let  us  sippe  and  soppy 
And  not  spil  a  droppy 
For  so  mote  I  hoppye 
It  coleth  well  my  coppy 

Dame  Elinoure  sayde  she 
Haiie  here  is  for  me 
A  donte  of  London  pinnes 
And  with  that  she  beginnes 
The  pot  to  her  plucke 
And  dranke  a  good  lucke 
She  swinge  up  a  quarte 
At  ones  for  her  part 
Her  pauuche  was  so  puffed 
And  so  with  ale  stuffed 
Had  she  not  hyed  apace 
She  had  defoyled  the  place 

Than  began  the  sport 
Amongc  that  dronken  sort 
Dame  Elynoure  sayde  they 
Lende  here  a  cocke  of  hay 
To  make  all  thynge  cleane 
Ye  wote  well  what  we  meant 

But  syr  amonge  all 
That  sate  in  that  hall 
There  was  a  pricke  me  deintie 
Sate  lyke  a  saintye 
And  began  to  paintye 
As  thoughe  she  woulde  faintj 
She  made  it  as  koy 
As  a  lege  demoy 
She  was  not  halfe  so  wise 
As  she  was  peuysh  nyse 
She  sayde  neuer  a  worde 
Bat  rose  from  the  horde 
And  called  for  our  dam^ 
Elynoure  by  name 
We  supposed  I  wys 
That  she  rose  to  pisse 
But  the  verye  grounde 
Was  for  to  compounde 
With  Elynour  in  the  spence 
To  paye  for  her  expence 
I  haue  no  penny  nor  grote 
To  pay  sayd  she,  God  wot 
For  washiuge  of  my  throte 
But  my  bedes  of  amber 
Bere  them  to  your  chaumber 
Then  Elynour  dyd  them  hide 
Wythin  her  beddes  iiyde 
But  some  than  sat  righte  sad 
That  nothynge  had   ' 
There  of  theyr  one 
Neythcr  gelt  nor  pawue 
Sucbe  were  there  mennye 
That  had  not  a  pennye 
But  whan  they  should  walk* 
Were  fisyne  with  a  chalka 
To  score  on  the  balke 
Or  score  on  the  tayle 
God  gene  it  yll  hayle 
For  my  lyngers  ytche 
I  have  written  to  mych 
Of  this  mad  mummyng 
Of  Clynottre  Rammynge 


Thus  endeth  the  gest 
Of  this  worthye  fest. 

Suod  Skelton  laureat 

LAUREATI   SKBI.T0NIDI8    IN    DESPBCTU    UALI43- 
NANTIUM  mSTlCON. 

Qtam vfs  insanis,  quamvis  marcescis  inanis 
Inuidi  cantamus,  haec  loca  plena  locis 

Bien  men  souuient. 

Omnes  fominas,  quse  vel  nimis  bibulse  sunt,  vel 
quae  sordida  labe  squaloris,  aut  quam  Sparca 
fioeditatis  macula,  aut  veiiiosa  Uqnacitate  notantur, 
poeta  invitat  ad  audiendum  hunc  libellum,  &c. 

Ebria,  squalida,  sordida  fsmina,  prodiga  verbis 
Hue  currat,  properet  veniat  sua  (acta  libeUus 
Iste  ▼olutabit:  Paean  sua  plectra  sonando 
Materiam  risus  cant£d)it  carmine  rauco. 

FINIS. 

Suod  Skelton  laureate. 


HERB  AFTER  FOLOWETH  A  LITLB  BOKE  WHICH 
HATH  TO  NAME, 

WHY  COMB  YE  KOT  W  COURT, 

Compiled  by  Mayster  Skelton  poete  laureate. 

The  relucent  mirror  for  all  prelats  and  presidents 
as  well  spirituall  as  temporall  sadly  to  loke 
vpon,  deuised  in  English  by  Skelton. 

All  noble  men  of  this  take  hede 
And  beleue  it  as  your  crede. 

To  hastye  of  sentence 
To  fearce  for  none  offence 
To  scarce  of  your  expence 
To  large  in  negligence 
To  slacke  in  recompence 
To  haut  in  excellence 
To  lyght  intellygence 
And  to  lyght  in  credence 
Where  these  kepe  resydencs 
Reason  is  banished  thence. 
And  also  dame  Prudence 
Wyth  sober  Pacience 
All  noble  men,  &c. 

Than  without  collusion 
Marke  well  thys  conclusioa 
Through  such  abusion 
And  by  suche  illusion 
Unto  great  confosion 
A  noble  man  may  fall 
And  his  honoure  appall 
And  yf  ye  thynke  thys  shal 
Not  rubbe  you  on  the  gall 
Than  the  deuyll  take  all,  &c 
Hec  rates  ille,  de  quo  loquuntnr  in  tllis. 

For  age  is  a  page 
For  the  court  full  unmeete 
For  age  cannot  rage 
Nor  basse  her  swecte  sweete 

But  whan  age  seeth  that  rage 
Dothe  asswage  and  refrayne 
Than  wyll  age  have  corage 
To  come  to  court  agayne. 
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Bat 

Helasy  sage  oaenge 
To  madly  decayes 
That  age  for  dottage 
Is  recoaered  now  a  dayes 
Thus  age  graunt  domage 
Is  nothyng  set  hy 
And  rage  in  arerage 
Doth  renne  lamentably. 
So 

That  rage  must  make  pillage 
To  catcbe  that  catcbe  maye 
And  wyth  sucbe  forage 
Hunte  the  boskage 
That  hartes  wyl  ninne  awaye 
Bothe  hartes  and  hindes 
With  all  goid  mindes 
Fare  well,  than  haue  good  day 

Than  haue  good  day  adew 
For  deiaute  of  rescew 
Some  men  may  happely  rew 
And  theyr  heades  mew 
The  time  doth  faste  ensew 
That  bales  begin  to  brew 
I  drede  by  swete  Jesu 
This  Ule  will  be  to  trew 
In  fayth  dicken  thou  crew. 

In  fayth  dicken,  thou  crew,  Ice. 

Dicken,  thou  crew  doutles 
For  truelye  to  expreese 
There  hath  be  much  exces 
With  banketyng  braynlesse 
With  ryoting  rechles 
With  gambaudyng  thryftles 
With  spend,  and  waste  wldes 
Treating  of  truce  restlesse 
Pratyng  for  peace  peaslesse 
They  countring  at  Cales 
Wrange  vs  on  the  wales 
Chief  councelour  was  careles 
Gronyng  grouching  graceles 
And  to  none  entent 
Our  talwod  is  all  brent 
Our  fagottes  are  all  spent 
We  may  blow  at  the  cole 
Our  mare  hath  cast  her  fole 
And  Mocke  hath  lost  her  shoo 
What  may  she  do  tbertoo 
An  end  of  an  old  song 
Do  right  and  no  wrong 
As  right  as  a  rammes  home 
For  thrift  is  threde  bare  worne 
Our  shepe  are  shrewdlye  shorne 
And  trouthe  is  all  to  torne 
Wisdome  is  laught  to  scorne 
Fauel  is  false  forsworue 
Jauel  is  nobly  borne 
Hauel  and  Haruy  bafter 
Jacke  Trauell  and  Cole  crafter 
We  shall  heare  more  hereafter 
With  polling  and  shauynge 
With  borowyng  and  crauyng 
With  reuyng  and  rauyiig 
With  swearing  and  staryng 
There  vayleth  no  reasouyng 
For  wil  doth  rule  al  thyng 
Wyl,  wyl,  wyl,  wyl,  wyl, 
He  ruleth  alway  styl 
Good  reason  and  |j;oo4  itkyll 


They  may  gariicke  pill 
Cary  sackes  to  the  mil 
Or  pescoddes  they  may  shit 
Or  els  go  roste  a  stone 
There  is  no  man  but  one 
That  hath  the  strokes  alone 
Be  it  blacke  or  white 
All  that  he  doth  is  right 
As  right  as  a  cammocke  croked 
Thys  bil  wel  ouer  loked 
Clerely  perceiuc  we  may 
There  went  the  hare  awaye 
The  hare,  the  fox,  the  gray. 
The  hart,  the  hinde,  the  bucke 
God  send  vs  better  lucke. 
God  send  vs  better  lucke,  &c* 

Twit  Andrew,  t\vit  Scot 
Get  heme,  ge  scoure  thy  pot 
For  we  haue  spent  our  shot 
We  shall  haue  a  tot  quot 
From  the  pope  of  Rome 
To  weaue  all  in  one  lome 
A  webbc  of  Lylse  wulce 

Opus  male  dulce. 
The  deuill  kysse  his  cule 
For  whiles  he  doth  rule 
All  is  warse  and  warse 
The  deuill  kysse  his  arse 
For  whether  he  blesse  or  curse 
It  can  not  be  muche  worse 
From  Baumberow  to  Bothambar 
We  haue  cast  vp  oure  war 
And  made  a  worthy  truse 
Wyth  gup  leuel  suse 
Our  mony  madly  sent 
And  more  madly  spent 
From  Croydon  to  Kent  . 
Wote  ye  whither  they  went  ? 
From  Winchelsy  to  Rye 
And  all  not  worthe  a  flye 
From  Wentbridge  to  Hull 
Our  army  waxeth  dull 
With  tume  all  home  agayne 
And  neuer  a  Scot  slayne 
Yet  the  good  erle  of  Surrey 
The  French  men  he  doth  firaya 
And  vexeth  them  day  by  day 
With  all  the  power  he  maye 
The  Frenchemen  he  hath  fainted 
And  made  their  hertes  attained 
Of  cheualry  be  is  the  flour 
Our  Lord  be  his  succoure 
The  French  men  he  hath  so  mated 
And  their  courage, abated 
That  they  are  but  halfe  men 
Like  foxes  in  their  den 
Like  cankerd  cowardes  all 
Like  heons  in  a  stone  waile 
They  kepe  them  in  their  holdes 
Lyke  hen  herted  cokoldes 

But  yet  they  ouer  shoote  us 
With  crownes  and  with  scutus 
With  scutes  and  crownes  of  golds 
I  drede  we  are  bought  and  solde 
It  is  a  wanders  warke 
They  shoote  all  at  one  maike 
At  the  cardinals  hat   ■ 
They  shote  all  at  that 
Out  of  their  stronge  townes 
They  shote  at  him  with  orownet 
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With  crownes  of  gold  emblaiied 
They  make  him  so  amased 
And  his  eyen  so  dased 
That  he  ne  see  can 
To  know  God  nor  man 
He  is  set  so  bye 
Id  his  ierarchy 
Of  frantike  frenesy 
.And  folysh  fantasy 
That  in  the  chambre  of  stars 
All  matters  there  be  mars 
Clapping  his  rod  on  the  borde 
Ko  man  dare  speake  a  word 
For  he  hath  all  the  saying 
Without  any  renaying 
He  rolleth  in  his  recordes 
He  saith,  how  say  ye  my  lordes  ? 
Is  not  my  reason  good 
Good  euin  good  Robin  hood 
Some  say  yes.     And  some 
Sit  still  as  they  were  dome 
Thus  thwarting  ouer  thome 
He  ruleth  al  the  roste 
With  bragging  and  with  boste 
Borne  vp  on  euery  syde 
With  pompe  and  with  pryde 
With  trompe  vp  alleluya 
For  dame  Philargerya   , 
Hath  SI)  his  hart  in  hold 
He  loueth  nothyng  but  gold 
And  Asmodeus  of  hel 
Maketh  his  membres  swel 
With  Dalyda  to  Mell 
That  wanton  damsell 

Adew  pbilosopbia 
Adew  tbeologia 
Welcome  dame  Simonia 
With  dame  Castrimergia 
To  drynke  and  for  to  eato 
Sweet  Ipocras  and  swete  meate 
To  kepe  his  fleshe  chaste  .. 
In  Lente  for  a  repaste 
He  eateth  capons  stewed 
Fesaunt,  and  partriche  mewed — 
Spareth  neyther  mayd  ne  wyfe 
This  is  a  postels  lyfe 

Helas  my  hart  is  sory 
To  tell  of  vayne  glory 
But  now  vpon  this  story 
I  wyll  no  further  rime 
Tyll  another  time 

Tyll  another  time. 

What  newes  what  newes 
Small  newes  that  true  19 
That  be  worth  two  kues 
But  at  the  naked  stewes 
I  vnderstande  howe  that 
The  sygn  of  the  Cardinal!  hat 
That  in  lie  is  now  shit  vp 
With  gup  whore  gup,  nowe  gup 
Gup  Gilliam  Tranillian 
With  iast  you  I  say  JuUian 
Wyll  ye  beftre  no  coles 
A  mainy  of  maresoUes 
That  occupy  their  holes 
Full  of  pocicy  moles. 
What  beare  ye  of  Lancashire 
They  were  not  payd  theyr  byfQ 
They  are  fell  as  wj  fyre 
▼01..  II. 


What  heare  ye  of  Cheshyre 
They  haue  layde  all  in  the  myre 
They  grudge  and  sayde 
Their  wages  were  not  payde 
Some  sayde  they  were  afrayde 
Of  the  Scottishe  hoste 
For  all  their  crake  and  boste 
Wiide  (ire  and  thunder 
For  all  this  worldly  wonder 
A  hundred  myle  a  sunder 
They  were  whan  they  were  next 
That  is  a  true  text 

What  heare  ye  of  the  Scottes 
They  make  vs  all  sottes 
'^oppy^S  folysh  dawes 
They  make  vs  to  pyll  strawes 
They  play  their  old  prankes 
After  huntly  bankcs 
At  the  streme  of  Banokcs  burne 
They  did  vs  a  shrewdc  tume 
Whan  Edward  of  Karnaruan 
Lost  all  that  his  father  wan 

What  here  ye  of  the  loixl  Dakers 
He  maketh  vs  lacke  rakers 
He  sayes  we  are  but  crakers 
He  calleth  vs  Euglaud  men 
Strooge  harted  lyke  an  hen 
Fur  the  Scottes  and  he 
To  well  they  do  agree 
With  do  thou  for  mee 
And  I  shal  do  for  thee 
W'hiles  the  red  hat  doth  endure 
lie  maketh  himself  cockc  sure 
The  red  hat  with  his  lure 
Brj'ngeth  al  thinges  vndcr  cure 

But  as  the  world  nowe  goose. 
What  heare  ye  of  the  lord  Rose 
Nothyng  to  purpose 
Not  worth  a  cockly  fose 
Their  hertes  be  in  their  hose 
The  erle  of  Northumberland 
Dare  take  nothing  on  hand 
Our  barons  be  so  boldo 
Into  a  mouse  hole  they  wold 
Runne  away  and  creep 
Like  a  mainy  of  sht^ep 
Dare  not  lokc  out  a  dur 
For  drede  of  the  maystifc  cur 
For  drede  of  the  bouchcrs  dog 
Wold  wirry  them  like  an  hog 

For  and  this  curre  do  guar 
They  must  stande  all  a  far 
To  holde  vp  their  hand  at  the  bar 
For  all  their  noble  bloude 
He  pluckes  them  by  the  hood 
And  shakes  them  by  the  care 
And  bryng  them  in  ^uche  feare 
He  baitctb  them  lyke  a  beare 
Lyke  an  oxe  or  a  bul 
Their  wittcs  he  sayth  are  dul 
He  saith  they  have  no  brayne 
Their  estate  to  maintaine 
And  make  to  bowe  their  knee 
Before  his  maiestee. 

Judges  of  the  kinges  lawes 
He  couiites  them  folcs  and  dawse 
Sergeauntes  of  the  coyfc  eke 
He  say^th  they  are  to  s(  ke 
In  pleating  of  their  case 
At  the  commune  place 
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Or  at  the  Kinges  benche 
He  wringetb  them  such  a  wrenche 
That  all  our  learned  men 
Dare  not  set  theyr  pcnne 

To  plete  a  true  trial  1 

Within  Westminter  hall 

In  the  Chauncery  where  be  sitter 

But  suche  as  he  admittes 

^one  so  hardy  to  speake 
He  saith,  thou  buddy  peake 

Thy  learning  is  to  lewd 

Thy  tounge  is  not  well  thewde 

To  seeke  before  our  grace 

And  openly  in  that  place 

He  rages  and  he  raues 

And  calls  them  cankerd  knaues 

Thus  royally  he  doth  deale 

Under  the  kinges  brode  scale 

And  in  the  Checker  be  them  checkes 

In  the  Ster  chambre  be  nods  and  becks 

And  besireth  him  there  so  stout 

That  no  man  dare  rout 

Duke,  earle,  baron,  nor  lorde 

But  to  his  sentence  must  accbrde 

Whether  he  be  knight  or  squyer 

All  men  folow  bis  desyre 

What  say  ye  of  the  Scottish  kyng 

That  is  andtber  thing 

He  is  but  an  yonglyng 

A  tall  worthy  striply  ng 

Her  is  a  whispring  and  a  whiplyng 

He  should  be  hither  brought 

Bat  and  it  were  well  sought 

1  trow  all  will  be  nought 

Not  worth  a  shittel  cocke 

Not  worth  a  some  calstocke 
There  goeth  many  a  lye 

Of  the  duke  of  Albany 

That  of  should  go  his  head 

And  brought  in  quicke  or  dead 

And  all  Scotland  oures 

The  mountenaunce  of  two  houres 
But  as  some  men  fayn 

I  drede  of  some  false  trayn 

Subtelly  wrought  shalbe 

Under  a  fained  treate 

But  within  monethes  three 

Men  may  happely  see 

The  trecheiy,  and  the  prankes 

Of  the  Scottishe  bankes 

What  beare  ye  of  Burgonions 

And  the  Spanyardes  onions  ? 

They  haue  slain  our  Englishmen 

Aboue  three  score  and  ten 

For  al  your  ami  tee 

No  better  they  agree 

God  sane  my  lord  Admirell 

What  beare  ye  of  Muttrel  ? 
There  wyth  1  dare  not  mel 

Yet  what  heare  ye  tell 
Of  our  graund  counsel  } 
I  could  say  some  what 
But  speake  ye  no  more  of  that 
For  drede  of  the  red  hat 
Take  peper  in  the  nose 
For  than  thyne  head  of  gose 
Of  by  the  hard  arse 
Bat  there  is  some  trauars 
Betwene  some  and  some 
That  makes  oar  site  to  glum 


It  is  some  wliat  wrong" 
That  his  berde  is  so  long 
He  mometh  in  blacke  clotbiii|^ 
I  pray  God  saue  the  kyng 
Where  euer  he  go  or  ride 
1  pray  God  be  bis  guide 
Thus  will  I  conclude  my  stile- 
And  fall  to  rest  a  whyle 
And  so  to  rest  a  while,  &c. 

Once  yetagayn 

Of  you  I  wold  fraine 

Why  come  ye  not  to  coarte 

To  which  court  ? 
To  the  kinges  court 
Or  to  HaD'pton  court  ? 

Nay  to  the  kinges  court 
The  kynges  court 
Should  haue  the  exellence 
But  Hampton  court 
Hath  the  preeminence 
And.  Yorkes  pla<;e 
With  my  lordes  grace 
To  whose  magnificence 
Is  all  the  confluence 
Sutes  and  supplications 
Embassades  of  all  nadonf 
Straw  for  law  canon 
Or  for  the  law  common- 
Or  for  lawe  ciaill 
It  shall  be  as  he  wyll 
Stop  at  law  tancrete 
An  obstract  or  a  coucrete- 
Be  it  soure  be  it  sweete 
His  wisdomc  is  so  discrete 
That  in  a  fume  or  an  bete 
Warden  of  the  Flete 
Set  him  fast  by  the  fete 
And  of  his  royal  poure 
Whan  him  lyst  to  loure 
Than  haue  him  to  the  Toure 
Saunz  aulter  remedy 
Haue  him  forth  by  and  by 
To  the  Marsbalsy 
Or  to>the  Kinges  benche 
He  diggeth  so  in  the  trench 
Of  the  court  foyall 
That  he  ruleth  thtoi  all 
So  he  dothc  vndermyDde 
And  such  sleightes  dothe  fyade 
That  the  kinges  myndlB 
By  him  is  subuerted 
And  so  streatly  coarted 
In  credensing  his  tales 
That  al  is  but  nutshales 
That  any  other  sayth 
He  hath  in  him  such  faith 

Now,  yet  al  this  might  be 
Suffred  and  taken  in  gree 
If  that,  that  he  wrought 
To  any  good  end  wer  brought 
But  all  he  bryngeth  to  nought 
But  God  that  me  deare  bought 
He  beareth  the  king  on  hand 
That  he  must  pyl  his  land 
To  knake  his  cof^rs  rych 
But  he  layeth  al  in  the  dyche 
And  vseth  such  abu^ion 
That  in  the  conclusion 
All  commetfa  to  confasioD 
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Jt^erceiae  the  cause  whye 
To  tdl  the  troutb  piaiDlye 
He  is  so  ambicioos 
So  sbameles,  and  so  vicious 
And  so  stipeniticious 
And  so  much  obliaious 
From  whens  that  he  came 
That  he  falleth  in  Acisiam 
Which  traely  to  expresse 
Is  a  forgetfuines 
Or  wylfti]  blindnes 
Wherwith  the  Sodomites 
L.ost  their  inward  sightes 

The  Gommohans  also 
Were  brought  to  deadly  wo 
As  scripture  recordes 
A  cecitate  cordis 
In  the  Latyn  synge  we 
libera  nos  Domine 

But  this  mad  Amalecke 
Like  to  Amameiek 
He  regardetb  lordes 
No  nM>re  than  pot  shordes 
He  is  in  sucbe  elacion 
Of  bia  ezaltacion 
And  the  supportacion 
Of  oar  sooeraine  lorde 
That  God  to  recorde 
He  nileth  al  at  will 
Without  reason  or  skyll 
Howbeit  they  be  prymordyall 
Of  hys  wretched  originall 
And  his  base  progeny 
And  his  gresy  genealogy 
He  came  of  the  sauke  roiall 
That  was  cast  out  of  a  boucbers  stall. 

But  howe  euer  be  was  borne 
Men  would  haue  the  lesse  scorne 
If  he  dould  consider 
His  bykth  and  rowme  together 
And  call  to  his  mynde 
How  noble  and  how  kynde 
To  hym  he  hath  founde 
Our  souerayne  lord,  chief  ground 
Of  all  thys  prelacy 
And  set  hym  nobly 
In  grciat  aucthorite 
Out  from  a  low  degre 
Which  he  can  not  see 
For  he  was  parde 
No  doctour  of  deuinitie 
Nor  doctor  of  the  law 
Nor  of  none  other  saw 
But  a  pore  maister  of  arte 
Qod  wot  had  little  part 
Of  the  quatriuials 
Nor  yet  of  triuials 
Nor  of  philosophye 
Nor  of  philology 
Nor  of  good  pollicy 
Nor  of  astronomy 
Nor  acquainted  worth  a  fly 
With  honourable  Haly 
Nor  with  royal  Ptholomy 
Nor  with  Albumasar 
To  treate  of  any  star 
Fyxt  or  els  mobil 
His  Latin  tounge  doth  hobby  1 
He  doth  but  clout  and  cobbd 
In  TuUis  facultie 
Called  humanitie 


Yet  proudly  he  dare  pretend 
How  no  man  can  him  amend 
But  haue  ye  not  beard  this 
How  an  one  eyed  man  is 
Wei  sighted,  when 
He  is  amonge  blynd  men. 

Than  our  proccs  for  to  stable 
This  man  was  ful  vnable 
To  reche  to  such  degree 
Had  not  our  prince  be 
Royall  Henry  the  eygbt 
Take  him  in  such  conceyte 
That  he  set  him  on  heyght 
la  exemplyfieng 
Great  Alexander  the  king 
In  writing  as  we  finde 
Which  of  his  royal  minde 
And  of  his  noble  pleasure 
Transcending  out  of  measure 
Thought  to  do  a  thyng 
That  pcrtaineth  to  a  kyng 
To  make  vp  one  of  nougth 
And  made  to  him  be  brought 
A  wretched  pore  man 
Which  his  liuing  wan 
With  planting  of  leekes 
By  the  dayes  and  by  the  weekes 
And  of  this  pore  vassal 
He  made  a  kyng  royal 
And  gaue  him  a  realme  to  rule 
That  occupyed  a  showel 
A  mattoke,  and  a  spade 
Before  that  he  was  made 
A  kyng,  as  I  haue  told 
And  ruled  as  he  wold 
Such  is  a  kynges  power 
To  make  within  an  hower 
And  worke  such  a  miracle 
That  shalbe  a  spectacle 
Of  renowme  and  worldly  fame 
In  likewise  now  the  same 
Cardinal!,  is  promoted 
Yet  with  lewd  conditions  hoted 
As  hereafter  bene  noted 

Presumpcion  and  vain  glorie 
Enuy,  wrath,  and  lechery 
Couetes,  and  gluttony 
Slothful  to  do  good 
Now  frantike,  now  starke  wode 

Shuld  this  man  of  such  mode 
Rule  the  swerde  of  myght 
How  can  he  do  right 
For  he  wyll  as  soone  smyght 
His  freend,  as  his  foe 
A  prouerbe  longc  a  go 

Set  vp  ye  wretche  on  bye 
In  a  trone  triumphantly 
Make  him  a  great  estate 
And  he  wil  play  checke  mate 
With  royall  maiestee 
Count  hym  self  as  good  as  be 
A  prelate  potenciall 
To  rule  vnder  Belly  all 
As  ferce  and  as  cruell 
As  the  feende  of  hel 
His  seruauntes  meiiiall 
He  dothe  reuile  and  brail 
Lyke  Mabound  in  a  play 
No  man  dare  him  withsaye 
He  hath  dispight  and  scorna 
At  them  that  be  wel  borne 
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He  rebukes  them  and  rayles 
Ye  honons,  ye  vassayles 
Ye  knaues,  ye  churles  sonnes 
Ye  ribands,  not  worth  two  plumms 
Ye  rainbeaten  beggars  reiagged 
Ye  recrayed  raffins  all  ragged 
With  stoupe  thou  haael 
Renne  thou  iauel 
Thou  peuisb  pie  pecked 
Thou  losel  long  necked 
Thus  daily  they  be  decked 
Taunted  and  checked 
That  they  are  so  wo 
They  wot  not  whether  to  go. 
""Vo  man  dare  come  to  the  speche 
Qf  this  gentel  Jacke  brecbe 
Of  what  estate  he  be 
Of  spiritual  dignitie 
Nor  duke  of  hye  degree 
Nor  marques^  earle,  nor  lord 
Which  shrewdly  doth  accord 

Thus  he  borne  so  base 
All  noble  men  should  out  face 
His  countinannce  lyke  a  kayser 
My  lord  is  not  at  layser 
ISir  ye  must  tary  a  stound 
Tyl  better  layser  be  found 
And  sir,  ye  must  daunce  attendaunce 
And  take  pacient  sufferaunce  . 
For  my  lordes  grace 
Hath  now  no  tim^  nor  space 
To  speake  with  you,  as  yet 

And  thus  they  shal  syt 
Chuse  them  syt  or  flit 
Stand,  walke,  or  ride 
And  his  laiser  abide 
Parchaunce  half  a  yere 
And  yet  neuer  the  nere 
—  This  daungerouB  dowsipere 
Like  a  kinges  pere 
And  within  this  sixteen  yere 
He  wold  have  ben  right  fayn 
To  hane  beii  a  chaplayn 
And  haue  taken  right  great  pain 
With  a  pore  knight 
What  so  euer  he  bight 
The  chief  of  his  own  counsel 
They  can  nof  well  tell 
Whan  they  with  him  should  mei 
He  is  so  fierce  and  fel 
He  rayles  and  he  rates 
He  calleth  them  doddy  patea 
He  grinnes  and  he  gapes 
As  it  were  Jacke  Napes 
Such  a  mad  Bedlem 
For  to  rule  this  realm 
It  is  a  wonderous  case 
That  the  kinges  grace 
Is  toward  him  so  minded 
And  so  iarre  blinded 
That  he  can  not  perceiue 
How  he  doth  him  disceyue 
I  dought  least  by  sorsery 
Or  such  other  loselry 
As  witch  craft,  or  charming 
For  he  is  the  kinges  derlyng 
And  his  sweete  hart  rote 
And  is  gouerned  by  this  mad  koote 
For  what  is  a  man  the  better 
For  the  kynges  letter 


For  be  wil  tere  it  a  sunder 
Wherat  much  I  ponder 
How  such  a  hoddy  poale 
So  boldly  dare  controale 
And  so  malapertly  withstand 
The  kynges  owne  band 
And  settes  not  by  it  a  mite 
He  sayth  the  kyng  doth  wryte 
And  wryteth  he  wot  not  what 
And  yet  for  all  that 
The  kyng  bis  clemency 
Despensetb  with  his  dcmensy 

But  what  his  grace  doth  thinke 
I  haue  no  pen  or  ynke 
That  therwith  can  mel 
But  wel  1  can  tet 
How  Fraunces  Petrarke 
That  much  noble  clerke 
Writeth  how  Charlemaine 
Could  not  him  self  refrayne 
But  was  rauisht  with  a  i*age 
Of  a  lyke  dotage 
But  howe  that  came  abonte 
Rede  ye  the  story  out 
And  ye  shal  finde  surely 
It  was  by  nicromansy 
By  carectes  and  coniuracion 
Under  a  ccrtayne  coiistcllacion 
And  a  certyne  fumigacron 
Under  a  stone  on  a  gold  ryng 
Wrought  to  Chartemain  the  kynx 
Whiche  constrayned  him  forcebly 
For  to  loue  a  certaine  body 
Aboue  all  other  inordinatlye 
This  is  no  iable  nor  no  lie 
At  Aeon  it  was  brought  to  pas 
As  by  mine  auctor  tried  it  was 
But  let  my  masters  mathematical 
Tel  you  the  rest,  for  me  they  shall 
They  haue  the  ful  intelligence 
And  dare  vse  the  experience 
In  there  obsolute  conscience 
To  practique  such  abolete  science 

For  I  abhor  to  smatter 
Of  one  so  deuillyshc  a  matter 
But  I  will  make  further  relacion 
Of  this  Isagogicall  eolation 
How  master  Gaguine  the  crownicler 
Of  the  feates  of  war 
That  were  done  in  Fraunce 
Maketh  remembraunce        j, 
How  kyng  Lewes  of  late 
Made  up  a  great  estate 
Of  a  pore  wretched  man 
Wherof  much  care  began 
Wherof  much  care  began 
Johannes  Balua  was  his  name 
Mine  auctor  writeth  the  same 
Promoted  was  he 
To  a  cardinals  dignitie 
By  L^wes  the  kynge  aforesayd 
With  him  so  wel  apayd 
That  he  made  him  hys  chaimceler 
To  make  all,  or  to  mar 
And  to  rule  as  him  llste 
Tyl  he  checked  at  the  fiste 
And  agayne  all  i^eason 
Committed  open  treason 
And  against  his  lord  souerain 
Wherefore  he  sufired  pain 
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Was  heded  drawen  and  qoaiterd 

And  dyed  stiukyogly  martred 
Loe  yet  for  all  that 

He  ware  a  cardinals  hat 

In  him  was  small  fayth 

As  mine  auctor  sayth 

Not  for  that  I  meane 

Suche  a  casuelty  should  be  seene 

Or  suche  chaunce  should  fid 

Unto  our  cardinal. 
Almightye  God  I  trust 

Hath  for  him  discuste 

That  of  force  he  muste 

Be  faythfull,  true  and  iuste 

To  cure  most  royal  kynge 

Chief  rote  of  his  makyng 

Yet  it  is  a  wilye  mouse 

That  can  bylde  his  dwelling  house 

Within  the  cattes  eares 

Witbout<>n  drede  or  feare 

It  is  a  nice  reconing 

To  put  al  the  gouernyng 

An  the  rule  ef  this  land 

Into  one  mans  hand 

One  wise  mans  head 

May  stand  somwhat  in  stede 

But  the  wittes  of  many  wyse 

Much  better  can  deuise 

By  their  circumspection 

And  their  aad  direction 

To  cause  the  commune  weale 

Longe  to  endure  in  beale 

Christ  kepe  king  Henry  the  eyght 

From  trechery  and  disceipt 

And  graunt  him  grace  to  know 

The  fsiucon  from  the  crow 

The  woIfe  from  the  lambe 

From  whens  that  maistife  came 

Let  him  ncuer  confounde 

The  jrentil  greyhound 

Of  this  matter  the  ground 

Is  easy  to  expound 

And  sone  may  be  perceyued 

How  the  world  is  conueyed 

But  harke  my  freud  one  worde 
In  earnest  or  in  horde 

Tel  me  now  in  this  stede 

Is  maister  Mewt  as  dead 

The  kinges  French  secretary 

And  his  vntrue  adner^ary 

For  hp  sent  in  writing 

To  Ffaunoet  the  French  kynge 

Of  our  masters  counsel  in  eueri  thing 

That  was  a  perillous  rekenyng 

Nay,  nay,  he  is  not  dead 
But  be  was  so  payned  in  the  head 
That  he  shall  neuer  eat  more  bred 
Now  he  is  gone  to  another  stede 
With  a  bul  under  lead 
By  way  of  commission 
To  a  straunge  iurisdiction 
Called  Diminges  Dale 
Farre  beyonde  Portyngale 
And  hath  his  pasporte  to  pas 
Ultra  sauro  matas 
To  the  de«il  syr  Sathanas 
To  Pluto  and  syr  Bellyal 
The  deuils  Ticare  generall 
And  to  his  ooUedge  conuentuall 
As  wd  calodemonial 


As  to  cacademoniall 

To  puruey  for  our  cardinall 

A  palace  pontificall 

To  kepe  bis  court  prouinciall 

Upon  articles  iudiciall 

To  contend  and  to  striue 

For  his  prerogatiue 

Within  that  consistory 

To  make  sommoiu  peremptorye 

Before  some  prothonotory 

Imperial  or  papal 

Upon  this  matter  mistical! 

I  haue  told  you  part,  but  not  all 

Here  after  perchaunce  I  shall 
Make  a  large  memoriall 
And  a  further  rehersall 
And  more  paper  I  thinke  to  blot 
To  the  court  why  I  came  not 
Desiring  you  aboue  all  thing 
To  kepe  you  from  laughyng 
Whan  ye  fall  to  redyng 
Of  this  wanton  scrowle 
And  pray  for  Mewtas  soule 
For  he  is  wel  past  and  gone 
That  wold  God  euery  chone 
Of  his  affinitie 
Were  gone  as  wel  as  he 
Amen,  amen,  say  ye 
Of  your  inward  charitie. 
Amen. 

Of  your  inward  charitie. 

It  were  greate  ruthe 
For  writinge  of  truthe 
Anye  manne  shoulde  be 
In  perplexitic 
Of  displeasure 
For  I  make  you  sure 
Where  trouth  is  abbord 
It  is  a  playne  recorde 
That  there  wantes  grace 
In  whose  place 
Dothe  occupye 
Full  vngraciously 
Fals  flattery 
Fals  trechery 
Fals  biyberye 
Subtyle  Sym  Sly 
With  mad  folye 
For  who  can  best  lye 
He  is  best  set  by 
Than  fisreweU  to  thee    . 
Welthfull  felicitee 

For  prosperitie 

Awaye  than  wyll  flee 
Than  must^  we  agree 
With  pouertye 

For  misery 

With  penurye 

Miserably 

And  wretchedly 

Hathe  made  Askry 

And  oute  crye 

Folowynge  the  chase 

To  dryue  away  grace 

Yet  sayest  thou  percase 

We  can  lacke  no  grace 

For  my  lordes  grace 

And  my  ladyes  grace 

With  trey  deoie  ase 
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And  ase  in  the  face 
Some  haate  and  some  bace 
Some  daunce  the  trace 
Euer  in  one  case 
Marke  me  that  chase 
In  the  tennis  play 
For  sinke  quater  trey 
Is  a  tal  man 
He  rob,  but  we  ran 
Nay  the  gye  and  the  gan 
«  The  graye  goose  is  no  swan 
The  waters  were  wan 
And  beggers  they  ban 
And  they  cursed  Datan 
De  tribu  Dan 
That  this  worke  began 
Paiam  et  clam 
With  Balak  and  Balam 

The  golden  ram 
Of  Flemmyng  dam 
Sem,  Japheth,  or  Cam  ? 

But  how  come  to  pas 
Your  cupboorde  that  wai 
Is  turned  to  glasse 
From  Biluer  to  brasse 
From  golde  to  pewter 
Or  els  to  a  newter 
To  copper,  to  tyn 
To  leade,  or  alcnmin 
A  goldsmyth  your  mayre 
But  the  chefe  of  your  fayre 
Might  stand  now  by  potters 
And  sucbe  as  sel  trotters 
Pytchars  and  potshordes 
This  shrewdly  accordes 
To  be  a  cupborde  for  lordes 

My  lord  now  and  sir  knyghte 
Good  euen  and  good  nyghte 
For  now  sir  Tristram 
Ye  muste  wearc  buckram 
Or  Canuas  of  Cane 
For  si  Ikes  or  wane 
Our  royals  that  shone 
Our  nobles  are  gone 
Amonge  the  Burg  onions 
And  Spanyardes  onyons 
And  the  Flanderkyns 
Gyl  sweates  and  Gate  spinnef 
They  are  happy  that  wynnes 
But  Eoglande  may  well  say 
Fye  on  this  winnyng  alway 
Now  nothing,  but  pay  pay 
"With  laughe  and  lay  d'owne 
Borough,  citie  and  towne 

Good  springe  of  Lanam 
Muste  counte  what  became 
Of  his  clothe  makyng 
He  is  at  such  takyng 
Though  his  purse  wax  dul 
He  must  tax  for  his  wul 
By  nature  of  a  new  writ 
My  lordes  grace  nameth  it 
A  quia  non  satisfacit 
In  the  spight  of  his  teeth 
He  must  pay  agayne 
A  thousand  or  twayn 
Of  his  gold  in  store 
And  yet  he  payde  before 
And  hundred  pound  and  more 
Which  pincheth  bym  sore 


My  lordeg  grace  wil  bryng 
Downe  thys  hye  sprynge 
And  brynge  it  so  lowe 
It  shal  not  euer  Oow 

Suche  a  prelate  I  trow 
Were  worthy  to  row 
Thorow  the  streytes  Marocke 
To  the  gybbet  of  Baldock 
He  wold  dry  vp  the  stnMmes 
Of  nine  kynges  realme 
A1  riuers  and  wels 
Al  waters  that  swels 
For  with  vs  he  so  mels 
That  within  England  dwels 
I  would  he  were  somwbere  el» 
For  els  by  and  by 
He  will  drinke  vs  so  dry 
And  sucke  vs  so  nye 
That  men  ^all  scautly 
Haue  penny  or  balpennye 
God  saue  hys  noble  grace 
And  graunt  him  a  place 
Endlesse  to  dwel 
With  the  dcuill  of  hel 
For  and  he  were  there 
We  nead  neuer  feare 
Of  the  feendes  blacke 
For  I  yndertake 
He  wold  so  brag  and  crake 
That  he  wold  than  make- 
The  deuils  to  quake 
To  shudder  and  to  shake 
Lyke  a  6cr  drake 
And  with  a  cole  rake 
Bruse  them  on  a  brake 
And  binde  tbem  to  a  stake 
And  set  hel  on  tyre 
At  his  owne  desire 
He  is  such  a  grym  syre 
And  such  a  potestolate 
And  suche  a  potestate 
That  he  wold  breke  the  braynes 
Of  Lucifer  in  his  chaines 
And  rule  them  eche  one 
In  Lucifers  trone 
I  would  he  were  gone 
For  amonge  vs  is  none 
That  ruleth,  but  he  alone 
With  oute  all  good  reason 
And  all  oute  of  season 
For  Folam  Peason 
With  him  be  not  geson 
They  grow  very  ranke 
Upon  euery  banke 
Of  his  herbers  greene 
With  my  lady  bright  and  sheene 
On  their  game  it  is  seen 
They  play  not  al  deen 
And  it  be  as  1  weene 

But  as  touching  discretion 
With  sober  direction 
He  kepeth  them  in  subiection 
They  can  haue  no  protection 
To  rule  nor  to  guide 
But  all  must  be  trj'de 
And  abide  the  correction 
Of  him  with  ful  affection 
For  as  for  wytte 
The  deuill  speed  wbitta 
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Bat  brainsicke  and  braynlesM 
Wfdes  and  reachlesse 
Careles  and  sbamelesse 
Thri files  and  gracdesse 
Together  arc  bended 
And  so  condi«cended 
That  the  commune,  welth 
Shal  oeuer  haue  good  helth 
But  tatterd  and  tugged 
Sagged,  and  rugged 
Shauen  and  shorne 
And  all  threde  bare  womt 
^ch  gr«>dines 
8ach  nediaes 
Miserablenvs 
Wi4h  wretched  ncs 
Hath  brought  in  distret 
And  much  heauincs 
And  great  dolour 
England  the  flour 
Of  reiucent  honour 
In  old  coDimemoracion 
Most  royal  English  nacion 
Now  all  is  out  of  facion 
Almost  in  dcsolacion 
I  speake  4»y  protestacioR 
God  of  his  misei-acion 
Send  better  reformacion 

Lo,  for  to  do  shainfuliy 
He  judgeth  it  no  foly 
But  to  write  of  his  shame 
He  saythe  we  are  to  blame 
What  a  frensi  is  this 
No  shame  to  do  amys 
And  yet  he  in  a  shamed 
To  be  shamefully  named 
And  oft  prechours  be  blamed 
Bycausc  they  haue  proclamed 
His  madnes  by  writing 
His  simplenes  resiting 
Remording  and  biting 
With  chiding  and  with  fiting 
Shewyng  him  Goddes  laws 
He  calleth  the  preachers  dawes. 
And  of  holy  scriptures  sawes 
He  counteth  them  for  gigawcs 
And  putteth  them  io  scilence 
And  with  -wordes  of  violence 
Like  Pharao,  void  of  grace 
Did  Moyses  sore  manase 
And  Arou  sore  he  thret 
The  word  of  God  to  let 

This  Maumet  in  likewise 
Against  the  church  doth  rise 
The  preacboure  he  doth  dispise 
With  crakyng  in  such  wise 
So  bragging  all  with  host 
That  no  prcachour  almost 
Dare  speake  for  hys  lyfe 
Of  lordes  grace,  nor  his  wyfe 
For  he  hath  such  a  bul 
He  may  take  whome  he  wul 
And  as  many  as  him  likes 
May  eat  pigges  in  JL.ent  for  pykcs 
After  the  sectes  of  hcrcti{;es 
For  in  Lent  he  wil  eate 
Al  maner  of  fleshe  meate 
That  he  can  any  where  geat 
With  other  abusions  great 
Whereof  to  trete 
It  wold  make  the  deuill  to  swet 


For  all  priuileged  places 

He  brekes  and  defaces 

All  places  of  religion 

He  hath  them  in  derision 

And  maketh  such  p^uisioa 

To  driue  them  at  diuision 

And  finally  in  conclusion 

To  bring  them  to  confifsion 

Sainct  Albons  to  recorde 

Wherof  this  vngracious  lorda 

Hath  made  him  self  abbot 

Against  their  willes  god  wot 

Al  this  he  doth  deale 

Vnder  strength  of  the  great  seall 

And  by  his  legacy 

Which  madly  he  doth  applye 

Unto  an  extrauagancye 

Pyked  out  all  good  law 

With  reasons  that  ben  raw 

Yet  whan  he  toke  first  his  hat 

He  said  he  knew  what  was  what 

Al  justice  he  pretended 

Al  thinges  should  be  amended 

Al  wrongesiie  wold  redress 

Al  iniuries  he  wold  repres 

Al'periuries  he  wold  oppressc 

And  yet  this  graceles  elfe 

He  is  periured  himselfe 

As  plainly e  it  dothe  appere 

Who  list  to  enquere 

In  the  regestry 

Of  my  lord  of  Canterbury 

To  whome  he  was  professed 

in  thre  pointes  expressed 

The  first  to  do  him  reuerence    - 

The  second  to  owe  htm  obedience 

The  third  with  whole  affection 

To  be  vnder  bis  subiection 

But  now  he  maketh  obiection 

Under  the  .protection 

Of  the  kinges  great  seale 

That  he  setteth  neuer  a  deale 

By  his  former  othe 

Whether  God  be  pleased  or  wroth 

He  maketh  so  proud  pretence 

That  in  his  equipolens 

He  iudgeth  him  equiualent 

With  God  omnipotent 

But  yet  beware  the  rod 

And  the  stroke  of  God 
The  apostel  Peter 

Had  a  pore  miter 

And  a  pore  cope 

Whan  be  was  create  pope 

Fyrst  in  Antioche 

He  did  neuer  approche 

Of  Rome  to  the  see 

Wyth  suche  dignitie 

Sainct  Dunstan  what  was  he 

Nothing  he  saieth  lyke  to  me 

There  is  a  diuersitie 

Bctwene  him  and  me 

We  passe  hym  in  degre 

As  legatus  a  latere 
Ecce  sacerdos  magnus 

That  wyll  bed  vs  and  hange  vi 

And  strai.-;htly  strangle  vs 

That  he  maye  fang  vs 

Deere  and  decretall 

Conttitucion  prouinciall 
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Nor  nol  awe  canonicall 
Shal  let  tbe  preest  pontifical! 
To  sit  ia  cau^ia  sanguinis 
Now  God  amende  that  is  amis 
For  I  suppose  that  he  is 
Of  Jeremy  the  whisking  rod 
The  flayle,  the  scourge 
Of  almighty  God 

This  Naman  Situs 
So  fel  and  so  irous 
So  ful  of  melancholy 
With  a  flap  before  his  eye 
Men  wene  that  he  is  pocky 
Or  els  his  surgions  they  lye 
For  as  far  as  they  can  spy 
By  the  craft  of  surgery 
It  is  manus  Domini 
And  yet  this  proud  Antiochas 
He  is  so  ambicious 
*    So  elate,  and  so  vicious 
And  so  cruel  harted 
That  he  will  not  be  conuerted 
For  he  settcth  (iod  a  parte 
He  is  now  so  onerthwart 
And  so  payned  with  panges 
That  al  his  trust  hanges 
In  Balthosof,  which  healed  . 
Bomingos  nose,  that  was  wheled 
That  Lumberdes  nose  mean  I 
That  standcth  yet  awry 
It  was  not  healed  alderbest 
It  standeth  somewhat  on  the  west 
I  meano  Domingo  Lomelyn 
That  was  wonte  to  win 
Muche  mony  of  the  kyng 
At  the  cardes  and  haserding 
Balthasor  that  healed  Domingos  pose 
From  the  puskilde  pocky  pose 
Now  with  his  gummes  of  Araby 
Hath  promised  to  hole  our  cardinals  eie 
Yet  some  surgions  put  a  dout 
Lest  he  will  put  it  clean  out 
And  make  hym  lame  of  his  nether  lims 
God  send  hym  sorow  for  his  sinnes 
/nSum  men  might  aske  a  question 
By  whose  suggestion 
I  toke  on  hand  this  warke 
Thus  boldly  for  to  barke 
And  men  Hste  to  harke 
And  my  wordes  marke 
1  wyl  answere  lyke  a  cicrke 
For  truly  and  rnfayiied 
I  am  forcebly  constrained 
At  Juuina*8  request 
To  wryght  of  this  glorious  gest 
Of  this  vaine  glorious  beast 
His  fame  to  be  cncreast 
At  euery  solempne  feast 

Suia  difRcile  est 

Satiram  non  scrlbere? 
Now  master  doctour,  how  sayc  ye 
Wiiat  so  euer  your  name  be 
What  though  ye  be  namelesse 
Ye  shall  not  escape  blamelcsse 
Nor  yet  shal  scape  shamclesse 

Mayster  doctor  in  your  degre 
Your  self  madly  ye  ouer  see 
Blame  Juuinall  and  blame  not  me 

Maister  doctor  diricum 
Omne  animi  vicium,  &c. 


As  Juuinall  doth  record 
A  small  defaote  in  a  great  iord« 
A  lytle  cry  me  in  a  greate  estate 
Is  muche  more  inordinate 
And  more  horrible  to  bebolde 

n  any  other  a  thousand  fold 
e  put  to  blame  ye  wot  nere  whome 
Ye  may  weare  a  cockes  coome 
Your  fond  hed  in  your  furred  hood 
Hold  ye  your  tonnge  ye  can  no  good 
And  at  more  conuenient  time 
I  may  fortune  for  rime 
Somwhat  of  your  madnesse 
For  small  is  your  sadnesse 
3  o  put  any  man  in  lacke 
And  say  yll  behynde  hys  backe 
And  my  wordes  marke  trulye 
That  ye  cannot  byde  thereby 
For  Smegma  non  est  sinamomom 
But  de  absentibus  nil  nisi  bonum 
Complaine  or  do  what  ye  will 
Of  your  complaint  it  shal  not  skill 
This  Is  the  tenor  of  my  bil 
A  daucocke  ye  be,  and  so  sbalbe  still 

Sequitur  epiloma 

De  mort)illoso  Tlioma 

Nee  non  obscaeno 

De  Polipbemo,  &c. 

PoRRO  perbclle  dissimulatum 
Ilium  Pandulphum  tantum  legatam 
Tam  formidatum  nuper  prelatum 
Kaman  Syrum  nunc  longatum 
In  solitudine  jam  coromoratum 
Neapolitano  morbo  gravatum 
Malagmate,  cataplasmati  statum 
PharmacopolaB  fcrro  foratum 
Nihiio  masris  alleviatum 
Nihilo  melius  aut  medicatum 
Relictis  famulis  ad  fiimulatum 
Suod  tollatur  infamia 
Sed  migor  patet  insania 
Amodo  ergo  Ganea 
Abhonreat  ille  Ganeus 
Dominus  male  Cretecus 
Apt  i  us  D ictus  Tetricus 
Phanaticus  freneticus 
GraphicuB  sicut  Metricus 
Autumat. 

Hoc  genus  dictaminis 
Non  egit  cxa minis 
In  centiloquio  nee  centimetro 
Honorati  Grammatici  Mauri. 

Decasticon  virulentum  in  gaIcrotinn» 
Ucaonta  marinum,  &c. 
Proh  dolor,  ecce  marls  lupus  & 

nequissimus,  ursus 
Carnificis  vitulus  Britonumqne 

bubulcus  iniquus 
Conflatus,  vitulus,  vH  Oreb  vel 

Salmana,  vel  Zeb. 
Ganluus,  &  crudelis  Asaph  qui 

Datan  reprobatus 
Blandus  &  Achitophel,  regis 

scelus  omne  Britannum 
Ecelt^iis,  qui  namque  Thomas 

Confundit  ubique 
Non  sacer  iste,  Thomas 

Sed  duro  corde,  Golcas 
2uem  gestat  Maius 
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sathane  caret  (obsecro  cuius 
Fundens  A^paltum  (precor) 

banc  ▼ersum  lege  cftutum 
Asperius  nihil  est  misero 

Apostropba  ad  Londini    cives    (citando   malum 

asino  aureo  galerato)  in  occursum  asini,  &c. 
ExciTAT  asinos  multum  itairabile,  visu 
Calcibas  O  vestro  cives  occurite  Aselio 
Sui  r^^um  regemque  regit  qui  vestra  gubemat 
Predia,  divitias,  nummos,  gasas,  spoliando. 
Dixit  alludens,  immo  tlludens  perodoxam  de 
asino  aureo  galerato.    xanciii. 
Hec  vatis  ille,  de  quo  loquuntur  mille. 

FINIS. 


HEAB  AFTER  FOLOWETH  A  LITLB  BOKE  CALLED 

COLYN  CLOUT, 

COMPILED  BY  MASTER  8KELT0N  POET  LAU- 
REATE. 

Snis  consurgat  mecum  adversus  malignantes  ?  aut 
quis  stabit  mecum  adversus  operantcs  iiiiqui- 
tatem }  Nemo  domine. 

What  can  it  anaile 
To  dryue  forth  a  snayle 
Or  to  make  a  sayle 
Of  an  berynges  taile 
To  ryme  or  to  rayle 
To  write  or  to  indyte 
Byther  for  delite 
Or  els  for  despite 
Or  bookcs  to  compile 
Of  diuers  maner  of  style 
Vyce  to  reuile 
And  sinne  to  exyle 
To  teache  or  to  precbe 
As  reason  wyll  reach 
Saye  thys  and  saye  that 
His  head  is  so  fat 
He  wottetb  nnuer  what 
Nor  whrrof  he  speaketh 
He  cryeth  and  be  creketh 
He  pryeth  and  he  peketh 
fie  chydes  and  be  chatters 
He  prates  and  he  patters 
He  clytters  and  he  clatters 
He  medles  and  he  smatters 
He  gloses  and  be  flatters 
*      Or  if  he  sptoke  plaine 
Than  he  lacketh  brayne 
He  is  but  a  foole 
Let  him  go  to  scoole 
A  three  footed  stoole 
That  he  may  downe  syt 
For  he  lacketh  wit 
And  if  that  he  bit 
The  nayle  on  the  head 
It  standeth  in  no  stede 
The  deuyll  they  say  is  dead 
.   The  deuill  is  dead. 
It  may  wel  (>o  be 
Or  els  they  wold  see 
Otherwise  and  flee 
From  worldly  vanitie 
And  foule  covetousnes 
And  other  wretcbeda^t 
Fickell  falsenesse 


Varyablenesse 
With  vnstablenesse 

And  if  ye  stand  i  dout 
Who  brought  this  ryme  about 
My  name  is  Colyn  Clout 
I  propose  to  shake  out 
All  my  conning  bagge 
Lyke  a  clarkely  hagge 
For  though  my  rime  be  ragged 
Tattered  and  lagged 
Rudely  rayne  beaten 
Rusty  and  mootbe  eaten 
If  ye  taike  well  therewyth 
It  hath  in  it  some  pith 
For  as  farre  as  I  can  aee 
It  is  wrong  with  eche  degree 
For  the  temporalty 
Accuseth  the  spiritualty 
The  spirituall  agayn 
Both  grudge  and  complain 
Upon  temporall  men 
Thus  eche  of  other  blother 
The  tone  against  the  tother 
Alas  they  make  me  shoder 
For  in  hoder  moder 
The  churche  is  put  in  faulte 
The  prelates  ben  so  haut 
They  say  and  loke  so  bye 
As  though  they  wold  flye 
Aboue  the  steriy  sky 

Lay  men  say  indede 
How  they  take  no  hede 
Their  sely  shepe  to  fede 
But  plucke  away  and  put 
The  fleces  of  their  wull 
Unnethes  they  leve  a  locke 
Of  wull  amonge  their  flocke 
And  as  for  tbeyr  connyng 
A  glumming  and  a  mummyng 
And  make  tberof  a  iape 
They  gaspe  and  they  gape 
AI  to  bane  promocion 
There  is  their  whole  deuocion 
With  money,  if  it  will  hap 
To  cath  the  forked  cap 
Forsoth  they  are  to  lewd 
To  say  so  all  be  shrewd 

What  trow  ye  they  say. more 
Of  the  byshoppes  lore 
How  in  matters  they  be  raw 
They  lumber  forth  the  law 
To  herke  Jacke  and  Gyl 
Whan  they  put  vp  a  bil 
And  judge  it  as  they  will 
For  other  mens  skill 
Expounding  out  their  clauses 
And  leaue  their  otvne  causes 
la  their  principal  cure 
They  make  but  lytle  sore 
And  meddels  very  light 
In  the  churches  right 
But  ire  and  venire 
And  sol  fa,  so  alamire 
That  the  premenire 
Is  like  to  be  set  a  fire 
In  their  jurisdictions 
Through  temporall  afflictions 
Men  say  they  haue  prescriptions 
Against  the  spiritual  contradictions 
Accompting  them  as  fictions 
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And  whiles  the  headet  doe  this 
The  remnaunt  is  amis 
Of  the  clergy  all 
Both  great  and  small 
I  wot  neuer  how  they  warke 
But  thas  the  people  carke 
And  surely  thus  they  say 
Byshoppes  if  they  may 
Smal  houses  wold  kepc 
But  slumbre  forth  and  slepe 
And  assay  to  crepe 
Within  the  noble  wallei 
Of  the  kinges  halies 
To  fat  their  bodies  full 
Their  soules  lame  and  dul 
And  haue  ful  litle  care 
How  euil  their  shepe  fare 

The  temporality  say  plain 
How  bishoppes  disdain 
Sermons  for  to  make 
Or  such  labour  to  take 
And  for  to  say  trouth 
A  great  part  is  ful  slouth 
But  the  greatest  part 
Is  for  they  haue  but  smal  art 
And  right  sclender  cunnyng 
Within  their  heades  wunning 
But  this  reason  they  take 
How  they  are  able  to  make 
With  their  gold  and  treasure 
Clerkes  out  of  measure 
And  yet  that  is  a  pleasure 
How  be  it  some  there  bee 
Almost  two  or  three 
Of  that  dignity 
Full  worshipful  Clerkes 
As  appenreth  by  their  werkei 
Like  Aaron  and  Ure 
The  wolfe  from  the  dore 
To  wary  and  to  kepe 
From  their  gostly  shepe 
And  their  spiritual  lammes 
Seqnestred  from  rammes 
And  from  the  herded  gotea 
With  their  hery  cotes 
Set  nought  by  gold  ne  grotes 
Theii^  names  if  1  durst  tel. 

But  they  are  lothe  to  mel 
And  lothe  to  hang  the  bel 
About  the  cattes  necke 
For  dred  to  haue  a  checke 
They  are  fain  to  play,  deuz  deck 
How  be  it  thpy  are  gcKxi  men 
Much  harted  lyke  an  ben 
Their  lessons  foi-gotten  they  haue 
That  Becket  them  gaue 
Thomas  manum  mittit  ad  fortia 
Spemit  damna  spernit  opprobria 
Nulla  Tbomam  firangit  injuria 
But  now  euery  spirituall  father 
Men  say  they  had  rather 
Spende  muche  of  their  share 
Than  to  be  combred  with  care 
Spende,  nay  but  spare 
For  let  see  who  that  dare 
Shoe  the  mockish  mare 
They  make  her  winch  and  kicke 
But  it  is  not  worthe  a  Iceke 
Boldoease  is  to  seeke 


The  churebe  for  to  defende 
Take  me  as  I  intende 
For  lothe  I  am  to  offende 
In  thys  that  I  haue  pende 
I  tell  you  as  men  say 
Amend  when  ye  may 
For  usque  ad  montem  fare 
Men  say  ye  cannot  appare 
For  some  say  ye  hunt  in  parkef 
And  hanke  on  hobby  larkes 
And  other  wanton  warkes 
When  the  night  darkes. 

What  hath  laymen  to  doe 
The  gray  gose  for  to  shoe 
Lykeboundes  of  hell 
They  cry  and  they  yell 
How  that  ye  sell 
The  grace  of  the  Holy  Cost 
Thus  they  make  their  best 
Through  euery  cost 
How  some  of  you  do  eat 
In  Lenton  season  flesh  meat 
Fesauntea  patriche  and  cranes 
Men  call  you  therfore  prophanes 
Ye  picke  no  shrympes  nor  praoes 
Saltfish,  stockfish  nor  herring 
It  is  not  for  your  wearing 
Nor  in  holy  Lenton  season 
Ye  wil  neither  beanes  ne  peaion 
But  ye  looke  to  be  let  loose 
To  a  pygge  or  to  a  goose 
Your  george  not  endewed 
Without  a  capon  stewed 
Or  a  stewed  cocke 
Under  her  surfled  smocke 
And  her  wanton  wodicocke 

And  how  when  ye  geue  orden 
In  your  prouinciall  borders 
As  insipientes 
Some  are  insufficieutes 
Some  parum  sapientes 
Some  nihil  intelligentes 
Some  valde  negligentes 
Some  nullum  sensum  habentes 
But  bestially  and  Tntaugbt 
But  whan  they  haue  once  caught 
Dominus  vobiscum  by  the  bed 
Than  renne  they  in  euere  stede 
God  wot  with  dronken  nolles 
Yet  take  they  cures  of  soules 
And  woteth  neuer  what  they  rede 
Pater  noster  nor  Crede 
Construe  not  worth  a  whistle 
Nether  Gospel  nor  Pistle 
Thcyr  Mattins  madly  sayde 
Nothing  deuoutly  praid 
Their  learning  is  so  small 
Their  prymes  and  houres  fal 
And  lepe  out  of  their  lippes 
Lyke  sawdust  or  dry  chippes 
I  speake  not  now  of  al 
But  the  moste  parte  in  generd 
Of  suche  vagabundus 
Speaketh  totus  mundus 
How  some  syng  let  abundus 
At  euerye  ale  stake 
With  welcome  hake  and  make 
By  the  bread  that  God  brake 
I  am  sory  for  your  sake 
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I  speake  not  of  the  god  wife 
But  of  their  apostles  lyfe 
Com  ipsis  vcl  illis 
fiui  manent  in  villis 
Est  uxor  ve\  ancilla 
Welcome  Jacke  and  G ilia 
My  pretj  Petronylla 
And  you  «il  be  stilla 
You  shall  haue  your  wylla 
Of  such  pater  no&ter  pekes 
All  the  worlde  speakes. 

In  you  the  faut  is  supposed 
For  that  they  are  not  apposed 
By  iust  examinacion 
By  conning  and  conuersation 
lliey  haue  none  instruction 
To  make  a  true  construction 
A  priest  without  a  letter 
Without  his  vertue  be  greater 
Doutlesse  were  much  better 
Upon  him  for  to  take 
A  mattocke  or  a  rake 

Alas  for  very  shame 

Some  can  not  declyne  their  name 

Some  cannot  scarsly  rede 

And  yet  will  not  drede 

For  to  kepe  a  cure. 

And  in  nothing  is  sure 

Hiis  domiiie  vobiscum 

As  wy>e  a  Tom  a  thrum 

A  chapiayne  of  truste 

layth  all  in  the  dust 
Thus  I  Colin  Clout 

As  I  go  about 

And  wandryng  as  I  waike 

1  heare  the  people  talke 

Men  say  for  syluer  and  golde 

Miters  are  bought  and  sold 

There  shall  no  clergy  appose 

A  myter  nor  a  crosse 

But  a  full  purse 

A  straw  for  Goddes  curse 

What  are  they  the  worse 

For  a  simoniake, 

Is  but  a  hcrmoniake 

And  no  more  ye  make 

Of  symony  men  say 

But  a  childes  play 

Ouer  this  the  forsayd  laye 

Report  how  the  pope  maye 

A  holy  anker  call 

Out  of  the  stony  wall 

And  hym  a  bysshopp  make 

If  he  on  him  dare  take 

To  kepe  so  hard  a  rule 

To  ryde  vpon  a  mule 

Wyth  goMe  all  be  trapped 

lo  purple  and  paule  be  lapped 

Some  batted  and  some  capped 

Kydidy  be  wrapped 

God  wot  to  theyr  great  paynes 

In  rotchettes  of  fine  raynes 

Wbyte  as  morowes  mylke 

Their  tabertes  of  fine  silke 

Their  stirops  of  mixt  golde  begarded 

Their  may  no  cost  be  spared 

Their  moyles  golde  doth  eate 

Theyr  neigfibours  dye  for  meat. 
What  care  they  though  Gill  sweat 


Of  Jacke  of  the  Noke 
The  pore  people  they  yoke 
With  sommons  and  citaciont 
And  excommunications 
Aboute  churches  and  market 
The  byshop  on  his  carpet 
At  home  full  soft  doth  syt 
This  is  a  feareful  fyt 
To  heare  the  people  iangle 
'     Now  warely  they  wrangle 
Alas  why  do  ye  not  handle 
And  them  all  mangle 
Full  falsly  on  you  they  lye 
And  shamefully  you  ascry 
And  say  as  vntruly 
As  the  butter  fly 
A  man  might  say  in  mocke 
Ware  the  wethercocke 
Of  thee  steple  of  Poules, 
And  thus  they  hurt  their  soulei 
In  sclaunderyng  you  for  truth 
Alas  it  is  great  ruthe 
Some  say  ye  sit  in  trones 
Like  prynces  aquilonis 
And  shrsme  your  rotten  bones 
With  pearles  and  precious  stones 
But  how  the  commons  grones 
And  the  people  mones 
For  preestes  and  for  lones 
Lent  and  neuer  payde 
But  firom  day  to  day  delaid 
The  commune  welth  decayd 
Men  say  ye  are  tunge  tayde 
And  therof  speake  nothing 
But  dissimuling  and  glosing 
Wherfure  men  be  supposing 
That  yer  geue  shrewd  counsel 
Against  the  commune  wel 
By  pollyng  and  pillage 
In  cities  and  village 

By  taxyng  and  tollage 

Ye  haue  monks  to  haue  the  culerage 
For  coueryng  of  an  old  cottage 

That  committed  is  a  collage 

In  the  charter  of  dottage 

Tenure  par  service  de  sottage 

And  not  par  service  de  socage 

After  old  segn yours 

And  the  learning  of  Litleton  tenonrs 

Ye  haue  so  ouerthwarted 

That  good  lawes  are  subuerted 

And  good  reason  peruerted 
Religious  men  are  fayne 

For  to  turne  agayne 

In  secula  seculorum 

And  to  forsake  their  coram 

And  vagabundare  per  forum 

And  take  a  fyne  meritorum 

Contra  regulam  morum 

Aut  blacke  monacorum 

Aut  canonicorum 

Aut  Bemardinorum 

Aut  crucifixorum 

And  to  synge  from  place  to  place 

Lyke  apostataas 
And  the  selfe  same  game 

Begon  and  now  with  shame 

Amongcst  the  sely  nunnes 

My  lady  now  she  rannes 
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Dame  Sybly  our  abbcsse 

Dame  Dorotbo  and  lady  Besse 

Dame  Sare  our  pryoresse 

Out  of  tbeyr  cloyster  and  qaere 

With  an  beauye  cheere 

Must  cast  vp  their  blacke  vayle»— 

What  Colin  there  thou  shailes 

Yet  thus  with  yll  hayles 

The  lay  fee  people  rayles 

And  all  they  laye 
On  you  prelates  and  say 
Ye  do  wrong  and  uo  righte 
To  put  them  thus  to  flight 
No  Matins  at  midnight 
Boke  and  chalis  gone  quite 
Plucke  away  the  leades 
Ouer  theyr  heades 
And  sel  away  theyr  bels 
And  al  that  they  haue  els 
Thus  the  people  tels 
Rayles  lyke  rebels 
Rede  shrewdly  and  spels 
And  wyth  foundations  mels 
And  talke  lyke  titiuelles 
How  ye  breake  the  deades  willes 
Turne  mouasteris  into  water  millis 
Of  an  abbey  ye  make  a  graunge 
Your  workes  they  say  are  straunge 
So  that  theyr  founders  souleg 
Haue  lost  theyr  beade  roules 
The  mony  for  theyr  masses 
Spent  among  wanton  lasses 
The  Diriges  are  forgotten 
Their  founders  lye  there  rotten 
But  where  theyr  soules  dwel 
Therwith  I  wil  not  mel 
What  could  the  Turke  do  more 
Wyth  all  hys  false  lore 
Turke,  Sarazen  or  Jew 
I  report  roe  to  you 

O  merciful  Jesu 
You  support  and  rescite 
My  stile  for  to  directe 
It  may  take  some  effect 
For  I  abhorre  to  wryte 
How  the  lay  fee  despite 
You  prelates  that  of  ryght 
Should  be  lanternei  of  light 
Ye  Hue  they  say  in  delyte 
Drowned  in  deliciis 
In  gloria  et  diviciis 
Into  honorable  honore 
In  gloria  et  splendore 
Fulgurantes  baste 
Viventea  parum  caste 
Yet  swete  meat  hath  soure  sauce 
For  after  gloria  laus 
Christ  by  crueltie 
Was  nayled  vpon  a  tree 
He  payed  a  bitter  penciou 
For  mans  redemption 
He  dranke  eisel  and  gall 
To  redeme  vs  withall 
But  swete  Ipocras  ye  drynke 
With  let  the  cat  winke 
Ich  wot  what  eche  other  thynk 
How  be  it  per  assimule 
Some  men  tbinke  that  ye 
Shall  haue  penaltie 
For  your  iniquity 


No(e  what  I  say 

And  beare  it  wcl  awaye 

If  it  please  not  the  ologys 

It  is  good  for  astrologis 

For  Ptholme  told  me 

The  Sunne  somtime  to  bee 

In  Ariete 

Ascendent  a  degree 

What  Scorpion  descending 

Was  so  theu  pretending 

All  fatall  for  one 

That  shall  sit  on  a  trone 

And  rule  all  thinges  alone 

Your  teeth  whet  on  this  bone 

Amongst  you  euery  chone 

And  let  Collyn  Clout  haue  none 

Maner  of  cause  to  mone 

Lay  salve  to  your  own  sore 

For  els  as  I  sayd  before 

After  gloria  laus 

May  come  a  soure  sauce 

Sory  therfore  am  I 

But  trouth  can  neuer  lye 

With  language  thus  poluted 
Holy  church  is  bruted 
And  shamefully  confuted 
My  pen  now  wyll  I  sbarpe 
And  wrest  vp  my  harpe 
With  sharpe  twinking  trebels 
Agaynst  al  such  rebels 
That  labour  to  confound 
And  bring  the  church  to  the  gixmod 
As  ye  may  daily  see 
Howe  the  laye  fee 
Of  one  affinitee 
Cooseote  and  agree 
Agaynst  the  churche  to  be 
And  the  dignitce 
Of  the  byshoppes  fee 

And  eyther  ye  be  to  bad 
Or  els  they  are  mad 
Of  this  to  report 
But  vnder  your  supporte, 
Tyll  my  dying  day 
I  shall  bothe  wryte  and  say 
And  ye  shall  do  the  same 
How  they  are  to  blame 
You  thus  to  difiame 
For  it  maketh  me  sad 
How  that  the  people  are  glade 
The  church  to  depraue 
And  some  there  are  that  raoe 
Presuming  on  their  wit 
Whan  there  is  neuer  a  whit 
To  maintaine  argumentes 
Against  the  sacramentes 
Some  make  epilogation 
Of  highe  predestination 
And  uf  residenation 
They  make  interpretation 
Of  an  awquard  faciou 
And  of  the  prescience 
Of  diuine  essence 
And  what  ipostatis 
Of  Christes  manhode  is 
Such  logike  men  wyl  chop 
And  in  their  fury  hope 
When  the  good  ale  sop 
Dothe  daunce  in  their  fore  top 
Both  women  and  men 
Such  ye  may  wel  know  and  ken 
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That  agayn  presthode 
Their  malice  spred  abrodd 
Railing  hainously 
And  disdainously 
Of  pricfltly  dignities 
But  their  malignities 

And  some  haue  a  smacke 
Of  Luthers  sacke 
And  a  brenning  sparice 
Of  Luthers  warke 
And  are  somwhat  suspect 
In  Luthers  sect 
And  some  of  them  barke 
cutter  and  carpe 
Of  that  heresy  art 
Called  Wicleuista 
The  deuelishe  dogmatista 
And  some  be  Hussians 
And  some  bee  Arrians 
And  some  be  Pollegians 
And  make  much  varians 
Betwene  the  clergy 
And  the  temporalty 
How  the  church  hath  to  mickel 
And  they  haue  to  litel 
And  bring  him  in  materialities 
And  qualified  qualities 
Of  pluralities 
Of  tryalities 
And  of  tot  quottes 
They  commune  like  Scottes 
As  commeth  to  their  lottes 
Of  prebendaries  and  deanes 
How  some  of  them  gleanes 
And  gathered  up  the  store 
For  to  catch  more  and  more 
Of  persons  and  vioaries 
They  make  many  outcryes 
They  cannot  kepe  theyr  wiues 
From  them  for  theyr  lyues 
And  thus  the  losels  striues 
And  lewdly  says  by  Christ 
Agaynste  the  sely  priest 
Alas  and  wel  awaye 
What  ayles  theym  thus  to  saye 
They  mought  be  better  aduised 
Then  to  be  disgised 
But  they  haue  enterprysed 
And  shamefullye  surmised 
How  prelacy  is  sold  and  bought 
And  come  vp  of  nought 
And  where  the  prelates  be 
Come  of  low  degre 
And  set  in  maiesty 
And  spiritual!  dignity 
Farwel  benignity 
Farwell  simplicitye 
Farwel  humilitye 
Farwel  good  charity 

Ye  are  so  puffed  wyth  pryde 
That  no  man  may  abide 
Your  high  and  lordly  lokes 
Ye  cast  up  then  your  bokes 
And  vertue  is  forgotten 
For  then  ye  wyl  be  wroken 
Of  cuery  light  quarel 
And  cal  a  lord  a  iauel 
A  knight  a  knaue  to  make 
Ye  boste,  ye  face,  ye  crake 
Atid  vpon  you  take 


To  rule  king  and  kayser 

And  if  you  maye  haue  layser 

Ye  bryng  all  to  nought 

And  that  is  all  your  thought 

For  the  lordes  tcmporall 

Their  rule  is  very  small 

Almost  nothing  at  al 

Men  say  how  ye  appal 

The  noble  bloud  royal 

In  ernest  and  in  game 

Ye  are  the  lesse  to  blame 

For  lordes  of  noble  bloude 

If  they  wel  understand 

How  conning  might  them  auaunce 

They  would  pype  you  another  daunce 

But  noble  men  borne 

To  learne  they  haue  scome 

But  hunt  and  blowe  an  home 

Leape  over  lakes  and  dikes 

Set  nothing  by  politikes 

Therfore  ye  kepe  thcra  bace 

And  mocke  them  to  their  face 

This  is  a  petious  case 

To  you  that  oner  the  wbcele 

Lordes  must  couch  and  kneic 

And  breakc  theyr  hose  at  the  knee 

As  daily  men  may  see 

And  to  remembraunce  call 

Fortune  so  turueth  the  ball 

And  ruleth  so  ouer  all 

That  honour  hath  a  great  fall. 

Shal  I  tel  you  more,  ye  sbal 
I  am  loth  to  tel  all 
But  the  communal ty  ye  call 
Idols  of  Babilon 
Dc  terra  Zabulon 
De  terra  Neptalym 
For  you  love  to  go  trim 
Brought  vp  of  poore  estate 
Wyth  pryde  inordinate 
Sodaynly  vpstarte 
From  the  dong  cart 
The  mattockcs  and  the  shule 
To  reynge  and  to  rule 
And  haue  no  grace  to  thynke 
How  they  were  wont  to  drynke 
Of  a  lether  bottell 
With  a  knauish  stoppel 
Whan  mamockes  was  your  meate 
With  mould  bread  to  eat 
Ye  would  none  other  geate 
To  chew  and  to  gnaw 
To  fil  therwith  your  maw 
Lodged  in  the  strawe 
Couching  yeur  drousy  heades 
Somtime  in  lousy  bcddes 
Alas  this  is  out  of  minde 
Ye  grow  now  out  of  kynde 
Many  one  haue  but  winde 
And  make  the  commons  blindt 
But  qui  se  existimat  stare 
Let  him  wel  beware 
Least  that  his  fote  slip 
And  haue  such  a  trip 
And  falle  in  such  decay 
That  all  the  world  myght  say 
Come  down  on  the  diuels  way 

Yet  ouer  all  that 
Of  byshops  they  chat 
That  though  ye  ronnd  yourheare 
An  yoche  aboue  your  eare 
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And  aures  p^tentes 
And  param  intendentes 
And  your  coursers  be  trapped 
Your  eares  they  be  stopped 
For  maister  adulator 
And  doctour  asseotator 
And  blandior  blandiris 
With  mentor  mentiris 
They  folow  your  desyres 
That  ye  can  not  espie 
And  so  they  Were  your  eye 
How  the  male  doth  wrye 

Alas  for  Gods  will 
Whye  sytte  ye  prelates  styl 
And  suffer  all  this  yll 
Ye  blshoppe  of  estates 
Shoulde  open  the  brode  gates 
For  your  spiritual  charge 
And  confort  at  large 
Like  lanternes  of  light 
Id  the  peoples  sighte 
In  pulpettes  anteutike 
For  the  wele  publike 
Of  priesthod  in  this  case 
And  alwayes  to  chase 
Suche  manner  of  sismatiket 
And  halfe  heretikes 
That  wold  intoxicate 
That  wold  conquinate 
That  wold  contaminate 
And  that  woi^ld  violate 
And  that  would  derogate 
And  that  would  abrogate 
The  church  is  high  estate 
After  this  manner  rates 
The  whyche  shoulde  be 
Bothe  franke  and  free 
And  haue  their  liberty 
And  of  antiquity 
It  was  ratefyed 
And  also  gratefyed 
By  holy  sinodals 
And  buls  papal s 
As  it  is  res  certa 
Conteygned  in  Magna  Carta. 

But  maister  Damian 
Or  some  other  man 
That  clerkely  is,  and  can 
Wei  scripture  expound 
And  textes  grounde. 
His  benefice  worth  ten  pound 
Or  skant  worth  twenty  marke 
And  yet  a  noble  clerke 
He  must  do  this  werke 
As  I  know  a  part 
Some  maysters  of  art 
Some  doctours  of  law 
Some  learned  in  other  saw 
As  in  diuinitie 
That  hath  no  dignitie 
But  the  pore  degree 
Of  the  vniuersitie 
Or  elsse  frere  Frederick* 
Or  els  frere  Dominike 
Or  frere  HuguHnus 
Or  frere  Agustiuus 
Or  frere  Carmelus 
That  gostly  can  heale  v» 
Or  elsse  if  we  maye 
Get  a  frere  Graye 


Or  elsse  of  the  order 
UppoA  Grenewiche  border 
Called  observaunce 
And  a  frere  of  Fraunoe 
Or  elsse  the  poore  Scot 
It  muste  come  to  his  lot 
To  sbote  forth  his  shot 
Or  of  Babuell  beside  Bery 
To  postell  vpon  a  kyry 
That  woulde  it  shoulde  be  noted 
How  scripture  should  be  coted 
And  so  clerkle  promoted 
And  yet  the  frere  doted 
Men  say 
But  your  auctority 
And  your  noble  fee 
And  your  dignitie 
Should  be  imprinted  better 
Then  all  the  freres  letter 
For  yf  ye  wolde  Uke  payne 
To  preache  a  worde  or  twa3me 
Though  it  were  neuer  so  playnr 
With  clauses  two  or  three 
So  as  they  mighte  be 
Compendiously e  conueyed 
Those  wordes  should  be  more  weid 
And  better  perceyned 
And  thankfully  receyued 
And  better  shoulde  remayne 
Amonge  the  people  playne 
That  wolde  your  wordes  retayne 
And  reherse  them  agayne 
Than  a  thousand  thousand  other 
The  blaber,  barke  and  blether 
And  make  a  Walshman^s  hose 
Of  the  text  and  of  the  glose 

For  protestation  made 
That  I  will  not  wade 

Farther  in  this  brooke 
Nor  farther  for  to  looke 
In  deuising  of  this  boke 
But  answer  that  I  may 
For  my  self  alwaye 

Eyther  analogice 

Or  els  rathagorice 

So  that  in  diuinitee 

Doctors  thai  learned  be 

Nor  bachelers  of  that  faculty 

That  hath  taken  degre 

In  the  vniuersitie 

Shall  not  be  objected  for  mc. 
But  doctour  Bullatus 

Parum  litteratus 

Bominus  doctoratus 

At  the  brode  gatus 

Doctour  Daupatns 

And  bacheler  bacheleratus 

Dronken  as  a  mouse 

At  the  ale  house 

Taketh  bi's  pillion  and  his  cap 

At  the  good  ale  tap 

For  lacke  of  good  wyne 

As  wyse  as  Robin  swine 

Under  a  notaries  signe 

Was  made  a  diuine 

As  wise  as  Waltoros  calfe 

Must  preache  a  goddes  halfe 

In  the  pulpy t  solempnly 

More  meet  in  a  pillory 

For  by  sainct  Hillary" 
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He  can  nothing  smatter 
Of  logike  nor  soole  matter 
Neyther  silogisare 
Nor  of  emptimeniare 
Kor  knoweth  his  eloquence 
Nor  hifl  predicamence. 

And  yet  he  will  mel 
To  amend  tbe  gospel 
And  wil  preach  and  tel 
What  they  do  in  hel 
And  he  dare  not  wel  nenen 
What  they  do  in  hauen 
Nor  how  far  Temple  bare  is 
From  the  seaen  starres 

Nowe  will  I  goe 
And  tel  of  other  moe 
Semper  protestando 
De  Don  impugnando 
The  foure  orders  of  fryers 
Thonghe  some  of  them  be  lyen 
As  lim iters  at  large 
Wyll  charge  and  discharge 
As  many  a  fryar  God  wot 
Preaches  for  his  grote 
Flatterynge  for  a  new  cote 
And  for  to  have  hys  fees 
Some  to  gather  cheese 
Lothe  they  are  to  lese 
Eyther  coroe  or  roault 
Sometime  meale  and  sault 
Sometime  a  bacon  flicke 
That  is  three  fingers  thycke 
Of  larde  and  of  greace 
Their  cooent  to  encreace 

I  put  yon  out  of  doubt 
This  cannot  be  brought  about 
But  tbey  their  tongcs  file 
And  make  a  pleasaunte  style 
To  Margerye  and  to  Maude 
Howe  they  haue  no  fraude 
And  somtyme  they  prouoke 
Bothe  Gyll  and  Jacke  at  noke 
Their  duties  to  withdraw 
That  they  ought  by  the  lawe 
Their  curates  to  content 
In  open  time  and  in  Lente 
God  wot  they  take  great  pasme 
To  flatter  and  to  feyoe 
But  it  is  ao  olde  sayd  saw 
That  neede  hath  no  lawe 
Some  walke  aboute  in  melottes 
In  gray  russet  and  hery  cotes 
Some  wil  neyther  golde  ne  grotes 
Some  plnck  a  partrich  in  remotes 
And  by  the  barres  if  her  tayle 
Wil  kaow  a  rauen  from  a  rayle 
A  quail,  the  raiie,  and  the  old  rauen 
Sed  libera  nos  a  malo     Amen. 
And  by  dudum  their  Clementine 
Against  curates  repine 
And  say.proprely  they  are  sacerdotes 
To  shryue,  assoyle  and  reles 
Dame  Margeries  soule  out  of  hel 
Bat  when  the  frier  fel  in  the  wel 
He  could  not  sing  himselfe  tberout 
But  by  the  helpe  of  Christian  clout 

Another  rlementine  also 
How  frere  Fabion,  with  other  mo 
Exivit  de  paradiso 
Whan  they  again  thither  shall  come 
De  hoc  petimus  consilium 


And  through  all  the  world  tbey  go 
With  dirige  and  placebo. 

But  now  my  minde  ye  vnderstand 
For  they  muste  take  in  hand 
To  pi-each  and  to  withstand 
Al  maner  of  abiections 
For  bishops  haue  protections 
They  say  to  do  corrections 
But  they  haue  no  affections 
To  take  the  sayd  directions 
In  such  mauer  of  cases 
Men  say  they  beare  uo  faces 
To  occupy  such  places 
To  sow  the  sede  of  graces 
Their  bartes  are  so  fay n ted 
And  they  be  so  attaynted 
With  coueitous  and  ambicion 
And  other  i^upersticion 
That  they  be  deafe  and  dum 
And  play  scylens  and  glum 
Can  say  nothing  but  mum. 

They  occupy  theym  so 
With  singing  placebo 
Tbey  wil  no  farther  go 
They  had  leuer  to  please 
And  take  their  worldly  ease 
Than  to  take  on  hand 
Worshyp  to  wythstande 

Such  temporal  war  and  bate 
As  nowe  is  made  of  late 
Against  holy  churche  estate 
Or  to  mayntayne  good  quarelles 
The  lay  men  call  them  barrellea 
Full  of  glotony 
And  of  hypocrisye 
That  counterfaytes  and  paints 
As  they  were  saintes 
In  matters  that  them  lyke 
They  shew  them  poUtike. 

Pretending  grauitie 
And  sygnyorytie 
With  all  solempnitie 
For  their  indempnitie 
For  they  will  haue  no  lesse 
Of  a  peny,  nor  of  a  crosse 
Of  their  prediail  landcs 
That  Cometh  to  their  handes 
And  as  farre  as  they  dare  set 
Al  is  fyshe  that  cometh  to  net 
Building  royally 
Thier  mancions  curiously 
With  turrettes  and  with  toures 
With  halles  and  with  boures 
Streching  to  the  starres 
With  glasse  windowes  and  barres 
Hangyng  about  the  walles 
Clothes  of  golde  and  palles 
Arras  of  ryche  araye 
Freshe  as  floures  in  Maye 
Wytb  dame  Dyana  naked 
Howe  lust  ye  Venus  quaked 
And  howe  Cupide  shaked 
His  darte  and  bente  hys  bowe 
For  to  shote  a  crowe 
At  her  tyrly  tyrlowe 
And  how  Paris  of  Troye 
Daunced  a  lege  de  moy 
Made  lustye  sporte  and  ioye 
With  dame  Helyu  the  qucene 
With  such  storyes  by  deen 
Their  charabres  wel  be  seea 
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With  triumphes  of  Cesar 
And  of  his  Pompeius  war 
Of  renowne  and  of  fame 
By  them  to  gret  a  name 

Nowe  all  the  world  stares 
How  they  ryde  in  goodly  chares 
Conueyed  "by  olyphantes 
With  lauriat  garlantes 
And  by  vnycornes 
With  their  semely  homes 
Upon  these  beastes  riding 
Naked  boyes  striding 
With  wanton  wenches  winkyng 
Now  truly  to  my  thinkyng 
That  is  a  speculacion 
And  a  mete  meditacion 
For  prelates  of  estate 
Their  courage  to  abate 
From  worldly  wontonnea 
llieir  chambre  thus  to  dies 
With  such  parfetnes 
And  all  such  holynes 
How  be  it  they  let  down  fall 
Their  churches  cathedral 

Squire  knight  and  lord 
That  the  church  remord 
With  all  temporal  people 
They  runne  against  the  steeple 
Thus  talkyng  and  tcllinge 
How  some  of  you  are  mellyngc 
Yet  soft  and  fayre  for  swellyng 
Beware  of  a  queanes  yelling 
It  fs  a  besy  thing 
For  one  man  to  rule  a  kyng 
Alone  and  make  rekenyng 
To  gouerne  oucr  all 
And  rule  a  real  me  royall 
By  one  mannes  wit 
Fortune  may  chaunce  to  (lit 
And  when  he  weneth  to  syt 
Yet  may  he  mysse  the  quisshon 
For  1  red  a  preposicion 
Sum  rcgibus  dimicare 
£t  omnibus  dominare 
Ft  supra  te  pravore 
Wherefore  he  bathe  good  vre 
That  can  himselfe  assure 
How  fortune  wyl  endure 
Than  let  reason  you  support 
For  the  communalte 
That  they  haue  great  wonder 
That  ye  kcpe  them  so  vnder 
Yet  they  meniayle  so  muche  lesse 
For  ye  play  so  at  the  chesse 
As  they  suppose  and  gesse 
Tbat  some  of  you  but  late 
Hath  played  so  checkmate 
With  lordes  of  great  estate 
After  such  a  rate 
That  they  shall  mel  nor  make 
Nor  vppn  them  take 
For  kyng  nor  kayser  sake 
But  at  the  pleasure  of  one 
That  ruleth  the  rest  alone. 

Helas,  I  saye  Helas 
Howe  ma^'e  this  come  to  passe 
That  a  man  shall  heare  a  masse 
And  not  so  hardy  on  his  head 
T6  loke  on  God  in  forme  of  bread 
But  that  the  paryshc  clerke 
There  vpon  must  herke 


Aud  graunt  him  at  his  askyng 
For  to  see  tbe  sacryng 

And  how  may  this  accord 
No  man  to  our  souerayne  lorde 
So  hardy  to  make  ^ute 
Nor  to  execute 
His  commaundement 
Without  the  assent 
Of  our  president 
Not  to  exprcsse  to  his  person 
Without  your  assentacion 
Graunt  him  bis  licence 
To  preace  to  his  presence 
Nor  to  speake  to  him  secretly 
Openly  nor  preuyly 
Without  his  president  be  by 
Or  els  his  substitute 
Whome  he  wyl  depute 
Neither  earle  ne  duke 
Permitted  by  sainct  Luke 
And  by  sweet  sainct  Marke 
This  is  a  wooderons  warke 
That  the  people  talke  this 
Somewhat  there  is  amis 
The  deuill  cannot  stop  their  mouthf  s 
But  they  will  talk  of  suche  oncouthes 
All  that  euer  they  ken 
Against  all  spiritual  men. 

Whether  it  be  wronge  or  ryghtc 
Or  els  for  dispighte 
Or  howe  euer  it  hape 
Theyr  tounges  thus  do  clap 
And  through  such  detraction 
They  put  you  to  your  action 
And  whether  they  say  tmely 
As  they  may  abide  therby 
Or  els  that  they  do  lye 
Ye  know  better  than  I 
But  now,  debetis  scire 
And  groundlye  andire 
In  your  convenire 
Of  this  prsemunire 
Or  els  in  the  my  re 
They  say  they  will  you  cast 
Therfore  stand  sure  and  fast 

Stand  sure  and  take  good  foting 
And  let  be  al  your  moting 
Your  ganng  aiod  yoirr  toting 
And  your  parcial  promoting 
Of  those  that  stand  in  your  grace 
But  olde  seniauntes  ye  chase 
And  put  them  oat  of  their  place 
Make  ye  no  munnuracion 
Though  I  write  after  this  facion 
Though  I  Colyn  Clout 
Among  the  whole  route 
Of  you  that  clearkes  be 
Take  vpon  me 
Thus  copiously  to  write 
I  do  it  not  for  no  despite 
Wherfore  take  no  disdaine 
At  my  stile  rude  and  playne 
For  I  rebuke  no  man 
That  vcrtuous  is,  why  than 
Wreke  ye  your  anger  on  me 
For  those  that  vertuons  be 
Haue  no  cause  to  say 
That  I  speake  out  of  the  way. 

Of  no  good  byshop  speake  I 
Nor  good  prest  of  the  clargy 
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C^ood  firere  nor  good  chanon 
Oood  nunne,  nor  good  canon 
Oood  oionke,  nor  good  clerke 
Nor  of  no  good  werke 
But  my  rccoantyng  is 
Of  them  that  do  amis 
In  speaking  and  rebellins^ 
In  hindering  and  disauniiing 
Holy  church  our  mother 
One  against  another 
To  Tse  such  dispisinsr 
Is  all  my  whole  wry  ting 
To  hinder  no  man 
As  neare  as  I  can 
For  no  man  haue  I  named 
Wherfore  should  I  he  blamed 
Ye  ought  to  be  ashamed 
Against  me  to  be  greued 
And  can  tell  oo  cause  why 
But  thai  I  wryte  trulye 

Then  if  any  ther  be 
Of  high  or  low  degree 
Of  the  spiritualty 
Or  of  the  temporaltye 
That  doth  thinke  or  wene 
That  his  conscience  be  not  clene  . 
And  feleth  hymselfe  sicke 
Or  touched  on  the  quicke 
Such  grace  God  them  send 
Themself  to  amend 
For  I  wyll  not  pretend 
Any  man  to  ofTende 

Wheribre  as  thinketb  me 
Great  ydeottes  they  bee 
And  lytle  gi^ace  they  haue 
This  treatise  to  depraue 
Nor  wil  heare  no  preaching 
Nor  no  vertuous  teaching 
Nor  wil  haue  no  resiting 
Of  any  vertuons  wry  ting 
Wil  know  none  intelligence 
To  refburme  their  negligence 
Bat  line  stil  out  of  facion 
To  their  owne  damnation 
To  do  shame,  they  haue  no  shame 
Bat  they  wuld  no  man  should  theiqi  blame 
They  haue  an  euil  name 
But  yet  they  will  occupy  the  same 

With  them  the  worde  of  Qod 
Is  counted  for  no  .rod 
They  count  it  for  a  railinge 
That  nothing  is  auayiing 
The  preachers  with  euil  hailing 
Sbal  they  vaunt  vs  prelates 
That  be  their  prymates: 
Not  so  hardy  on  their  pates 
Harke  how  the  losel  prates 
With  a  wide  wesaunte 
Auaunte  sur  Guy  of  Gaunt 
Auaunte  lewde  preest  auaunt  '' 

Auaunt  syr  doctoure  Dyuers 
Prate  of  thy  mattens  and  thy  masse 
And  let  oure  matters  passe 
How  darest  thou  Daucocke  mel } 
How  darest  thou  losell 
Alligate  the  gospel 
Against  vs  of  the  counsel 
Auant  to  the  deuill  of  hel 

Take  him  warden  of  the  Flete 
Set  him  &ste  by  the  fete 
▼01.  IL 


I  say  lyuetenaunt  of  the  Toure 
Make  this  lurden  for  to  loure 
Lodge  him  in  litle  ease 
Fe<lc  him  with  beanes  and  pease 
TIk'  Kingps  bench  or  Marshalsy 
llaue  him  thether  by  and  by 
The  vi Maine  proacheth  openly 
And  dedareth  oure  villany 
And  of  our  fre  simplenesse 
He  Kayos  that  we  are  rechlessa  ' 
And  full  of  wylfuln(\<<&e 
ShameK*s,and  mek-ciles 
lurorn-,nbie  and  insaciate 
And  after  this  rate 
Agninst  vs  doth  prate 

At  Paulcs  crosse  or  els  where 
Openly  at  Westminster 
And  saynt  Mary  spittel 
They  set  not  by  us  a  whistel 
At  the  Austen  fryers 
They  count  vs  for  lyers 

And  at  saynt  Thomas  of  Aken 
They  carpe  vs  lyke  crakers 
How  we  wyl  rule  al  at  will 
Without  good  reason  or  skyll 
And  say  how  that  we  be 
Full  of  parcialitie 
And  how  at  a  pronge 
We  tume  right  to  wrong 
Delay  causes  so  longe 
That  right  no  man  can  fong 
They  say  many  matters  be  bom 
By  the  right  of  a  rammes  home 
Is  not  this  a  shamefull  scorne? 
To  be  treated  thus  and  tome. 

How  may  we  thus  indure 
Wherfore  we  make  you  sure 
Ye  preachers  shalbe  yawde 
Some  shalbe  sawde 
As  noble  Ezechifts 
The  holy  prophet  was 
And  some  of  you  shall  dye 
Lyke  holy  Jeremy 
Some  hanged  some  slayn 
Some  beaten  to  the  brayne 
And  we  wil  rule  and  rayne 
And  our  matters  maintaine 
Who  dare  say  there  agayne 
Or  who  dare  dysdainc 
At  your  pleasure  and  wil 
For  be  it  good  or  be  it  yll 
As  it  is,  it  shalbe  stil 
For  al  master  doctour  of  cinill 
Or  of  diuinCf  or  doctour  Dryuil 
Let  him  cough,  roughe  or  sneuil 
Renne  God,  renne  deuil 
Renne  who  may  renne  best 
And  let  take  all  the  rest 
We  set  not  a  nut  shel 
The  way  to  hcauen  or  to  hel. 

Lo,.this  is  the  gise  now  a  dayeff 
It  is  to  drede  men  sayes 
Least  they  bee  saducies 
As  they  be  sayd  sayne 
Which  determine  pUyne 
We  shoulde  not  rise  agayne 
At  dreadful  domes  daye 
And  M)  it  semeth  they  play 
Which  hate  to  be  corrected 
When  they  bee  infected 
V 
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Nor  wyU  tuffar  thii  boke 
By  booke  ne  by  crooke 
PryDtedfortobe- 
For  that  no  num  should  see 
Nor  rede  in  any  tcroUes 
Of  their  dronkoi  nolles 
Nor  of  their  noddy  pollei 
Nor  of  theyr  sely  sonles 
Nor  of  some  wiUes  pates 
Of  diners  great  estates 
As  well  as  other  men 

Now  to  withdraw  my  pen 
And  now  a  while  to  rest 
Me  semeth  it  for  the  besCe. 

The  fore  castel  of  my  ship 
Shall  glide  and  smothdy  dip 
Out  of  the  wanes  wode 
Of  the  stormye  floude 
6bote  anker  i(nd  lye  at  rode 
And  sayle  not  iarre  a  farode 
Til  the  cooste  be  clere 
That  the  lode  starre  appere 
My  shyp  now  wy!  I  pere 
Towarde  tiie  port  Salu 
Of  our  Saui'our  Jesu 
Such  grace  that  he  us  sende 
To  rectify  and  amend 
Thinges  that  are  amis 
Whan  that  his  pleasure  is. 

In  opere  imperfecto 

In  opere  semper  perfecto 
£t  in  opere  plusquam  perfecto 

BKRB  AFTER  FOLOWETTH 
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Pla  cebo 

Who  is  there  who 

Di  le  xi. 

Dame  Margery 

Fa  re  my  my 

Wberfore  and  why  why 

For  the  soule  of  Philip  Sparow 

That  was  late  slaine  at  Carow 

Amonge  the  nunnes  blake 

For  that  sweet  soules  sake 

And  for  al  Sparowes  soules. 

Set  in  our  bead  rouies 

Pater  noster  qui 

With  an  Aue  maria 

And  with  the  comer  of  a  creed 

The  more  shalbe  your  meed. 

Whan  I  rcmembre  agayne 
How  my  Philip  was  slain9 
Neuer  hisilfe  the  paiue 
Was  betwene  yon  twayne 
Pyramus  and  Thesbe 
As  than  befell  to  me 
1  wept  and  1  wayled 
The  teares  down  hajried 
But  nothing  it  auailed 
,       To  call  Philip  agayne 

Whom  Qib  our  cat  hatb  slayne^ 

Gib  I  say  our  cat 
Worrowed  her  on  that 
Which  I  loued  beste 
It  cannot  be  ezprest 
My  sorowful  beavynes 
But  al  without  redres 


For  within  that  stonnd 
Half  slumbryng  in  a  sound* 
I  fell  downe  to  the  ground 

Unneth  I  kest  mine  eyes^ 
Toward  the  doudy  skyes 
But  when  1  did  behold 
My  Sparow  dead  and  cold 
No  creature  but  that  wold 
Haue  rewed  vpon  me 
To  behold  and  see 
What  hcauines  did  me  pange 
Wherwith  my  handes  I  wrange 
That  my  senowes  cracked 
^As  though  I  had  ben  racked 
So  payned  and  so  strained 
That  no  life  welnye  remained 

I  sighed  and  I  sobbed 
For  that  I  was  robbed 
Of  my  Sparowes  life 
O  mayden,  widow  and  wife 
Of  what  estate  ye  be 
Of  bye  or  low  degre 
Great  sorow  then  ye  might  b9 
And  leame  to  wepe  at  me  . 
-  Such  paynes  did  me  freat 
That  mine  harte  did  beat 
My  Tisage  pale  and  dead 
Wanne,  and  blue  as  lead 
The  panges  of  hateful  deatb 
Wei  nye  stopped  my  breatbe. 

Heu  beu  ma 
That  1  am  woe  for  thee 
Ad  dominum  cum  tribularer  clamavi 
Of  God  nothing  els  crane  I 

BvT  Philips  sonle  to  kepe 
From  the  marees  deepe 
Of  Acherontes  wel 
Thisisafloudofhel 
And  from  the  gi-eate  Pluto 
The  prince  of  endles  woe 
And  from  foule  Alecto 
With  visage  blacke  and  bio 
And  from  Medusa  that  mare 
That  lyke  a  feende  doth  Rtare 
And  from  Megeras  eddes 
From  rufilinge  of  Philips  fethen^ 
And  from  her  firy  sparklinges 
For  burning  of  his  winges 
And  fh>m  the  smokes  soure 
Of  Proserpinas  boure 
And  from  the  dennes  darke 
Wber  Cerberus  doth  barke 
Whom  Theseus  did  afray 
"Whom  Hercules  did  out  tray 
As  famous  poetes  saye 
For  that  hd,  houpde 
That  lyeth  in  chaynes  bound 
With  gastly  heades  three 
To  Jupiter  pray  wee 
That  Phillip  preserued  maye  bee 
Amen  say  ye  wyth  me, 

Do  mi  nus 

Heipe  now  sweet  Jesus 
Levavi  oculos  meos  in  montis 
Wold  God  I  had  Xenophontis. 

Or  Socrates  the  wyse 
To  shew  me  their  deuise 
Moderately  to  take 
Thys  sofow  that  I  make 
For  Philyp  Sparowes  sake 
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So  feraently  T  shake 

I  fete  my  body  qaake 

80  Tigently  I  am  broaghte 

Into  careftil  thout^ht 

Like  Andromaca  Hectors  wife 

Was  weary  of  her  lyfe 

When  she  had  lost  her  joy 

Noble  Hector  of  Troy 

In  like  maner  also 

Encreaseth  my  deadly  woe 

For  my  Sparow  is  ^o 

It  was  so  prety  a  foole 

It  void  S3^  on  a  stoole 

And  learned  after  my  scoole 

For  to  keepe  his  cut 

With  Phillip  kepe  yonr  cut. 

It  had  a  veluet  cap 
And  wold  syt  upon  my  lap 
And  seke  after  smal  wormes 
And  sonitime  white  bread  crommes 
And  many  times  and  ofte 
Betwene  my  brestes  soft 
It  wold  lye  and  rest 
It  was  propre  and  prest 
X      Sometime  be  wold  g^spe 
When  he  saw  a  waspe 
A  flye  or  a  gnat 
He  wonld  fly  at  that 
And  pretely  be  would  pant 
When  he  saw  an  ant 
Ixvd  how  he  wold  pry 
After  the  butter  fly 
Ix>rd  how  he  wold  hop 
After  the  gressop 
And  whan  I  sayd,  Phyp  Phip 
Then  he  tvold  leape  and  skip 
And  take  me  by  the  lip 
Alas  it  wyl  me  sloe 
That  Philip  is  gone  me  fro 

Si  in  i  qui  ta  tes 
Alas  I  was  euil  at  ease 

De  profonndis  ctamavi 
y    When  I  saw  my  Sparow  dye. 

Kows  after  my  dome 
Bame  Sulpicia  at  Rome 
Whose  name  registred  was 
For  ener  in  tables  of  bras 
Because  shee  did  pas 
In  poesy  to  endyte 
And  eloquently  to  write     ' 
TboQgh  she  wold  pretend 
My  Sparow  to  commend 
I  trow  tfhe  could  not  amende 
Importing  the  vertnes  al 
Of  my  Sparow  royal 

For  it  would  come  and  go 
And  ^e  so  to  and  fro 
And  on  me  it  wold  leape 
Whan  I  was  asleape 
And  his  fethers  shake 
Wber  wy  th  bee  wold  make 
Me  often  for  to  wake 
And  for  to  take  him  in 
Upon  my  naked  skin 
^  wot  we  thought  no  syn 
what  though  he  crept  so  low 
IJ  was  no  burt  I  trow 
He  did  nothinge  perdee 
BtttsytYponmyknce 


Philip  though  bee  were  nise 
In  hym  it  was  no  vise 
Phillip  had  leane  to  go 
To  pike  my  little  too 
Phillip  myght  be  bold 
And  do  what  be  wold 
Philip  would  seke  and  take 
All  the  flees  blake 
That  he  could  there  espye 
With  his  wanton  eye 

0  pe  ra 
La  sol  fa  fa 

Confitebor  tibi  domine  toto  corde  meo 
Alas  1  wold  ride  and  go 
A  THOUSAHp  mile  of  grounde  ' 

If  any  such  might  be  founde 

It  were  worth  an  hundreth  ponnde 

Of  kyng  Cresus  golde 

Orof  Artalustheold 

The  ryche  prynce  of  Pargame 

Who  so  list  the  story  to  see 

Cadinus  that  his  sister  sought 

And  he  should  be  boughte 

For  gold  and  fee 

He  sliould  ouer  the  see 

To  wete,  if  be  coulde  hr}nig 

Any  of  the  spryiige 

Or  any  of  the  bloude 

But  \vl)o  so  vnderstode 

Of  medias  arte 

I  wold  1  had  a  parte 

Of  her  crafty  uiagike 

My  Sparuu'  than  shoulde  be  qoycke 

Wytb  a  charme  oy  twaine 

And  play  with  me  agayne 

But  al  this  is  in  vaine 

Thus  for  to  complaine 

1  tuke  my  sampler  ones 
Of  purpose  for  the  nones 
To  sow  wyth  stiches  of  silke 
My  Sparow  white  as  mylke 
That  by  representacion 

Of  his  image  and  iacion 

To  me*  it  might  importe        ^ 

Some  pleasure  and  comfort 

For  my  solace  and  sporte 

But  v^  ban  I  was  sowing  his  beke 

Me  thought  my  Sparow  dyd  speake 

And  open  his  prety  bill 

Saying,  maid  ye  are  in  wil 

Again  me  for  to  kil 

Ye  pricke  me  in  the  head 

With  that  my  nedle  ware  red 

Me  thought  of  Philyps  bloude 

Mine  here  right  vpstode 

And  was  in  such  a  frayo 

My  speche  was  taken  awaye 

1  kest  downe  that  there  was 

And  $ayd  alas,  alas 

How  commeth  this  to  pas 

My  fiiigpis  d<ad  and  c<iU] 

Could  nut  my  sampler  hold 

My  nedle  and  threde 

I  thrue  awaye  for  drede 

The  best  now  that  I  may 

Is  for  his  soule  to  pray, 

A  porta  iuferi 
Good  Lord  haue  mercie 
Upon  my  Sparowes  soule 
M'ritten  in  my  bede  roule 
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Au  di  vi  ?o  cem 
Japhet  Cam  and  Sem     . 
Ma  gni  fi  cat 
Shew  me  the  right  path 

To  the  hilles  of  armonye 
Wherfore  the  birdes  yet  cry 
Of  j-our  fathers  bote 
That  was  somtime  a  flotc 
And  now  they  lye  and  rote 
Let  some  poetes  wrytc 
Deucalions  floud  it  hlghte 
Bot  as  verely,  a«  ye  be 
The  natural!  sonnes  three 
Of  Noe  the  patriarke 
That  made  that  great  arke 
Wherin  he  had  apes  and  owles 
Bcastes,  byrdes  and  foules 
That  if  ye  can  fynde 
Any  of  my  Sparowes  kynde 
God  sonde  the  soule  good  rest 
1  wonltic  yet  haue  a  nest 
Afi  prety  and  as  prest 
As  my  Sparow  was 
But  my  Sparuw  dyd  pas 
All  Sparowes  of  the  wod 
That  were  since  Noes  floud 
Was  neuer  none  so  good 
King  Philip  of  Macedony 
Had  no  such  Philip  as  1 
No  no  s«ir  haidely. 

Til  at  vciigcaunce  I  aske  and  cry 
By  way  of  cxclamaeion 
On  al  the  whole  nacion 
Of  cattes  wilde  and  tame 
God  send  them  sorow  and  shame 
That  cat  specially 
That  slew  so  cruelly 
My  litie  prety  Sparow 
That  1  brought  \p.  at  Carow. 

O  cat  of  churlyshc  kynde. 
The  feend  was  in  thy  minde 
Whan  thou  my  byrd  vntwynde 
1  wolde  thou  haddest  beu  biynd 
The  leopardes  sauage 
The  lyons  in  their  rage 
Might  catche  the  in  their  pawes 
And  gnaw  the  in  tlieir  jawes 
These  scrpentes  of  Libany 
Might  sting  the  venemously 
The  dragons  with  their  tunges 
Might  poison  thy  liuer  and  lunges 
The  manticors  of  the  mountaynes 
Miglite  feed  them  on  thy  bmines 

Mclanchates  that  hound 
That  plucked  Acteon  to  the  grounde 
-  Gaue  him  his  mortal  wound 
Chaunged  to  a  deere 
The  story  doth  appere 
Was  chaunged  to  an  harte 
So  thou  fouie  cat,  that  thou  arte 
The  selfe  same  hounde 
Might  the  confound 
That  his  own  lord  bote 
Mighte  bite  asunder  thy  throte 
\         Of  Inde  the  gredy  gripes 
Might  teare  out  all  thy  tripes 
Of  Arcady  the  beares 
Miglit  plucke  awaye  thine  eares 
The  wilde  wolfe  Licaon 
^itc  asondre  thy  baekebone 


Of  Ethna  the  brenning  hyl 

That  day  and  night  brenoeth  styll 

Set  in  thy  tayle  a  blase 

That  al. the  world  may  gase 

And  wonder  vpon  thee 

From  Occion  the  greate  sea 

Unto  the  lies  of  Orchadye 

From  Tilbery  fery 

To  the  plasme  of  Salisberye 

So  traiterously  my  bird  to  kyll 

That  neuer  ought  the  euill  will 

Was  neuer  bird  in  cage 

More  gentil  of  corage 

In  doing  his  homage 

Unto  his  soueraine 

Alas  I  say  agayne 

Death  hath  departed  vs  twayne 

The  false  cat  hath  the  slaine 

Fare  well  Phillip  adewe 

Our  Lorde  thy  soule  rescewe 

Farewell  without  restore 

Fart;well  for  euermore 

And  it  were  a  Jew 

It  wold  make  one  rew 

To  se  my  sorow  new 

These  vilanus  false  cattes 

Were  made  for  mise  and  ratles 

And  not  for  byrdes  small 

A  las  my  face  waxeth  pale 

Telling  this  pyteous  talc 

How  my  byrd  so  fayre 

That  was  wont  to  repayre 

And  go  in  at  my  spay  re 

And  crepo  in  at  my  gor 

Of  my  goune  before  • 

Flickering  with  his  wingea 

Alas  my  hert  it  styoges 

Kemembring  prety  thyngea 

Alas  myne  hart  it  sleeth 

My  Philips  doleful  death 

Whan  1  lemembre  it 

How  pretely  it  would  sit 

Many  tyoies  and  oft 

Upon  my  finger  aloft 

1  played  with  him  tittel  tettel 

And  fed  him  with  my  spattell 

With  his  bil  betwene  my  lips 

It  was  my  prety  Phips 

Many  a  prety  kusse 

Had  r  of  his  swete  musse 

And  now  the  cause  is  thus 

That  he  is  slayne  me  fro 

To  my  great  payne  and  wo 

Of  fortune,  this  tlie  chaunce 
Standeth  at  varyaunce 
Oft  time  after  pleasaunce* 
Trouble  and  greuaunce 
No  man  can  be  sure 
Alway  to  have  pleasure 
As  wel  perceiue  ye  may 
How  my  disport  and  playe 
From  me  was  taken  awaye 
By  Gyb  our  cat  sauage 
That  in  furious  rage 
Caught  Philip  by  the  head 
And  slue  him  there  starke dead. 
Kyrie  eleyeson 

Christe  eleyeson. 
Kyrie  eleyeson. 

For  Philip  Sparowes  soiU^  - 
Set  in  our  bead  rQuI^ 
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Let  us  now  vhi8{>er 
A  pater  nostei^. 

Lauda  anima  mea  dominum. 
To  weep  ivith  me  loke  that  ye  come 
All  maiier  of  byrds  in  your  kynd 
See  none  be  left  behynd 
To  morning  loke  that  ye  fawl 
With  dolorous  songes  funerall 
Some  to  sing,  and  some  to  say 
Some  to  weep  and  some  to  praye 
Euery  bird  in  his  lay 
The  goldfinch  the  wagtaile 
The  ianglingjaye  to  rayle 
The  flecked  pye  to  chatter 
Of  this  dolorous  matter 
And  robyn  red  breste 
He  sbalbe  the  preest 
The  requiem  masse  to  syng 
Loftly  warbeling 
With  heipe  of  the  red  sparow 
And  the  chattering  swallow 
This  hearse  for  to  halow 
The  larke  with  his  long  toe 
The  spinke  and  the  martinet  also 
The  shouelar  with  his  brode  beck 
The  doterell  tiiat  folish  pecke 
And  also  the  mad  coo,te 
With  a  balde  face  to  toote 
The  felde  fare  and  the  snyte 
The  crowe  and  the  kyte 
The  rauen  called  rolfe 
His  plajrne  songc  to  solfe 
The  partryche,  the  quayle 
The  plouer  wyth  vs  to  wayle       ^ 
The  wodhacke  that  singeth  churre 
Horsly  as  bee  had  the  murre 
The  lusty  chaunting  nightingale 
The  popingaye  to  tel  her  tale  . 
That  toteth  oft  in  a  glasse 
Shal  rede  the  gospel  at  masse 
The  manis  with  her  whistell 
She  rede  there  the  pistell 

But  with  a  large  and  a  longe 
To  kepe  iust  playne  songe 
Our  chauntera  shalbe  your  cuckoue 
The  culueri  the  stockedoue 
With  puwyt  the  lapwing 
The  versycles  shal  syngc 
The  bitter  with  bis  bnmpe 
The  crane  with  his  trampe   - 
The  swan  of  Menander 
The  goose  and  the  gander 
The  dncke  and  the  drake 
Shal  watche  at  thys  wake 
The  pecocke  so  proude 
Because  hys  voyce  is  loud 
And  hath  a  gloryous  tale 
He  shal  syngc  the  grayle 
The  owie  that  so  foule 
Must  heipe  vs  to  houle 
The  heron  so  gaunte 
And  the  cormoraunte 
Wyth  the  fesuant 
And  the  gaglyng  gaunte 
And  the  churlish  chouge 
The  rout  and  the  kough 
The  barnacle  the  bussard 
With  the  wilde  mallard 
The  diuendop  to  sleep 
The  water  hen  to  weep 


The  puffin,  and  the  tele 
Honey  they  shall  dele 
To  pore  folke  at  large 
That  shalbe  theyr  charge 
'J'he  semcw,  and  the  titraose 
The  wodcocke  with  the  long  nosd 
The  threstill  with  her  warblinge 
The  starliug  with  her  brablioge 
The  looke,  with  the  ospray        ^ 
That  putteth  fishes  to  afray 
And  the  deinty  curlew 
With  the  turtil  most  true 

At  this  Placebo. 
We  may  not  well  forgo 
The  countring  of  the  co 
The  storke  also 
That  maketh  this  nest 
III  chimneyes  to  rest 
Within  those  walles 
No  broken  galles 
May  there  abide 
Of  cokoldry  syde 
Or  els  philosophy^ 
Maketh  a  great  lye 

The  estridge  that  wil  eatd 
And  horshowe  so  greate 
In  the  stede  of  meat 
Such  feruent  heat 
His  stomake  doth  freat 
He  cannot  wel  fly 
Nor  synge  tunably 
Yet  at  abrayde 
He  hath  well  assayd 
To  solf  a  aboue  Ela 
Fa  lorell  fa  fat, 
Ne  quando 
Male  cantando 
The  best  that  we  can 
To  make  him  our  belmari 
An  let  him  ring  the  bels 
He  can  do  nothing  els, 
Chaunteclere  our  cocke 
Must  tell  what  is  of  the  clockt 
By  the  astrologyc 
That  he  hath  naturally 
Conceyaed  and  caught 
And  was  neuer  taught 
By  Albumazer 
The  astronomer 
Nor  by  Ptholomy 
Prince  of  astronomy 
Nor  yet  by  Haly 
And  yet  he  croweth  dayly 
And  nightly  the  tydtes 
That  no  man  abides 
With  partlot  bis  hen 
Whome  now' and  then 
Hee  plucketh  by  the  hed 
Whan  he  doth  her  tred 

The  bird  of  Arabye 
That  potcnciallye 
May  neuer  dye 
And  yet  there  is  none 
But  one  alone 
A  phenix  it  is 
This  herse  that  must  Wis 
With  armaticke  gummcs 
That  cost  great  aummes 
The  way  of  thurification 
To  make  fumigacion 
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SweU  of  reflarye 
And  redolent  of  ayre 
This  corse  for  aence 
,With  great  reoerence 
As  partriarke  or  pope 
In  a  blacke  cope 
Whiles  he  senseth 
He  shal  syng  the  verse 
Libera  me 
In  de  la  sol  re 
Softly  bemole 
For  my  Sparowes  soule 
Plinni  sheweth  al 
In  his  story  natural 
What  he  doth  (inde 
Of  the  pheniic  kinde 
•Of  whose  incineracion 
There  riseth  a  new  creacion 
Of  the  same  facion 
Wythout  alteracion 
Sauing  that  old  age 
Is  turned  into  corage 
Of  fresh  youth  agayne 
This  matter  true  and  playne 
Playne  matter  indeed 
Who  so  lyst  to  rede 

But  for  the  egle  doth  fly 
Hyest  in  the  sky 
He  shalbe  thy  sedeane 
The  quere  to  demeane 
As  prouost  priucipall 
To  teach  them  their  ordinal! 
Also  the  noble  fawcon 
With  the  geriawoon 
The  tarsel  gentil 
They  shall  mome  softe  and  still 
In  theyr  amisse  of  gray 
The  sacre  with  them  shal  say 
Dirige  for  Philips  soule 
The  gothauke  shal  haue  a  rool 
The  queresters  to  cootroule 
The  lanners  and  marlionf 
Shall  stand  in  their  mourning  gounet 
The  bobby  and  the  musket 
The  sensers  and  the  crosse  shall  set 
The  kestrel  in  al  this  warke 
Salbe  holy  water  darke 
And  now  the  dwrke  cloudy  night 
Chaseth  away  Phebus  bryght 
Taking  his  course  toward  the  weste 
God  send  my  Sparows  soule  good  rest 
Requiem  eteraam  dona  eis  domine 
Fa  fa  fe  my  re 
A  por  ta  in  fe  ri 
Fa  fa  fa  my  my 

Credo  videre  bona  domiui 
I  pray  God  Philip  to  Heven  may  flie 
Domine  exaudi  oracionem  meam 
To  Heaven  he  shal  from  Ueoen  he  came 

Do  mi  nus  vo  bis  cum 
Of «]  good  pmiers  God  sisnd  him  sum 

Oremus. 
Dens  cui  proprium  est  miserere  &  parctre 
On  Philips  soule  haue  pity. 

For  he  was  a  prety  cocke 
And  came  of  a  gentil  1  stocke 
And  wrapt  in  a  maidens  smock 
And  cherished  full  daintely 
Tyll  cruel  fate  made  him  to  dye 
Alas  for  doleful  desteoy 


But  whereto  shuld  I 
Lengeir  roorne  or  cry  } 
To  Jupiter  I  call 
Of  Heauen  emperial 
That  Philip  may  fly 
Aboue  the  sterry  sky 
To  treade  the  prety  wren 
That  is  our  ladies  hen 
Amen,  amen,  amen 

Yet  one  thing  is  behinde 
That  now  commeth  to  mind 
An  epitaphe  I  wold  haue 
For  Phillips  graue 
But  for  I  am  a  mayde 
Timerous,  halfe  afrayde 
That  neuer  yet  asayde 
Of  Elycones  w«;ll 
Where  the  muses  dwell 
Though  I  can  rede  and  spell 
Recount  report  and  tell 
Of  the  UUes  of  Caunterbury 
Some  sad  storyes,  some  merry 
As  Falomon,  and  Arcet 
Duke  Theseus  and  parielct 
And  ofthewifo  Bath 
That  woiketh  much  scathe 
Whan  her  tale  is  toM 
Among  huswiues  bold 
How  she  oontrold 
Her  husbaodes  as  she  wold 
And  theim  to  dispise 
In  the  homeliest  wise 
Bring  other  wines  In  thought 
Their  husbaodes  to  set  at  naught 

And  though  that  red  haue  I 
Of  Gawen  and  fyr  Guy 
And  tel  can  a  great  peece 
Of  the  golden  fleece 
How  Jason  it  wan 
Like  a  valtaunt  man 
Of  Afturs  round  table 
With  his  knightes  commendable 
And  dame  Gaynour  hys  quene 
Was  somwhat  wanton  1  wene 
How  gyr  Launcelote  de  lake 
Many  a  speare  brake 
For  his  ladyes  sake 
Of  Tristom  and  kyng  Marke 
And  al  the  whole  warke 
Ofbele  I  sold  bis  wife 
For  whom  was  mueh  strife 
Some  say  she  was  lyght 
And  made  her  husband  knyght 
Of  the  common  hall 
That  cuckoldes  men  call 
And  of  sir  Libins 
Named  Disconius 
Of  quarter  fyla  Amunde 
And  how  they  were  sommond 
To  Rome  to  Charlemayne 
Upon  a  great  payne 
And  bow  they  rode  each  one 
On  Bayard  Mountalbon 
Men  se  him  noiir  mid  then 
In  the  forest  Arden 
What  though  I  can  frame 
The  storyes  by  name 
Of  Judas  Machabens 
And  of  Cesar  Julius 
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And  of  the  ttme  betwene 

Puia  and  Viene 

And  of  the  duke  of  Hannybali 

That  made  the  Romaynes  al 

For  drede  and  to  quake 
How  ScipioD  did  wake 
The  citie  of  Cartage 
Which  hy  his  Tnmercifiil  rage 
He  beat  down  to  the  ground 
And  though  I  can  expound 
Of  Hector  of  Troy 
That  was  al  theyr  ioye 
Whome  Achilles  slue 
Wbeifbre  all  Troy  did  rue 
And  of  the  loue  so  hote 
That  made  Troylus  to  dote 
Upon  fiiyre  Cresseyde 
And  what  they  wrote  and  sayd 
And  of  their  wanton  wits 
AuidaerTMire  thebylB 
From  one  to  the  other 
His  nwisters  loue  to  further 
Somtime  a  precious  thyoge 
An  oucbe  or  els  a  ryng 
From  her  to  him  agayn 
&mtime  a  prety  chain 
Or  a  bracelet  of  her  beare 
Frayed  Troylus  for  to  weare 
That  token  for  her  sake 
How  hartely  be  did  it  take 
And  much  therof  did  make 
And  al  that  wa?  in  vayne 
For  shee  dyd  but  feyne 
The  story  telleth  playne 
He  could  not  obtayne 
Though  his  father  wer  a  king 
Yet  there  was  a  thynge 
That  made  the  male  to  wryng 
She  made  him  to  sing 
The  song  of  loners  laye 
Mosiog  night  and  daye 
Mouminge  al  alone 
Comfort  had  be  none 
For  she  was  quite  gone 
Thus  in  conclusion 
She  broughte  bim  in  abusion 
In  earnest  and  in  game 
She  was  much  to  blame 
Disparaged  is  her  fame 
And  blemished  is  ber  name 
In  maner  half  with  shame 
Troylus  also  bath  lost 
On  her  muche  loue  and  cost 
And  now  must  kisse  the  post 
Pandara  that  went  betwene 
Bath  won  notbyng  I  ween 
But  light  for  somer  greene 
Yet  for  a  special  laud 
He  is  named  TVoyllous  baud 
Of  that  name  he  is  sure  * 
Whiles  the  world  shal  dure 

Though  I  rensembre  the  fable 
Of  Penelope  most  stable 
To  her  husband  most  trew 
Yet  long  time  she  ne  knew 
Whether  be  were  on  line  or  dad 
Her  wit  stode  her  in  sted 
That  she  was  true  and  juste 
For  anye  bodelye  Inste 
To  Uiixes  her  make 
And  neoer  wold  bim  fbnako 


/ 


Of  Marcus  Marcellui 
A  prosses  I  could  tel  ts 
And  of  Anteocus 
And  of  Josephus 
Deantiquitatibus 
And  of  Mardocheus 
And  of  great  Assuems 
And  of  Vesca  bis  qoeene 
Whom  he  forsoke  with  teene 
And  of  Hester  his  other  wife 
With  whom  he  led  a  pleasaunt  lif^ 
Of  kynge  Alexander 
And  of  kyng  Euander 
And  of  Porcena  the  greate 
That  made  the  Romans  to  smart 

Though  I  haue  enrold 
A  thousande  newe  and  old 
Of  these  historyous  tales 
To  fil  bougets  and  males 
With  bookes  that  1  bane  red 
Yet  I  am  nothynge  sped 
And  can  but  lyUe  skyl 
Of  Ovid  or  Vergil 

Ofof  Plutharke 
Or  of  Praunces  Petrarke 
Alcheus  or  Sapho 
Of  suche  other  poetes  moe 
As  Linus  and  Homerus 
Euphorion  and  Theocritus 
Anacreon  and  Anon 
Sophocles  and  Philemon 
Pindarus  and  Dimonldes 
Philiston  and  Phorocides 
These  poetes  of  auncientie 
Tbey  are  to  diffuse  for  me 

For  as  I  to  fbre  haue  sayd 
I  am  but  a  yonge  maj^d 
And  cannot  in  eflvct 
My  stile  as  yet  direct 
With  englysh  wordes  elect 
Our  naturall  tonge  is  rude 
And  ban)  to  be  enneude 
Wyth  polyshed  tearmes  lustyd 
Oure  language  is  so  rustye 
So  cankered  and  so  fol 
Of  frowardes  and  so  dul 
That  if  I  wold  apply 
To  write  ordinately 
I  wot  not  where  to  flnde 
Termes  to  seme  my  roinda 
Cowers  englyshe  is  olde 
And  of  no  value  is  tolde 
His  matter  is  worth  gold 
And  worthy  to  be  enrold 

In  Cbauser  I  am  sped 
His  tales  I  haue  red 
His  mater  is  delectable 
Solacious  and  commendable 
His  englyshe  wel  alowed 
So  as  it  is  enprowed 
For  as  it  is  employed 
There  is  no  englyshe  voyd 
At  those  dayes  muche  commended 
And  now  men  wolde  haue  amended 
His  englishe  where  at  they  barke 
And  marre  all  they  warke 
Chaucer  that  famous  clarke 
His  tearmes  were  not  darcke 
But  pleasaunt,  easy  and  playq(» 
No  worde  he  wrote  in  vaynt 
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Also  Johi\  Lydgate 
Wrytteth  after  an  hycr  rate 
It  is  diffuse  to  fyn()e 
The  sentence  of  hi«  iniad 
Yet  wryteth  he  iu  his  kind 
No  man  that  caa  amend 
Those  maters  that  be  hath  pend 
Yet  some  men  finde  a  faut 
And  say  be  wryteth  to  baut 

Wherfore  hold  me  excused 
If  I  haue  not  wel  perused 
Myne  englysh  halfe  abused 
Thoughe  it  be  refused 
In  worth  1  shall  it  take 
And  fewer  wordes  make 

But  for  ray  Sparowes  sake 
Yet  as  a  woman  maye 
My  wit  I  shall  assay 
An  epytaphe  to  wryghte 
In  iatyae  playne  and  lygbt 
Wherof  the  elegy 
Foloweth  by  aud  by 
Flos  volucrum  furmose  vale, 
Philippe  sub  isto 
Marmore  iam  recubas, 
fiui  mihi  cams  eras; 
Semper  erunt  nlttdo 
Radiantia  sidera  coulo, 
Impressusque  meo 
Pectore  semper  eris: 
Per  me  laurigerum 
Britanum  $keltuuida  vatcm 
Haec  cecinisse  licet 
Ficta  sub  imagine  texta 
Cuius  eris  voluci  is 
Prestauti  corpore  Virgo 
Candida  Nais  erat: 
Formostor  ista  Joanna  e^it; 
Bocta  Corinna  fuit, 
Sed  magvis  ista  sapit 

Bien  men  souient. 

TUB  COMMENDACIONS. 

Beati  immaculati  in  via 
O  gloriosa  focmina 
Now  mine  hole  imaginacion 
And  studious  meditacion 
Is  to  take  this  commendacion 
In'this  consideracion 
And  vn4^r  pacient  tolleracion 
O^that  most  godly  mayd 
That  Placebo  bath  sayd 
And  for  her  Sparow  prayd 
Id  lamentable  wyse 

Now  wyl  I  enterpryse 
Thorow  the  grace  diuine 
Of  the  muses  nine 
Her  beauty  to  commend 
If  Arethusa  wyll  send 
Me  enfluence  to  eAdite 
And  with  my  pen  to  write 
If  Apollo  will  promise 
Melodiouslye  it  to  deuise 
His  tunable  harpc  f>tringcs 
With  armonye  that  synges 
Of  princes  and  of  kynges 
And  of  all  pleasaunt  thyngcs 
Oflustandofdelyght 
Thorow  his  godly  might 
To  whome  ^e  the  laud  ancrybed 
That  my  pen  bath  cnbibed 


With  the  aureat  droppe* 
As  verelye  my  hope  is 
Of  Thagus  that  golden  floud 
That  passeth  all  the  earthly  good 
And  as  that  iloud  dothe  pas 
Al  floudes  that  euer  was 
With  b3'S  golden  sandes 
Who  so  that  vnderstandes 
Cosmography:  and  the  stremes 
And  the  floudes  in  straunge  remea 
Ryght  so  she  dothe  excede 
Al  other  of  whom  we  rede 
Whose  fame  by  me  shall  sprede 
Into  Perce  and  Mede 
From  Britons  Albion 
To  the  toure  of  Babilon 

I  trust  it  is  no  shame 
And  no  manne  wyl  nie  blame 
Thoughe  I  regester  her  name 
In  the  courte  of  fame 
For  thys  most  goodly  floure 
This  blossome  of  fresbe  coloure 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
She  florysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  virtue  . 
Hac  claritare  gemina 
O  gloriosa  fcemina 
Retribi^e  seruo  tuo,  vivifica  me. 

Labia  mea  laudabunt  te. 

But  enforsed  am  I 
Openlye  to  askry 
And  to  make  an  outcry 
A^inste  odyous  enuye 
That  euermore  wyl  lye 
And  saye  cursed  lye 
With  hys  lether  eye 
Aud  chokes  drye 
With  vysage  wan 
As  swarte  as  tan 
His  bones  crake 
Jicane  as  a  rake 
Hys  gummes  rustye 
Are  full  vnlustyc 
Hys  harte  with  all 
Bytter  as  gall 
His  iiuer  his  longes 
With  anger  is  wronge 
Hys  terpentes  tongc 
That  many  one  hath  stonge 
He  frowneth  euer 
He  laugbeth  neuer 
Euen  nor  morowe 
But  other  mens  sorowe 
Causeth  him  to  grin 
And  reioice  therein. 
No  slepe  can  hym  catche 
But  euer  doth  watche 
He  is  so  bete 
With  malice  and  frete 
Wyth  anger  and  yre 
His  foule  desire 
Wyl  suffer  no  sleep 
In  his  head  to  creep 
His  foule  semblaunte 
Al  displeasaunte 
Whan  other  are  glad 
Than  is  hee  sad 
Franticke  and  mad 
His  tounge  neuer  styll 
For  to  saye  yll 
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Writhing  and  wringing 
Biting  aDd'tftingyng 
And  ttias  this  elf 
Consumeth  bimselfe 
Hymselfe  doth  sloe 
Wyth  payue  and  woe 
Thj's  false  enuy 
Sayth  that  I 
ITse  greate  fbllye 
For  to  indite 
And  for  to  wryte 
And  speode  my  time 
In  prose  and  rime 
For  to  expres 
The  noblenes 
Of  my^  maystres 
That  causeth  me 
Studious  to  be 
To  make  a  relation 
Of  her  oommeudacion 
And  there  agayne 
Enny  doth  complayne 
And  hath  disdaine 
But  yet  certayne 
I  will  be  playne 

And  my  stile  dres 

To  this  prosses 

Nowe  Pbebus  me  ken 

To  sharpe  my  pen 

And  leade  my  fyste 

As  him  best  lyst 

That  I  may  say 

Honoure  alwaye 

Of  woman  ksmde 

Trouthe  dothe  me  bynde 

And  ioyaltie 

Euer  to  be 

Their  true  bedel 

To  wryte  and  tel 

How  women  excel 

In  noblenes 

As  my  maystres 

Of  wbome  I  thinke 

With  pen  and  ynke 

For  to  compyle 

Some  goodly  stile 

For  thys  moste  goodly  floura 

This  blossom  of  fresh  colour 

So  Jupiter  me  succour 

She  florisheth  new  and  new 

in  beautie  and  vertue 

Hac  claritate  gcmina, 

O  gloriosa  foemina: 
Legem  pone  mihi  domine  in  vlam  justifi- 

cationum  tuarum. 
Sueraadmodumdesiderat  cervus  ad  fontes 

aquarum. 
Howe  shall  I  reporte 

Al  the  godly  sort 

Of  her  fetures  cleere 

That  hath  none  earthly  peere 

Her  fauoure  of  her  face 

Ennewed  with  al  grace 

Conlbrt  pleasure  and  solace 

Mine  hart  doth  so  enbrace 

And  so  bath  rauished  me 
Her  to  behold  and  se 

That  in  wordes  playne 
1  cannot  me  refrayne 

To  loke  to  her  agayne 


Alas  what  shoulde  I  fayne ' 
It  were  a  pleasaunte  pnyne 
With  her  aye  to  remayne 

Her  even  graye  and  stepe 
Causeth  myne  barte  to  leepe 
With  her  browes  bente 
She  maye  wel  represente 
Fay  re  Lucres  as  I  weene 
Or  els  fayre  Polexene 
Or  els  Caliope 
Or  els  Penolope 
For  thys  moste  goodly  fluure 
This  blossouie  of  freshe  coloure 
So  Jupiter  me  succour 
She  florisheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  foemina 
Memor  esto  verbi  tui  servo  tuo 
SciTus  tuus  sum  ego 

The  Indy  saphyi-e  blcwe 
Her  vaynes  doth  ennew 
The  orient  pearle  so  cleare 
Tiie  witnes  of  her  Icre 
The  lusty  ruby  ruddes 
Resemble  the  rose  buddes 
Her  Itppes  soft  and  mery 
Emblomcd  like  the  chery 
It  were  an  heauenly  blysse 
Her  sugred  mouthe  to  kysse 
Her  beauty  to  augment 
Dame  nature  hath  her  lente 
A  warte  upon  her  cheke 
Who  so  lyst  to  seeke 
In  her  visage  a  skar 
That  semeth  from  a  far 
Lyke  to  a  radyaat  star 
Al  with  fauour  fret 
So  proprely  it  is  set 
She  is  the  violet 
The  daisy  delectable 
The  columbine  commendable 
This  ielofer  amiable 
This  moste  goodly  floure 
This  blossome  of  freshe  coloure 
So  Jupiter  me  succourc 
She  floiysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  ffcmina 

Bonitatem  fecisti  cum  servo  tuo  domina 
Et  ex  praecordiis  sonant  prasconia 

And  whan  I  perceiued 
Her  wart  and  conceiued 
It  cannot  be  denaid 
But  it  was  wel  conuaid 
And  set  so  womanly 
And  nothing  wantonly 
But  right  conueniently 
And  full  congruentlye 
As  nature  could  deuise 
In  moste  goodly  wyse 
Who  so  lyst  behold 
It  maketh  loners  bold 
To  her  to  sue  for  grace 
Her  fauour  to  purchase 
The  sker  upon  her  chin 
Enchased  on  her  fayre  skin 
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Whiter  than  the  swan 
It  wold  make  any  man 
To  forget  deadly  syn 
Her  fauoar  to  wyn 
For  this  most  gWKlly  flour 
This  blossome  of  freshe  coloure 
So  Jupiter  me  succour 
She  flourisheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertue 
'  Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  foemina 

Defecit  in  salutate  tua  aniroa  mea ; 
^id  petis  filio,  mater  dulcissima :  babse ! 

Soft  and  make  no  din 
For  now  I  wil  begin 
To  bane  in  remembraunce 
Her  goodly  dalyaunce 
And  her  goodly  pastaunce 
So  bad  and  so  demure 
Behauing  her  so  sure 
With  wordes  of  pleasure 
She  wold  make  to  the  lure 
And  any  man  oonuert 
To  geue  her  his  whole  hart 
She  made  me  sore  amased 
Upon  her  whan  I  gased 
Me  thought  mine  hart  was  erased 
My  eyen  were  so  dased 
For  this  most  goodly  flour 
The  blossome  of  fresh  colour 
So  Jupiter  roe  succoure 
She  ilorysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertew 
Hac  claritate  gemina 

0  gloriosa  foemina 

Suomodo  dilexi  legem  tuam  domiua. 

Recedant  vetera,  nova  sunt  omniia. 

And  to  amend  her  tale 
Whan  she  lyst  to  auale 
And  with  her  Angers  small 
And  haudes  soft  as  silke 
Whiter  than  milke 
That  are  so  quickely  vayned 
Wherwith  my  hand  she  strained 
Lord  how  I  was  payned 
Unneth  I  am  refrayned 
How  she  me  had  reclaymed 
And  me  to  her  retayned 
Enbrasyng  therwith  all 
Her  goodly  middle  small 
With  sides  long  and  streyt 
To  tel  you  what  conceit 

1  had  then  in  a  trice 
The  matter  wer  to  nyce 
And  yet  there  was  no  vyce 
Nor  yet  no  villany 

But  only  fiintasy 
For  this  most  goodly  floure 
The  blossome  of  fresh  colour 
So  Jupiter  me  succour 
She  florisbeth  new  and  new 
In  beautie  and  vertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  foemina ; 

Iniquos  odio  habui; 
Non  calnmnieutur  me  SQperbu 

But  whreto  shold  I  noto 
How  often  dyd  I  tote 


Upon  her  pretye  Ibte 

It  rayted  myne  hart  rote 

To  see  her  treade  the  gromidtt 

With  heles  short  and  round 

She  is  plainly  expresse 

Egeria  the  goddesse 

And  lyke  to  her  ymage 

Importured  with  corage 

A  louers  pilgrimage 

There  is  no  best  sauage 

Ne  no  tygre  so  wood 

But  she  wold  chaonge  his  mood 

Suche  relucent  grace 

Is  formed  in  her  face 

For  this  most  goodly  flour 

Tliis  blossome  of  freshe  coloare 

So  Jupiter  me  succour 

She  florysheth  new  and  new 

In  beauty  and  vertue 

Hac  claritate  gemina 

O  gloriosa  foemina 

Mirabilia  testimonia  tua 

Sic  utnovellae  plantationes  in  javentste  8 

So  goodly  as  she  dresaea 
So  properly  she  presses 
The  bryght  golden  tresses 
Of  her  heare  so  fyne 
Lyke  Phebus  beames  shyne' 
Where  to  should  I  disclose  . 
The  garteryng  of  her  boae 
It  is  for  to  suppose 
Howe  that  she  can  weare 
Gorgiouslye  her  geare 
Her  freshe  babllementes 
With  other  implementet 
To  seme  for  all  ententes 
Lyke  dame  Flora  queene 
Of  lusty^  somer  grene 
This  moste  goodly  flour 
This  blossome  of  freshe  cokrare 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
She  florysheth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertew 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O. gloriosa  foemina: 
Clamavi  in  toto  coide  enndi  me. 

Her  kyrtel  so  goodly  lased 
And  vnder  that  is  braced 
Such  pleasures  that  1  may 
Neither  write  nor  say 
Yet  thoughe  I  write  not  with  ink 
No  man  can  let  me  thinke 
For  thoughr  'hath  liberti 
Thought  is  franke  and  fi-ee 
To  thynke  a  mery  thought 
It  cost  me  litle  or  nought 
Wold  God  mine  homely  stile 
Were  poUished  with  the  file 
Of  Ciceros  eloquence 
To  prayse  her  excellence 
The  most  goodlye  floure 
This  blossome  of  freshe  colo«e 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
She  florysheth  uew  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vertue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 
O  gloriosa  foemina 
Principes  persecuti  sunt  me  gratis 
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Omnibu  comideratis.    Psaradisiu  yoluptatis, 
luec  Tirgo  est  dolcissiiiuu 

Mi  pen  it  is  vfiable 
My  band  it  is  ▼nstable 
My  reason  rade  and  dull 
To'prayte  her  at  the  full 
Goodly  maistres  Jane 
Sobre,  demure  Diane 
Jaoe  this  maistres  hight 
The  lode  star  of  delight 
Dame  Venas  of  all  pleasure 
The  wel  of  worldly  treasure 
She  doth  excede  aud  passe 
In  prudence  dame  Pallas 
The  most  goodly  floure 
This  blossome  of  freshe  ooloure 
So  Jupiter  me  succoure 
Sbe  florisbeth  new  and  new 
In  beauty  and  vcrtue 
Hac  claritate  gemina 

0  gloriosa  foemina 

Rbqchew  etemam  dona  eis  domine. 
With  this  psalm.    Domine  probasti  me. 
Shall  saile  ouer  the  sea 
With  tibi  domine  commendamiis 
On  pilgrimages  to  sainct  Jamys 
For  shrympes,  and  for  pranes 
And  for  stalkynge  cranes 
And  wher  my  pen  hath  offended 

1  pray  you  it  may  be  amended 
By  discrete  consideration 

Of  your  wise  refoniiacion 
1  haoe  not  offended  I  trust 
If  it  be  sadly  discust 
It  were  no  gentle  guyse 
This  treatise  to  dispise 
Because  I  haue  writen  and  sayd 
Honour  of  this  foyre  mayd 
Wlierfore  should  I  be  blamed 
That  I  Jane  named 
And  famously  prodamed 
She  is  worthy  to  be  enrold 
With  letters  of  golde. 
Car  elle  vauTt. 

Pnt  me  laurigemm  Britonom  Skeltonida  vatem 
Lsmilbas  eximiis  merito,  hsec  redemita  puella  est 
FomesMn  cecini  qua  noo  formosior  uUa  est; 
Fonnosam  potius,  quam  oommendaret  Homerus 
Sic  jnnt  interdum  rigidos  recrcare  labores 
Mee  minus  hoc  titulo  tersa  Minerva  mea  est 
Rien  que  plaisere. 

Tboiendeth  the  boke  of  Philip  Sparow,  and  here 
feloweth  an  adicion  made  by  master  Skelton. 

Trb  gyse  now  a  dayes 
Of  some  ianglyng  iayet 
Is  to  discommend 
That  they  cannot  amend 
Though  they  wold  spend 
Alt  the  wyttes  they  baue 

What  ayle  them  to  depraiie 
Phillip  Sparowes  graue 
Hisdirige:  her  commendacion 
Can  be  no  derogacion 
But  ntyith  and  consolacion 
Made  by  prottstacioD 


No  man  to  miscontent 
With  Phillippes  enterement 

Alas  that  goodly  mayd 
Why  should  she  be  afrayd 
Why  should  she  take  shame 
That  her  goodly  name 
Honorably  reported 
Sltould  be  set  and  sorted 
To  be  matriculate 
With  ladyes  of  estate 

I  coniure  the  Philip  Sparow 
By  Hercules  that  hel  dyd  harov 
And  with  a  venemous  arow 
Slewe  of  the  Epidatures 
One  of  the  Ceiitaures 

Or  Onooentaures 
Or  Hipocentaurius 
By  whose  might  and  mayne 
An  hart  was  slay^ie 
With  homes  twayne 
Of  glittering  gold 
And  the  appcls  of  gold 
Of  Hesperides  withhold 
And  with  a  dragon  kept 
That  neuer  more  slept 
By  marcial  strengtbe 
He  wan  at  length 
And  slue  Gerion 
With  thre  bodies  in  one 
With  mighty  corage 
Avaunted  the  rage 
Of  a  lyon  sauage 
Of  Dyomedes  stable 
He  brought  out  a  rable 
Of  coursers  and  rounses 
With  leapes  and  bonuses 

And  with  mighty  lugging 
Wrestlyng  and  tuggyng 
He  plucked  the  bul 
By  the  homed  skul 
And  offred  to  Cornucopia 
And  so  forth  per  cetera 

Also  by  Ecates  bower 
In  Plutus  gastly  tower 
By  the  vglye  Eumenides 
That  neuer  haue  rest  nor  ease 

By  the  venemous  serpent 
That  in  hel  is  neuer  brento 
In  Lerna  the  Grekes  fen 
That  was  engendred  then 

By  Chemeras  flames 
And  all  deadly  names 
Of  infernal  posty 
Where  soules  fry  and  rosty 

By  the  stigial  flood 
And  the  streames  wood 
Of  Cocitus  botumles  wel 
By  the  feryman  of  hel 

Caron  with  his  beard  horc 
That  roweth  with  a  rude  ore 
And  with  his  fore  top 
Gideth  his  bote  with  a  prop 
I  coniure  Philip  and  cal 
In  the  name  of  king  Saul 
Primo  regum  exprcsse 
He  had  the  Phitonesse 
To  wy  tchecraft  her  to  dres 
And  by  her  abusions 
And  damnable  illusions 
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Of  menieylous  conclusions 
And  by  her  siipersticions 
And  wonderful  cundicions 
She  raysed  vp  in'  tbat  stede 
Samuel  that  was  deadc 

But  whether  it  were  so 
He  were,  idem  in  numero 
The  selfe  same  Samuel 
How  be  it  to  Saule  dyd  he  tell 
The  Philistines  shuki  him  ascry 
And  the  next  day  he  should  dye 
I  wil  my  self  discharge 
To  lettrcd  men  at  large 

But  Philip  Iconiure  thee 
Now  by  these  names  three 
Diana  in  the  woodes  gprene 
Luna  that  so  bryght  doth  shyne 
Proserpina  in  hell 
That  thou  shortly  tell 
And  shew  now  vnto  me 
What  the  cause  may  be 
Of  this  perplexitie 

luteriit,  Phillippe  Scroupe,  pulchra  Johanna, 
Instanter  periit,cur  nostri  carmitiis  illam 
Nunc  pudor,  est  sero,  minor  est  infamia  vero. 

Than  suche  as  haue  disdayned 
And  of  tbys  worke  complayned 
I  pray  God  they  be  payned 
No  worse  than  is  contayncd 
In  verses  two  or  three 
That  folowe  as  ye  may  see 

Luride  cur  livor  volucrls  pia  funera  damnas 

Talia  te  rapiant,  rapiunt  qutt  fata  .vohicrum 

Est  tamen  invidia  mors  tibi  continua 


» ELTON  LAUREATE  AGAINST  A  COMELY  COYS- 
TROWNE  THAT  CURIOW8LY  CHAUNTYD  AND 
CAJtRYSHLY  COWNTREI),  AND  MADLY  IN  UY8 
If  USIKES  MOK^LYSHLY  MADE,  AGAYNST  TUB  IX 
MUSIS  OP  POLITIKE  POEMS  AND  PUETTYS  MA- 
TRICULAT. 

Of  all  nacyons  vnder  the  Heuyn. 
These  frantyke  foolys  I  hate  mnst  of  all. 
For  though  they  stumble  in  the  sinnes  seuyn. 
In  peuyshnes  yet  they  suapper  and  fall. 
Whichc  men  the  viii  deadly  sinsi  call. 
This  peuysh  proud  this  p render  g(st. 
When  he  is  well  yet  can  he  not  rest. 

A  swete  suger  lofe  and  sowTe  bayards  bun. 
Besumdele  lyke  in  forme  and  shap 
Tiie  one  for  a  duke  the  other  lor  dun. 
A  maunchet  for  Morel  1  theron  to  snap. 
His  hart  is  to  hy  to  haue  any  hap. 
But  for  in  his  ganie  ut  carp  that  he  can. 
Lo  Jak  wold  be  a  jentylman. 

Wyth  hey  troly  loly  lo  whip  here  Jak. 
Alumbek  sodyldym  syllorym  ben. 
CuiTOwsly  he  can  b  )tli  counter  and  knak 
Of  Martyn  Swart  and  all  hys  mery  men, 
toixl  how  Perkyn  is  proud  of  his  Pohen. 
But  a.^k  wher  he  fyodyth  ainonjr  his  nionacordes. 
An  holy  water  dark  a  ruler  of  lurdes. 

He  can  not  fynd  it  in  rule  nor  in  space. 
H^  soifyth  to  haute  bys  trybyll  is  to  hy. 


He  braggyth  of  bis  byrtl.  that  borne  was  ful  bace 
Hys  musyk  withoute  mesure  to  sharp  is  his  my. 
He  trymmyth  in  bis  tenor  to  counter  pirdewy. 
His  discaiit  is  besy  it  is  withoute  a  mene. 
To  fat  is  his  fantsy  his  wyt  is  to  lene. 

He  Inmbryth  on  a  lewde  lewte  roty  bulle  joy$e. 
Rumbill  downe  tumbil  dovvne  bey  go  now  now. 
He  fumblyth  in  his  fyngering  an  vgly  good  noise. 
It  semyth  the  sobbyng  of  an  old  sow. 
He  wold  be  made  mocb  of  and  he  wyst  how. 
Wde  sped  in  spyndels  and  turning  of  taoellys. 
A  bungler,  a  brawler,  a  pyker  of  quardlys. 

Comely  he  clappyth  a  payre  of  clauyoordys. 
He  whystelyth  so  swetdy  he  makyth  me  to  swet. 
His  discant  is  dashed  full  of  dlsconles 
A  red  angry  man  but  easy  to  Intrete. 
An  vssber  of  the  ball  fayn  wold  I  get. 
To  poynte  this  proude  page  a  place  and  a  rome 
For  Jak  wold  be  a  jcntilman  that  late  was  a  grome 

Jak  wold  jet  and  yet  Jyll  $ayd  nay. 
He  counteth  in  his  ronntenaunce  to  check  which 

the  best. 
A  malaperte  medler  that  pryeth  for  his  pray 
In  a  dysh  dare  he  rush  at  the  rsrpe&ty 
Dreming  in  dumpys  to  wrangill  and  to  wrest 
He  findeth  a  proporcion  in  his  prycke  songe. 
To  drynke  at  a  draught  a  larg  and  a  long 

Nay  iape  not  with  hym  he  is  no  smal  fole 
It  is  a  solemn  pne  syre  and  a  solayne. 
For  lordes  and  ladyes  lerne  at  his  scote 
He  techyth  them  so  wysely  to  solf  and  to  fayne 
That  neither  they  singe  wcl  prike  song  nor  plain 
This  docter  Dellias  commensyd  in  a  cart. 
A  master,  a  mynstrel,  a  fydler,  a  fart. 

What  though  ye  can  cowntcr  Custodi  nos. 
As  wel  it  becomith  yow  a  parysh  towne  clarke. 
To  syng  Supinitati  dedit  sgros 
Yet  bere  ye  not  to  bold  to  braule  oe  to  bark 
At  me,  that  medeled  nothing  with  youre  wark. 
Correct  first  thy  selfe,  walk  and  be  nought. 
Demc  what  you  list  thou  knowist  not  my  thought 

A  pronerbe  of  old  say  well  or  be  still. 
Ye  are  to  vnhappy  occasion  to  fynde. 
Uppon  me  to  dater  or  els  to  say  y)l. 
Now  haue  I  shcwyd  you  part  of  your  proud  mind 
Take  this  in  woilh  the  best  is  behyode. 
Wryten  at  Croydon  by  Crowland  in  the  Clay. 
On  Candelmas  cuyn  the  Kalendas  of  May. 

FINIS. 


Contra  alium  Cantitantem  &  Organisantem 
Asinum,  qui  impugnabat  Skeltonida  . 
Pierium,  Sarcasmos. 


PRiBPONENDA  meis  non  sunt  tua  plectra  c 

Nee  quantum  nostra  fistula  clara  tua  est 
Ssepc  licet  lyricos  modularis  arundine  psalfflos, 

£t  tremulos  calamis  concinis  ipse  modos: 
Suamvis  mille  tuus  digitus  dat  cannine  plausus. 

Nam  tua  quam  tua  vox  est  mage  docta  manus: 
Soamvis  cuncta  facis  tumida  sub  mente  supeibosy 

Gratior  est  Phoebo  fistula  nostra  tamen. 
Ergo  tuum  studeas  animo  deponere  fastum, 

£t  violare  sacrum  detine  stulte  virum. 
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tnCLTOH  LkVBMAT  TPPON  A  DBBDMANS  BBD 
TUAT  WAS  SBNT  TO  HYM  FROM  AN  HONOR- 
ABLR  JBRTIL  WOMAN  FOR  A  TOKEN,  DBUYSYD 
THIg  OOSTLY  NBIMTACION  IN  BNGLYSH,COUEN- 
ABLB  IN  SENTENCE  GOMBNDABLB,  LAMENT- 
ABLE, LACRIMABLB,  PROFITABLE  FOR  THE 
iOOLB. 

YouRE  vgly  tokya, 
My  mynd  bath  brokyo, 
From  tirorldly  lust. 
For  I  baue  dyscust. 
We  are  bat  dust, 
And  dy  we  must 

It  is  gencrall 
To  be  mortall. 
1  haue  well  espyde 
No  maa  may  by m  hyde: 
With  si  anew  6  wyderyd. 
From  deth  below  eyed. 
With  bonys  shyderyd, 
With  bys  worme  etyn  maw, 
And  his  gastly  jaw. 

Gaspyng  asyde,  • 

Nakyd  of  hyde, 
Neytbcr  flesh  not  fell. 

Then  by  my  councell, 
I.ake  that  ye  spel. 
Well  thys  gospell. 
For  whcr  so  we  dwell, 
Deth  wil  us  qwell. 
And  with  us  mell. 

For  all  our  pamperde  paunchls 
Ther  may  no  fraunehys, 
For  worldly  blys, 
Rcdeoie  vs  from  this, 
Ourc  days  be  datyd. 
To  be  chek  matyd. 
With  drawttys  of  deth, 
Stoppyng  oure  breth, 
Oure  eyen  synkyng. 
Cure  bodys  stynkyng, 
Onre  scnmrnys  grynnyng. 
Ourc  soufys  brynnyng. 
To  whom  then  shall  we  se\^, 
For  to  haue  reskew. 
But  to  swete  Jesu, 

On  Ts  then  for  to  rew. 
O  goodly  child, 

Of  Mary  mylde, 

Then  he  oure  shylde. 

That  we  be  not  exyld. 
To  the  dyne  dale,  * 

Of  botcmles  bale. 

Nor  to  the  lake, 

Of  fendys  blake. 
But  graunt  vs  grace 

To  sc  thy  face, 

And  to  purchace, 

Thyne  heuenly  place. 

And  thy  palace. 

Full  of  solace. 

Aboue  the  sky, 

That  is  so  hy.     Eternally. 

To  beholdr;  and  sc. 

The  Trynytc.    Amen. 

Mirres  vous  y. 


WoMAMlfOD  wanton  ye  want. 
Ytfttr  ipedeling  mastres  is  manerles. 


Plenty  of  yll  of  goodnes  skant. 

Ye  rayll  at  ryot  recheles. 

To  prayse  youre  porte  it  is  nedeles. 

For  all  your  draffe  yet  and  youre  dreggys. 

Ab  well  borne  as  ye  full  oft  tyme  beggys. 

Why  so  Icoy  and  full  of  skorne. 
Myne  horse  is  sold  I  wene  you  say. 
My  new  furrj^d  gowne  when  it  is  wome. 
Put  vp  youre  pnrs  ye  shall  non  pay. 
By  erede  I  tmst  to  se  the  day. 
As  proud  a  poheii  as  ye  spretle. 
Of  me  and  other  ye  may  haue  nede. 

ThouL^h  angelyk  be  youre  smylyng. 
Yet  is  youre  tuug  an  adders  taylc. 
Full  lyke  a  scorpyon  styngj'ng. 
All  those  by  whom  ye  haue  auayle. 
Good  mastres  Anne  there  ye  do  shayle. 
What  prate  ye  praty  pyggys  ny. 
1  truste  to  quyte  you  or  1  dy^. 

Youre  key  is  mete  for  euery  iok. 
Youre  key  is  com  men  and  hangyth  owte. 
Youre  key  is  redy  we  nede  not  knok. 
Nor  stand  lonj?  wrestyng  there  aboute. 
Of  youre  dorep^ate  ye  haue  no  doute. 
But  one  thyn^;  is  that  ye  be  lewde. 
Holde  youre  toug  now  all  be  shrewdy 
To  mastres  Anne  that  farly  swete. 

That  wunnes  at  the  key  in  Temmys  strete. 


THE  BOKE  OF 

THREE  FOOLES 

M.   8KELT0N    POETB    LAUREATE,     GAUB   TO    UY 
LORD  CARDYNALL. 

THE  FYRST  FOOLE. 

The  man  that  doth  wed  a  wyfe 
For  her  goodes  and  her  rychesse 
And  not  for  lygnage  femynatyfe 
Procureth  doloure  and  dystresse 
With  infynyte  |)ayue  and  heuynesse 
For  she  wyll  do  hym  moche  sorowe 
Bothe  at  euyn  and  at  morowe. 

THE  SECOND  FOOLE. 

The  dartes  ryght  cursed  of  enuye 
Hath  rayned  sythe  the  worldc  began 
Whiche  bryngeth  man  euydently 
Into  the  bondes  of  Sathan 
Wherfore  he  is  a  dyscrete  man 
That  can  eschewe  that  euyll  synne 
Where  body  and  soule  is  lost  in 

THE  THYRD  FOOLE. 

Dyuers  by  voluptuousnes 
Of  women  the  which  be  present 
Re  brou^'ht  in  to  fhll  great  dystres 
Forgettynj?  vertues  excellent 
Of  God*  the  whych  is  permanent 
And  suifreth  themselfe  to  be  bounde 
In  cordes  as  it  were  a  bounde* 

Come  hy  ther  and  take  thisboke  and  rede  therein 
for  your  lernyng  with  clere  iyen,  and  loke  in  this 
boko  that  sheweth  you  folysh  fooles,  without  wyt 
or  vuderstanding  Pecunyous  fooles  that  bee  aua- 
ryce,  and  for  to  haue  good  tyme,  and  to  lyue 
mcryly,  weddeth    these  olde   wyddred    womcu. 
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\rhych  bath  sackes  fhll  of  nobles,  daryfye  here 
your  sygbte,  and  ye  shal  know  what  goodnes 
commeth  therby,and  wbatjoye  and  gladneg  Some 
there  be  that  habandoneth  tbemHeUe  for  to  gather 
togyther  the  donge  that  yssueth  of  tfaeyr  aases 
arse,  for  to  fynde  eucrmore  grese,  it  is  gretc  foly 
trulyey  but  yet  the  yooge  man  is  more  folyssber, 
the  vhiche  vreddeth  an  olde  wyfe,  for  to  baue  her 
^Ide  and  syluer.  I  say  that  he  is  a  great  foole 
that  taketh  anne  olde  wyfe,  for  her  goodes  and  is 
much  to  blame 

They  the  whiche  do  so,  ^procureth  all  trybula^ 
tions.  For  with  her  he  shall  neither  baue  ioy,  re- 
creacion,  nor  rest  He  noryssheth  stryfes,  and 
greatcdebRtes,thooghte,payne,  anguyshc,  audine- 
lancoly.  And  yf  he  wolde  accomplysha  the  workes 
of  maryage,  hee  may  not,  for  sbee  is  so  debylyte 
colde,  vnpropyce,  vnnaturall,  and  vndyscurrente, 
for  the  coldenes  that  is  in  her.  The  husbande  of 
this  olde  wyfe  hath  none  ^esperaunce  to  baue  lyg- 
nage  by  her,  for  be  neuer  luued  her.  The  man  is 
a  very  foole  to  make  his  demoraunce  vpon  such  an 
olde  wife,  whan  he  thinketh  somtime  vpon  such 
thynges,  he  leseth  his  naturall  with,  in  cursynge 
hymselfe  more  then  a  M.  tymes  with  the  golde  and 
the  syluer,  and  the  cursed  hasarde  of  fortune.  Aud 
when  he  s^th  his  poore  lyfe  in  such  dystresse,  bis 
hert  is  all  oppressed  with  melancholy  and  dolour, 
but  whan  the  vnhappye  man  seeth  that  it  is  force 
and  that  hee  is  constreyncth  to  baue  patience,  he 
putteth  his  cure  to  draw  to  hym  the  money  of  the 
olde  wyddred  woman  in  makyng  to  her  glade 
chere.  And  whan  hee  hath  the  money  and  the 
bagge  wyth  nobles,  God  knoweth  what  chere  be 
maketh,  wy  thoute  tbynkinge  on  them  that  gather- 
eth  it  And  when  he  hath  spente  al,  he  is  more 
vnbappyer  than  hee  was  before,  yf  that  the  foole 
be  vnhappye,  it  is  well  ryghte,for  hee  hath  wedded 
auaryce,  mother  of  all  euylles,  yf  hee  had  taken  a 
wyfe  that  had  ben  fayre  and  yong,  after  bis  com- 
plection,  he  had  not  fallen  into  so  great  an  incon- 
nenience.  It  is  wryten  in  auncient  bokes  that 
hee  wbiche  weddetb  a  wyfe  by  aoaryce,  and  not 
for  to  baue  lygnage,  hath  no  cure  of  the  honestie 
of  matrymonye,  and  thynketh  foil  euyll  on  his 
conscience.  The  unyon  of  maryage  is  decayed,  for 
vnder  the  coloure  of  good  and  loyall  maryage  is 
wedded  auaryce  as  we  se  etiery  day  by  experience 
through  the  world  Aud  one  wil  baue  a  wife, 
and  that  hee  marke  his  to  6e  demaunded  in  mary- 
age, they  will  enquyre  of  his  ryches  and  conninge. 
And  on  the  other  syde  he  wyl  dcmaunde  great 
goodes  with  her,  to  noryssbe  her  with.  For  and 
her  father  and  mother  and  frendes  baue  no  greate 
ryches,  be  wyll  not  of  her.  But,  aud  she  be  ryche 
hee  demaundeth  none  other  thinge.  It  is  wrytten 
that  one  were  better  haue  his  house  in  deserte, 
wheras  no  mencion  sboulde  be  of  hym,  thenne  to 
bide  with  such  wyues,  for  they  be  replete  with  all 
cursednes.  And  the  pore  foole  breketh  his  hearte, 
he  loseth  his  soule  and  corrompeth  his  body.  He 
selleth  his  youth  vnto  the  olde  wife  that  weddeth 
her  for  auaryce,  and  hath  but  noyse  and  discen- 
tion,  in  vsyng  his  lyfe  thus  in  syniie  Consydre 
you  fooles  what  seruytude  ye  put  your  self  in, 
when  ye  wedde  such  wyues.  I  pray  you  be  chast 
if  that  ye  wyl  lyue  without  vnhap.  My  frends 
whiche  be  not  in  that  hande,  put  you  not  therin, 
and  yee  8ball)e  well  happy  Notwithstanding  I  de- 
iende  you  nut  to  mary  but  1  exhorte  you  to  take 


a  wyfis  that  ye  may  haue  progeny  by,  md  solace 
bodely  and  gostly,  and  thereby  to  wyn  the  ioyea 
Of  paradyse.  ' 

OF  EVUTB,  TBB  IBOIHIDB  POOLS. 

Approchb  you  foly  she  ennyoiis,  the  whieh-can 
say  no  good  by  them  that  ye  hate,  come  and  le  in 
this  booke,  youre  pemerse  and  euyll  oondycions. 

0  enuy  that  deuoureth  the  oondycions  of  men,  and 
dyssypers  of  honour.  Thou  makest  to  haue  rauis- 
sbynge  heartes  famyshed,  thoo  brennest  the  de- 
syres,  and  aleeth  the  soale  in  the  ende,  thou  en- 
gendrest  the  darte  enuyronned  with  miscbefe  that 
whiche  traueyleth  diuers  folkes.  Cursed  foole 
how  haste  thou  thy  heart  so  replete  with  cradtie, 
for  if  1  haue  teroporall  goodes  thou  wilte  haue 
cnuye  therat,  or  if  that  I  can  worke  well,  and  that 

1  apply  mee  vnto  dyuers  tbynges  the  whiche  be 
honest,  or  if  that  I  haue  castels,  landes,  and  tea^ 
roenteS)  or  if  that  1  am  exalted  vnto  honoare  by 
my  science,  or  won  it  by  my  hardynes  tniely  and 
iustlye,  or  if  that  I  am  beloved  by  dyuers  persons 
whiche  reclaymeth  mee  good  and  vertiious,  and  of 
a  noble  courage,  thou  wylt  vilepande  me  with  thy 
wordes,  thou  wottest  neuer  in  what  maner  tboa 
mayst  adnychell  mine  honour.  Thy  malicious  bert 
is  hurt  with  a  inortall  wounde  in  such  wise  that 
thou  haste  no  ioye  nor  solace  in  this  world,  for 
the  darte  of  Enuye  peroeth  thy  herte  lyke  a  spere. 
Thou  bast  wylde  lycoure,  the  whicbe  maketh  all 
thy  stomacke  to  be  on  a  fiambe.  There  is  no 
medicyne  that  maj'e  hele  thy  mortall  wounde.  I 
beynge  in  a  place,  where  as  m3rne  bonooie  was 
magnyfyed,  thoughte  for  to  haue  taken  alyauuce 
with  an  odyfferaunt  floure,  but  all  sodaynely  1  was 
smyten  with  a  darte  of  enuye  behinde  my  backe, 
wherthroughe  alltho  that  were  on  my  partye 
turned  theyr  backes  upon  me,  for  to  agree  to  one 
of  Venus  dissolate  seruaotes,  procedynge,  frome  a 
hearte,  enuenymed  with  enuye.  Wherfbre  I  &hall 
specyfye  vnto  you  the  condycyons  of  the  enuyous, 
who  that  holdeth  hym  of  tbe  subgectes  of  enuye, 
she  constytueth  to  deuoure,  and  bjrte  euery 
bodye:  gyuynge  vnbaT)pes  and  myseries  vnto  her 
seruauntes.  Suche  folkes  doth  the  innocente  a 
thousande  wronges.  They  be  replenyssbed  with 
so  many  treasons,  that  they  can  not  slepe  in  their 
beddes,  they  haue  no  swete  cantyclcs  nor  songes. 
They  haue  thejrr  tonges  honyed  with  swete  words 
vnder  the  coloure  of  loue,  they  be  lene,  and  infecte 
of  rygoure:  these  enuyous  more  bytterer  thenne 
the  gall  of  the  fysbe  glauca,  wyth  tiieyr  eyen  be- 
boldinge  a  trauers  of  stomackes  chaufed  syntil- 
lously,  and  without  these  mouthes  as  the  vyne  that 
is  newe  cut,  they  be  enuyroned  with  rage  and 
greate  anguysshe,  beboldynge  euermore  to  destroy 
some  body.  Coiiceyue  the  history  of  Joseph  in 
your  myndes,  the  which  had  vii.  brethren  that 
were  enuyous  against  him  which  was  the  yoogcste 
and  aolde  hym  vnto  the  marcbauntes  of  Egypte  by 
enuy,  and  betrayed  him.  The  which  were  de- 
lybered  of  a  longe  time  to  haue  destroyed  hinu 
These  enuious  neuer  laughe,'but  whan  some  good 
man  hath  domage  upon  the  see  or  lande,  or  at  the 
disfortune  of  some  body,  he  drynketh  bis  blond  as 
milke.  Notwithstandinge,  his  heart  is  euer  en- 
braced  with  enuy,  and  as  longe  as  he  lyueth  it 
shall  gnawe  his  hert.  Hee  resembleth  vnto  Etbna 
whiche  brenneth  alwayes.  As  of  Romulus  and 
Remus  his  brother,  the  whiche  Romulus  edefyed 
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IrftRoiae,  and  gane  it  to  name  Rome,  after  his 
ovne  name.  Neuertheles  they  were  pastours  for 
they  establysbed  lawes  in  the  citie  And  Romulus 
poiMsbed  eueiye  body  eqally.  He  dyd  instytute 
lymitUi  or  markes  aboute  the  citie,  and  ordeyned 
that  be  tbat  pasaed  tbe  lymyttes  shuld  b«  put  to 
death.  His  brother  passed  them,  wherfore  he  was 
pot  TDto  death  incontinente  in  tbe  same  place. 
Wee  rede  also  how  Cayme  slewe  his  owne  brother 
by  eanye.  Haqe  we  not  ensampie  semblabtye  of 
Atnus,  of  whom  his  brother  occupyed  the  parke, 
how  veil  that  they  were  in  the  realme  stronge  and 
payssMinte,  for  to  dcfende  them.  It  was  Thesius 
that  expolsed  his  brother  oute  of  the  realme  by 
enuy,  and  was  called  agayne  bycause  that  he  had 
Uken  the  parke,  and  fynally  was  banyshed,  and 
by  ennye  and  vnder  the  colour  of  peace  he  was 
sent  for.  And  when  hee  was  commen  vnto  a  feast, 
he  made  bis  two  children  for  to  be  rested,  and 
ittde  theim  to  drynke  their  bloude.  O  what 
bonoore  was  it  to  see  his  twoo  children  dye  that 
veresodyscrete?  In  lykewise  Ethiooles  by  his 
brethren  receyued  great  enormyties  by  that  cursed 
eauye.  O  thou  prudent  man  if  thou  wilt  be  dis- 
Crete,  good,  and  wise  fly«  ftom  cnuy,  and  thou 
ihalt  fiade  thy  selfe  sounde  of  body  and  soule. 

OP  THE  VOUJFTOOUSIIES  CORPORALL 
THE  THIRD  FOOLB. 

RTGBnheartdy  I  beseche  you  folyashe  and 
lecherous  people,  that  it  will  please  you  for  to 
cone  and  make  a  litell  coUacion  in  this  booke,  and 
if  there  be  any  thinge,  that  I  can  do  for  you,  I  am 
all  yonrs  both  body  and  goodes,  for  tnielye  I  baue 
aa  ardaanie  desyre  to  doo  you  some  mcNiitorious 
dede,  bicause  that  I  haue  ener  frequented  your 
senrycc. 

Nowe  herken  what  I  haue  found  yon  cautellous 
aomen.  They  tbat  the  pappes  be  sene  all  naked, 
their  heyre  combed  and  trussed  in  dyuers  places 
menieylottsly  be  Tnreaaonable  fooles,  for  they 
dresse  theim  like  voluptuous  harlottes  that  mak^ 
theyr  beyre  to  appcre  at  theyr  browea  yalowe  as 
fine  golde  made  io  lytel  tresses  for  to  drawe  yooge 
folke  to  theyr  luue.  Some  for  to  haue  their  goodes 
presentetb  to  theim  their  beddes  for  to  take  their 
canon  desires.  And  after  that  they  haue  taken 
ail  their  disportea,  they  pill  theim  as  an  onion. 
The  other  for  to  baue  their  plesurea  mondayne 
cbe^th  theim  that  we  loue  best  and  maketh  syg- 
nyfyauQce  to  theim  sayeng  that  she  is  anamoured 
<n  theim.  Thou  art  a  verye  idyot  so  to  abandone 
Uiy  telEe  rnto  the  vyie  synne  of  lecberye,  for  thou 
I'ttest  thy  selfe  be  wrapped  therein,  lyke  as  a 
caUe,  or  a  shepe  is  bounde  in  a  corde.  In  suche 
aiie  that  ye  can  not  vnby  ode  youre  sel  fe.  O  foole 
>>•▼«  upecte  Tnto  that  wbiche  thou  commyttest 
for  thoQ  puttest  thy  poore  soule  in  great  daunger 
of  damnation  etemall,  thou  puttest  thy  goodes, 
thyne  Todentandinge,  and  thy  joy,  vnto  dolorous 
perdJcioQ  for  all  that  yee  bee  in  your  worldly  pTea- 
wree,  yet  it  is  mengled  with  dystres,  or  with 
■ByKiy,  greate  thooghte  or  melancoly.  I  re- 
<l«yre  thee  leue  tby  worldlye  pleasures  tlmt  en- 
doreth  no  lenger  then  the  grasse  of  the  feeMe  Yf 
yoQ  baue  ioye  one  only  momente  thou  shalt  haue 
tviyne  of  sorow  for  it.  We  rede  of  Sardanapalus 
^^  for  bis  lecberye  and  lybidinosite  fell  into  hell, 
^  aliiche  pot  himselfe  in  the  guise  of  a  poore 
I  his  men  seings  hym  |o  obstinate  in  tbat 


vile  sinne,  slewe  him,  and  so  fynislicd  hee  hisdayes 
for  folowinge  of  bis  pleasaunce  mondayne.  The 
soueraigne  Creatour  was  more  puyssaate  thenne 
this  wretched  jinner,  let  vs  not  apply  our  selfe 
therto  sith  tbat  hee  punysheth  sinners  so  asprely, 
but  with  all  our  hertes  enforce  we  our  selfe  for  to 
resist  againste  that  vyle  and  abfaomynable  sinne 
of  lechery,  the  whiche  is  so  full  of  enfeccion  and 
byttemes,  for  it  distayneth  the  soule  of  man:  fle 
frame  the  foolisshe  women  tbat  pylleth  the  loners 
vnto  the  harde  bonefi,  and  you  shal  be  beloued  of 
God  and  also  of  the  worlde. 


EN-  PJRLEMENTA  PARIS. 

Justice  est  morte  k  verity  sommeillc. 
Droit  &  raison  sont  allez  aux  pardons 
Les  deux  premiers:  Nul  ne  les  resueille, 
£t  les  demiers,  sont  corrumpus  pardons. 

Out  of  Frenche  into  Latine. 

Abstulit  atra  dies  Astreeam:  cana  fides  sed 
somno  pressa  jacet:  jus  iter  arripuit. 

£t  secum  ratio  proficiscens  limite  longo. 
Nemo  duas  primas  evigilare  parat, 

Atque  duo  postrema  absunt,  &  numera  tantum 
Impediunty  nequeuntque  remeari  domum. 

Out  of  Latine  into  Englyshe 

Justice  nowe  is  dead, 
Trouth  with  a  drousy  head. 
As  bevy  as  the  leed 
Is  leyd  downe  to  slepe. 
And  bidythe  no  kepe 
And  rygbt  is  euer  fidiows 
Gon  to  soke  halows 
With  reason  to  gidder 
No  man  can  tell  whether 
No  man  woll  vndertake 
The  fyrst  twayne  to  awake : 
And  the  tweyne  laste 
Be  withholde  so  faste 
W5rth  mony,  as  men  sayne 
They  cau  not  come  agayne. 


EPITAPH  E. 

This  tretise  devysed  it  is 

Of  two  knaucs  somtyme  of  dys. 

Though  this  knaues  be  deade 
Fnll  of  myschiefe  and  queed 
Yet  where  so  euer  they  ly 
Theyr  names  shall  neuer  dye. 

COMPENDIUM  DE    VVOBUS   VEUSIPEL- 
LIBUS 

JOHN  JAYBSRD  BT  ADAJi  ALIAS  A  KNAUE  DEQVE 
ILLORUM  MOTISSIMA  TILITATB. 

A   DRTOUTB  TRENT  A  LB  FOR  OLD  JOHN  CLARKE, 
SOMETYME   THE   HOLT  FATRIARKB  OF  HIS. 

Sbqiiitvr  tri.^entale 
Tale  quale  rationale 
Licet  parum  curiale 
Tameu  satis  est  formale 
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Joannifl  Clerc  hominis 
Cajusdam  maltimooiis 
Joannis  Jayberd  qui  vocatnr 
Clerc   cleribus  nuncupatur 
Obiit  sanctus  iste  pater 
Anno  doQiint  M.D.  Sexto 
In  parochia  de  dis 
Nun  crat  sibi  similis 
In  malicira  vir  insignis 
Duplex  corde  &,  bilinguis 
Seuio  confectus 
Omnibus  suspectus 
Nemini  dilectus 
Sepultus  est  amonge  the  wedes 
God  forgeue  hym  his  mysdedes 
Dulce  melos 
Penetraus  Cclos. 

Carmina  cum  cannis 
Cantemus  fcsta  Joannis 
Gierke  obiit  verc 
Jayberde  nomenque  dedere 
Dis  populus  natus 
Gierke  cleribus  cstque  vocatus 
Hie  vir  catdeus 
Nequam  vir  ceu  Jebuseus 
In  Christum  Domini 
Fremuit  de  more  cameli 
Rcctori  proprio 
Tarn  verba  retorta  loqueudo 
Unde  resultando 
Suae  achcronta  boando  tonarct 
Nunquam  sincere 
Solitus  sua  crimina  flere 
Cui  male  lingua  loquax 
Suffi  dicax  mendaxqae  fuere 
Et  mores  tales 
Resident  in  nemine  quales 
Garpens  vitales 
Auras  turbare  sodales 
£t  cines  socias 
Asinus  mulos  velut  &  bos 
Omne  suum  studium 
Rubium  pictum  per  amictum 
Discolor  Sc  victum 
Faciens  semper  maledictum 
Ex  iotestinis  ovium 
Sue  boumque  caprorum 
Tendens  adque  forum 
Fragmentum  colligit  horom 
Dentibus  exemptis 
Mastigat  cumque  polentis 
Laiiigerum  caput 
Aut  vaccse  mugtentis    - 
Suid  petis?  hie  sitquis 
John  Jayberd.    Nicolas  de  dis 
Cui  dum  vixerat  is 
Sociantur  iui^ia  vis  lis 

Jam  Jacet  hie  starke  deed 
Neuer  a  toth  in  bis  heed 
Adieu.    Jayberd  adue 
I  faith  dikkon  thou  crue 
Fraires  orate 
For  this  knauate 
By  the  holy  rode 
Dyd  nener  man  good 
1  pray  you  all 
And  pray  shall 
At  this  trentall 
On  knees  to  fall 
To  the  fote  ball 


With  fill  the  Makboivl«f' 
For  Jaybenles  sowle 

Bibite  multum 
Ecce  sepultum 
.   Sub  pede  stultnm 
Asinum  &  muium 
The  deuill  kis  his  culnm 
Wit  hey  cowe  rnmbelowe 
Rumpopuiorum 
Per  omnia  secula  secQlorom- 

Amen. 
Requiem,  &.c. 
Per  Fredericum  Hely 
Fratrem  de  Monte  Carmeli 
2ui  condunt  sine  sale 
Hoc  devotum  trigintale 
Vale  Jayberd,  valdc  male. 
Fixiis. 

Adam  Uddersale.  alias  dictus 
Adam  all.  a  knaue  bis  epitaph, 
Foloweth  deuoutly. 
He  was  somtime  the  holj 
Baillyue  of  dis. 

or  dis. 

Adam  degebat 
Dum  vixit  falsa  gerebat 
Namque  extorquebat 
Quicqaid  nativus  habebat 
Aut  liber  natus.    Rapidos 
Lupus  inde  vocatus. 
Ecclesiamque  satus 
De  belial  iste  Pilatus 
Sub  pede  calcatus 
Violauit  nunc  violatus 
Perfidus  i  rat  us 
Numquam  fuit  ille  beatas 
Uddersail  stratus 
Bened  ictus  est  spoliatus 
Improbus  inflatus 
Maled ictus  jam  laceratus 
Sis  tibi  baccatus 
Balians  praedominatas 
Hie  fuit  ingratus 
Porous  velut  insaciatus 
Pinguis  crassatus 
Velut  Agag  fit  reprobatus 
Crudelisque  Cacus 
Baratro  peto  sit  tumulatus 
Belsabub  his  soule  saue    ■ 
Sui  jacet  hie  like  a  knaue. 
Jam  scio  mortuus  est 
£t  jacet  hie  like  a  best. 
Anima  eius, 

De  malo  in  pejus.    Amen, 
De  dis  ha>c  semper  erit  camena, 
Adam  Uddersail  sit  anathema. 

Auctore  Skelton  rectore  de  dis. 

Finis,  &c.  Apud  Tmmpinton  seriptnr  per 
curatum  ejusdem  quinto  die  Januarii  nnno  domini 
secundum  computat.  Anglias  M.D.VIK 

Adam  Adam  ubi  es.  Genesis  R.'  ubi  nulla 
wTu-      "*'»'«'•  [Job. 

Ubi  nullus  ordo,  sed  sempiternus  horror  iahabitat. 
Finis.    . 

Dili^o  rusticum  cum  portant  bis  duo  quantoni 
Et  cantant  delos  est  mi  hi  dulce  melos, 
1 .  CaQticuiA  dolorosuo^. 
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UMENTATia  URBIS  NORWJCBN. 

0  LACHRniosA  laes  nimis  O  qulm  flebile  fatam 

Ignibus  exosis  urbs  veneranda  ruis 
FuImJoa  sive  Joris  siveTltima  fata  vocabaut 

Vulcani  rapidis  ignibus  ipsa  peris 
Ou  decus  ou  portias  specie  polcherima  dudum 

Urbs  Norwioensis  labitar  io  cineres       [pooanoy 
Urbs  tibi  quid  refisram?  breviter  tibi  pauca  re- 

Prospera  raro  manent,  utere  sorte  tua. 
Perpetuom  mortale  nibil,  sors  omnia  Tenat/ 

Urbs  miserauda  rale,  sors  miseranda  tua  est. 
Skelton. 


▼ILinSSIMUS  tCOTDS  DUNDAS  ALLEOAT  CAUDAS 
CONTRA  AN6UGBNA9  CAUDAT08  ANGLOS,  SPDR- 
CliSIME  SCOTS  QUID  EFFBRS?  EFFRONS  BS, 
QUOQUB  SORS:  MBMIIAX, TUA  tPURCAQUB  BUCCA 

tST. 

Amglicus  a  tergo 

Candam  gerit. 

Est  canis  er^o. 

Anglice  caudata 

Cape  caudam 

Ke  cadet  a  te 

Ex  cause  caude 

Manet  Anglica 

Gens  sive  laude. 

Skelton  nobilis  poeta, 

Di^mas  patriam  qua  non 

est  melior  usquam 
Cum  Cauda  plaudis  dum 
possis  ad  hostia  pultes 
Meadicans  mendicus  eris, 

mendaxque  bilinguis, 

Scabidns.  horhbilis,  quem 

Termes  sexque  pedales 

Corrodunt  misere,  miseres 

genus  est  maledictum. 
Gup  Scot,  ye  blot, 
Landate  Caudate 
Set  in  better 
Thy  pentameter 
ThisDundas 
This  Scottishe  as 
He  rymes  and  rayles 
That  Englishmen  baue  tailes. 

Skeltonus  laureatus, 
Anglicus  natus, 
Prorocat  musas 
Contra  Dundas 
Norpacissimom  Scotum, 
Undique  notum. 
Rustic^  fotum 
Vapid^  potnm, 

Skelton  laureat 
After  this  rate 
Defendeth  with  his  pen 
All  English  men. 
Agayn  Unndas 
The  Scottishe  asse 
Shake  thy  tayle  Scot  lyke  a  cur. 
For  thou  beggest  at  euery  mannes  dur. 
Out  Scot  I  sey 
Go  shake  thy  dog  hey 
Dundas  of  Galaway 
With  thy  versyfyeng  rayles 
How  tbcy  baue  tayles. 
VOL  U. 


By  Jesu  Christ,  fids  Scot  thoQ  lyest» 

But  behynd  in  our  hose 

We  here  there  a  rose 

For  thy  Scottyshe  nose, 

A  spectacle  case 

To  couer  thy  fiace 

With  tray  deux  ase 

A  tolman  to  blot 

A  rougb  foted  Scot 

Dundas  sir  knaue 

Why  doste  thow  depraue, 

This  royall  reame,  .  j 

Whose  radiant  beame 

And  relucent  light 

Thou  hast  in  despite 

Thou  donghyll  knyght 

But  thou  lakest  might 

Dundas,  dronken,  and  drowsy 

Skabed  scurvy  and  lowsy 

Of  vnhappy  generacion 

And  most  vngracious  nacion. 

Dundas  that  dronke  asse 

That  ratis  and  rankis 

That  prates  and  pranket 

On  huntley  bankes 

Take  this  our  thankes 

Dunde  bar, 

Waike  Scot 

Walke  sot 

Rayle  not  to  fSar. 

ADMONITIO  SKELTONIS  UT  0MNE8  ARBORBt 
VIRIDI  LAUREO  CONCEDANT. 

Fraxinus  in  silvis,  altis  in  montibus  ornus 

Populus  in  fluviis,  abies  patulissima,  fagus 
Lenta  salix,  platanus  pinguis,  ficulnea  ficus, 

Glandifera  &  quercus,  pirus,  esculus,  ardua 
Basamus  exudans,  oleaster,  oliva  Minerve,  [pinus, 

Juniperus,  buxus,  lentiscus  cuspide  lenta 
Botrigera,  &  domino,  vitis  gratissima,  baccho. 

Ilex  &  sterilis,  labrusta  palosa  colonis, 
MoUibus  exudans  fragrantia  thura  sabeis 

Thus  redolens,  arabis  panter,  notissima  mirrha, 
Et  vos  O  corili  fragiles,  humilesque  myrics 

Et  Fos  O  cedri  redolentes,  vos  quoque  myrti. 
Arboris  orone  genus  viridi  concedite  Lauro. 
Prenes  en  gre.    The  Laurelle. 

Diligo  rusticnm  com  portant  bis  duo  quantum 

£t  cantant  delos  est  mihi  dulce  melos 

1.  Canticum  dolorosum. 


IN  BEDELL  QUONDAM  BELIAL  INCARNATUM,  DE- 
VOTUM  EPITAPHIUM. 

IsvAL  ecce  Bedel,  non  mel,  sed  fel,  sibi  des  el. 

Perfldus  Achitophel:  Ixiridus  atque  lorell : 
Nunc  olet'iste  Jebal.  Nabal.  S.  Nabal  ecce  Ribaldus 

Omnibus  exosus  atque  perosus  eret 
In  plateaque  cadens  animam  vpiravit  oleto, 

Presbyteros  odiens  sic  sine  niente  ruit 
Discite  vos  omnes  quid  sit  violare  sacratos 

Presbyteros,  quia  sic  corruit  iste  canis. 
Cocitus  cui  sic  petus  per  Tartara  totus 

Sit  peto  promotus  Cerberus  huncque  vorct 
At  mage  sancta  tamen  mea  musa  precabltur  atros 

Hos  lemuresque  eat  sic  Bedel  ad  superos 
Non  eat,  immo  ruat,  non  scandat  sed  mage  tniicUt, 

Inque  caput  prsceps  mox  Aclieroute  petat. 
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B«leL8ii»iiU  maligftatus  est  inimicat  ia  sanctum. 

Psal.  75. 
j  Mortus  est  acinus 
'  [  Sui  vivit  muUnm 
I  \  Hie  jaoet  barbaras 
l  The  deuill  kys  bis  calum.    Amen. 
Hanc  volo  transcribas,  transcriptam  moxqtie  re- 
nittas  pagllaum:  qui  sunt  qui  mea  scripta  sciuut 
o^j .     S  Igitur  quia  sunt  qui  mala  concta  fremunt 
(  Igitur  quia  sunt  qui  bona  cuocta  ppemunt 
Nee  tameb  expaveo  de  Attuo  labio 
Nee  multum  paveo  «le  acolid*  Rabulo. 


POETA    SKBLTON    LAURBATUS    UBBLLim    SUUM 
METRICE  AhOQUrrVR. 

Ad  dominnm  properato  meum  mea  pa^na  Percy 

9ut  Northumbrorom  jura  patema  gerit. 
Ad  natum  celeMs  tu  prona  repone  leonts, 

docqae  sno  patri  tristia  justitia. 
Ast  ubi  peri^t  dnbiam  sub  mente  velutet, 

Fortunam  cuucta  qas  male  fida  mtat, 
fiui  leo  sit  fielix  &  Nestoris  oceupet  annos. 

Ad  libitum  cujus  ipse  paratus  ero. 

tSXLTON  LADREAT  TPOH  THE  DOITLOTRS  DBTHB 
AMD  MUCHB  IJUfEIITABI.B  CRAUMCB  OP  THB 
MOST  H01I0RABI.B  BSLB  Off  WOBTHfJMBBR- 
LARDB. 

I WATLB,  I  wepe,  I  sobbe,  I  sigh  fulsora 
Tbe  deddjr  fiite.  thedolefulle  desteny 
Of  hym  that  is  gone,  alas  without  restore 
Of  the  blond  royall  descending  nobcUy 
"Whose  lordshyp  doutles,  was  slayne  lamentably 
^Thofow  treson,  again  bim  compassed  and  wrought 
Trew  to  his  prince,  in  word,  in  dede,  and  thought. 

Of  beuenly  poems.  O.  Clyo  calde  by  name 
In  the  colege  of  musis  goddes  hystoriatl 
Adres  tbe  to  me  whiche  am  botli  halt  and  lame 
in  elect  Ttcraunce  to  make  memoiyall 
To  the  for  soucoonr  to  the  for  help  i  call 
Bffine  homely  radnes  and  dryghnes  to  expell 
With  tiMS  freshe  waters  of  EJyconys  well. 

Of  noble  actes  aunciently  enrolde 
Of  fiimous  pryncis  and  lordes  of  astate 
By  thy  report  ar  wout  to  be  extold 
Regestrioge  tiewly  euery  formaire  date 
Of  thy  bounte  after  tbe  vsuall  rate 
Kyndell  in  aoe  suche  plenty  of  thy  nobles 
TfacK  soiowfo^e  dites  that  I  may  shew  ezpres. 

In  sesons  past  who  hath  herde  or  sene 
.  Of  fonnar  writyng  by  any  presidente 
That  vllaoe  hastarddis  in  their  lurious  tene 
FnHylled  with  malice  of  froward  entente 
Confetered  U^eder  of  cominion  concente 
Falsly  to  flee  theyr  moste  singoler  god  lord 
It  may  be  regestrede  of  shamefull  lecoide. 

So  noble  a  man  so  raliaunt  lord  and  knyght 
Fulfilled  with  honor  as  all  the  wold  doth  ken 
At  his  commaundment  which  had  both  day  and 

ny^t 
Knyghtes  and  sqnyen:  at  enery  season  when 
lia  ailds  vpon  them,  at  BMniali  housbould  Bien 


Were  not  these  commons  rncarteis  kaiiis  of  kiad 
To  slo  their  owne  iorde :  God  was  not  ia  their 
mynd 
And  were  not  they  to  Mame  I  say  also 
That  were  aboute  him  his  one  servants  of  trust 
To  sufire  him  slayn  of  his  mortall  fo 
Fled  away  from  hym  let  hym  ly  in  the  dust 
They  bode  not  till  the  reckenyng  were  discust 
What  shuld  I  flatter  what  shuld  1  glose  or  paint 
Fy  fy  for  shame  their  hartes  were  to  faint. 

In  England  and  Fraunce  which  gretly  was  re- 

douted 
Of  whom  both  Flaunders  and  Scotland  stode  ia 
To  whom  great  estates  obeyed  and  lowted  [drede 
A  mayny  of  rude  villayns  made  hym  for  to  blede 
'Unkyndly  they  slew  him,  that  holp  them  oft  tt 

nede 
He  was  their  bulwark  their  panes  and  their  vail 
Yet  shamfoUy  they  slew  hym  that  shame  mot 

thegg^befal 

I  say  ye  oomoners  why  wer  ye  so  staik  msd 
What  fmntyk  frensy  fyll  in  your  brayne 
Where  was  your  wit  and  reson  ye  should  have  bad 
What  wilful  foly  made  yow  to  ryse  i^yne 
Your  natural t  lord:  alas  1  cannot  fayne 
Ye  armyd  you  with  will,  and  left  your  wit  bebynd 
Well  may  yuu  be  called  comones  most  vnkyod. 

He  was  your  chefteyne  your  shelde  your  chef 
Redy  to  assys't  you  in  enery  time  of  nede  [defenct 
Your  worshyp  depended  of  his  excellence 
Alas  ye  mad  men  to  fiir  ye  did  excede 
Your  hap  was  vnhappy  to  ill  was  your  spede 
What  moued  you  againe  him  to  war  or  to  fyght 
What  alyde  you  to  sle  your  lord  agayn  all  rygbt 

The  ground  of  his  quarel  was  for  his  sooprain 
The  well  concerning  of  all  the  hole  lande      [lord 
Demandyng  suche  duties  as  nedes  most  acoid 
To  the  ryght  of  his  prince  which  should  not  b« 

withstand 
For  whose  cause  ye  slew  him  with  your  owne  band 
But  had  his  noble  men  dune  wel  that  day 
Ye  had  not  bene  able  to  haue  sayd  him  nay 

But  ther  was  fills  packing  or  els  I  an  begyhfe 
How  be  it  the  mater  was  enydent  and  playne 
For  if  they  bad  oconpied  their  spers  and  th«ir 

sbilde 
This  noble  man  doutles  had  not  bene  slayne 
But  men  say  they  wer  lynked  with  a  doable  diaine 
And  held  with  the  comones  voder  a  cToke 
Which  kindcled  the  wild  iyr  that  made  al  ibis 
smoke. 

The  commons  renyed  ther  taxes  t»  pay 
Of  them  demaunded  and  asked  by  the  kynge 
With  one  voice  importune  they  plainly  aayd  nay 
They  buskt  them  .on  a  bushment  tbcmseUc  in 

baile  to  bring 
Agaytie  the  kyngs  pleasure  to  wrestle  or  to  wrinf 
Bluntly  as  best  is  with  boste  and  with  crye 
They  sayd  they  fbrsed  not,  nor  carede  not  to  dy. 

The  noblenes  of  the  north  tiiis  valiant  lotd  Md 
knight 
As  man  that  was  innocent  of  trechery  or  traine 
Presed  forth  boldly  to  withstand  the  myght 
And  lyke  marciall  Hector  he  fhoght  them  agayue 
Vygorottsly  vpon  them  with  might  and  with  maine 
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Truftjrng  in  noble  men  that  were  with  him  there 
But  al  they  fled  from  bym  for  faishode  or  fere. 

BaroDes,  knyghtes,  squiers  and  all 
Together  with  Beruauntes  of  his  fumuly 
Turned  their  backe,  and  let  their  master  fal 
Of  whome  they  counted  not  a  flye 
Take  vp  whose  wold  for  ther  they  let  him  ly 
Alas  his  gold,  his  fee,  his  annual  rent 
Upon  suche  a  sort  was  illc  bestowd  and  spent. 

He  was  enuirond  aboote  on  euery  syde 
With  his  enemycs,  that  wer  starke  mad  and  wode 
Ye  while  he  stode  he  gaae  them  woundes  wyde 
Alias  for  ruth  what  thoughe  his  mynd  wer  gode 
His  corage  manly,  yet  ther  he  shed  his  blode 
Al  left  alone  alas  he  foughte  in  vayne 
For  cmeDy  among  them  ther  he  was  slayne. 

Alas  for  pite  that  Perey  thus  was  spylt 
The  famous  erle  of  Northumberland 
Of  knyghtly  prowea  the  sword  pomel  and  hylt 
The  mygfaty  lyon  doutted  by  se  and  lande 
O  dolorous  chaunce  of  fortunes  froward  hande 
What  QMD  remcmbryng  how  shamfully  he  was 
From  bitter  weping  himself  can  restrain,     [slaine 

O  craell  Mars  thou  dedly  god  of  war 
O  dolorous  tewisday  dedicate  to  thy  name 
When  thou  sboke  thy  sworde  so  noble  a  man  to 
O  ground  vngracious  vnhappy  be  thy  fame    [mar 
Which  wert  endyed  with  rede  bloud  of  the  same 
Most  noble  erle :  O  foule  m3r8uryd  ground 
,  Whereon  he  gat  his  finail  dedely  wounde. 

O  Atropos  of  thefatall  systers  iii. 
Goddes  most  cruel  vnto  the  lyfe  of  man 
All  merciles  in  the  is  no  pite 
O  homicide  which  fleest,  all  that  thou  can 
So  forcibly  vpon  this  erle  thou  ran 
That  with  thy.  sword  enharpit  of  mortall  drede 
Thou  kit  asonder  perfight  vitall  threde. 

My  wordea  unpuVlysht  be  nakide  and  playne 
Of  Aureat  poems  they  want  ellumynynge 
But  by  them  to  koowlege  ye  may  attayne 
Of  this  lordes  dethe  and  of  his  murdrynge 
Which  whiles  he  lyved  had  fuyson  of  euery  thing 
Of  koigbts  of  squyers  chyf  lord  of  toure  and  towne 
Tyll  fykkeil  fortune  began  an  hym  to  firowue 

PSaregall  to  dukes  with  kynges  he  might  compare 
Surmountinge  in  honor  all  crlis  he  did  excede 
To  all  coiiutreis  aboutc  him  reports  me  1  dare 
Lykts  to  Eneas  benigne  in  word  and  dede 
Valiant  as  Hector  in  euery  marciall  nede 
Prudent,  discrete,  cireumtpect  aud  wyse 
Tyll  the  chaunce  ran  agayne  hym  of  fortunes  du^ 
ble  dyse. 

What  nedeth  me  for  to  extoll  his  fame 
With  my  rude  pen  enkankered  'all  with  nist 
Whose  noble  actes  show  worshtply  his  name 
Transeodyng  for  myne  homly  muse,  that  muste 
Tct  sotnwhat  wright  supprised  with  herty  lust 
Truly  reportyng  his  right  noble  estate 
InmortaHy  whiche  is  immaculate. 

His  noUe  blodo  neuer  desta]rned  was 
Trew  to  his  prince  for  to  defend  his  ryght 
Doblenes  hatyng,  fisls  matters  to  compas 
Treytory  and  treason  he  banysbt  out  of  syght 
With  truth  U>  medle  was  al  hishoU  delight 
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As  all  his  countrey  can  testyfy  the  same 
To  fle  suche  a  lorde  alas  it  was  great  shame. 

If  the  hole  qnere  of  the  musis  nyne 
In  me  all  onely  wer  set  and  comprysed 
Enbretbed  with  the  blast  of  inflnence  deuyne 
As  perfytly  as  could  be  thought  or  deuised 
To  me  also  all  though  it  were  promistnl 
Of  Laureat  Phebas  holy  the  eloquence' 
All  were  to  lytdl  for  his  magnificence 

0  yonge  lyon  but  tender  yet  of  age 
Grow  and  eqcrese  remembre  thyn  estate 
God  the  assyst  unto  thyn  herytage 

And  geue  the  grace  to  be  mora  fertunate 
Agayn  rebellyones  arme  the  to  make  debate 
And  as  the  lyone  whiche  is  of  bestes  kynge 
Unto  thy  subifectes  be  curteis  and  benygne 

1  pray  God  sende  the  prosperous  lyfe  and  long 
Stable  thy  mynde  constant  to  be  and  fast 
Ryght  to  mayntayn  and  to  resyst  all  wronge 
All  flateryng  fay  tors  abhor  and  from  the  cast 
Of  foule  detraction  God  kepe  the  from  th^  blaai 
Let  double  delyng  in  the  haue  no  place. 

And  be  not  lyght  of  credence  in  no  case. 

With  heuy  chere,  with  dolorous  hart  and  mynd 
Eche  man  may  sorow  in  his  inward  thought 
This  loi-ds  death  whose  pere  is  hard  to  fynd 
Al  gife  Englond  and  Fraunce  were  thorow  saugbt 
Al  kynges,  all  princes,  al  dukes,  well  they  ought 
Both  temporall  and  spiritual  for  to  complayne. 
This  noble  man  that  crewelly  was  slayne. 

More  specially  barons  and  those  knyghtes  bold 
And  al  other  gentilmen  with  him  enterteyned 
In  fee:  as  menyall  men  of  his  housold 
Whom  he  as  lord  worshyply  mainteyned 
To  sorowful  weping  they  ought  to  be  constrained 
As  oft  as  they  call  to  theyr  remembraunce, 
Of  ther  good  lord  the  fete  aud  dedely  chaunce. 

Perlese  Prince  of  Heven  emperyall 
That  with  one  word  formed  al  thing  of  noughts 
Heven,  hell,  and  erthe,  obey  unto  thy  call 
Which    to    thy   resemblaunce    wondenly    hast 

wrought 
All  mankynd,  whom  thou  full  dere  hast  bought 
With  thy  bioud  precious  our  fmaunce  thou  did  i^ay 
And  vs  redemed,  fruux  the  fendys  pray 

To  the  pray  we  as  Prince  iucomparable 
As  thou. art  of  merey  and  pyte  the  well 
Thou  bring  unto  thy  joye  etermioable 
The  soull  of  this  lorde  from  all  daunger  of  hell 
In  endles  hlys  with  the  to  byde  and  dwell 
In  thy  palace,  abone  the  orient 
Where  thou  art  L.ord,  and  God  omnipotent. 

O  Suene  of  mercy,  O  Lady  full  of  grace 
Mayden  most  pure  aud  Goddes  moder  dere 
To  sorewful  hartes  chef  comfort  aud  solace 
Of  all  women  O  flowre  without  pere 
Pray  to  thy  son  aboue  the  sterr  is  clere 
He  to  vouchsafe  by  thy  mediacion 
To  pardon  thy  seruaunt  and  brynge  to  saluacion 

In  joy  triumphaunt  the  heuenly  gerarchy 
With  all  the  bole  sortc  of  that  glorious  place 
His  soull  mot  receyue  in  to  theyr  company 
Thorow  bounty  of  hym  that  formed  all  solace 
Wei  of  pite,  of  mercy,  and  of  grace 
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The  Father/the  Sonn,  and  the  Holy  Ghost 
In  Tiinitate  one  Gud  of  myghU  moste. 

Non  sapit  bumani^  qui  certain  ponere  rtbus 

Spem  cupit  est  hominum  raraque  ficta  6de8 
TetrasticoQ  Skelton  laureati  ad  magistrum  Ruksbaw 

Sacrae  theologiae  egregiam  profesiorem 
Accipe  nunc  domum  doctor  celeberrime  Ruksbaw 

Caraiina:  de  calamo  que  cecibere  meo, 
Et  quaqua  placidia  non  sunt  oiodulata  carmenis 

Sunt  tamen  ex  nostra  pectore  prompta  pio. 
Vale  feiicitcr,  vironim  laudatissim^. 

FINIS. 


ELEGIA 

IN  SEREfilSSIMiE  PRINCIPIS  ET  DOWINiE  DOMINiB 
MARGARKTiB  NCIPER  COMITISSiE  DE  OARBY 
STRBNU1S8IHI  REGIS  HENRICI  8EPTIMI  Sf  ATRI8 
FUNEBRE  MINISTERIUM.  PER  SKBLTONIDA 
I^U^BATUAI  ORATORBM  REGIDM  XVI.  MENS18 
AUGUSTI.     ANNO  SALUTIS  AI.D.XVI. 

Aspirate  meis  elegis  pia  tunna  sororum, 

Et  Margaretam  coiiacrimate  piam. 
Hac  sub  mole  latet  regis  celeberrima  mater 

Heprici  magni,  quern  locus  iste  fovet; 
fiueni  locus  iste  sacer  celebri  celebrat  Poliandro, 

Illius  en  genitrix  bac  tumulatur  humo; 
Cut  cedat  Tanaquil  (Titus  banc  super  astm  re- 

Cedat  Penelope  carus  Ulyssis  amor,      [portat) 
Hec  Abigail  velut  Hester  erat  pietate  secunda, 

En  tres  jam  proceres  nobilitate  pares : 
Pro  domina  precor  implura  pro  principe  tanta 

Flecte  deum  precibus  qui  legis  bos  apices. 
Plura  referre  piget  calamus  torpore  rigescit, 

Dormit  Mecienas,  negligitur  probitas 
Nee  juvat  aut  modicum  prodest  nunc  ultima  versa 

Facta  recensere  (mortua  mors  rcor  est) 
Sueris  quid  decus  est?    decus  est  modo  dicier 
hircum 

Cedit  bonos  birco,  cedit  honorque  capro. 
Falleris  ipse  Cbaron  iterum  surrexit  Abyron 

Et  stygios  remos  despicit  ille  tuos. 
Vivitur  ex  voto :  mentis  praecordia  tangunt 

Nulla  sepalcra  ducum  ncc  monumenta  patrum; 
Non  regum  non  ulla  bdmiuum  labentia  fato 

Tempora  nee  tbtiens  mortua  turba  ruens. 
Hunc  statuo  certe  periturse  parcere  cart® 

Ceu  Juvenal  is  ovat  eximins  satirus; 

Disticon  execrationis  in  fagolidoros 
Sui  lacerat,  violat,  ve  rapit  presens  Epitoma 
Hunc  laceretque  voret  Cerberus  absque  mora. 


Calon.  Agaton.  cum  Areta.  Re  in.  Pa. 
Hanc  tecum  statuasdominum  (precor)  6  sator  orbis, 
Suo  regnas  rutilans  rex  sine  fine  manens. 

ORATOR  REGIUS  SKELTONTS  LAUREATU8  IN 
8ING4JLARB  MERIT1S81MUHQ ;  PRiBCONIDM 
NOBILISSIMI  PRINCIPIS  HENRICI  SEPTIMI  NU- 
PER  STRENUISSIME  REGIS  AN6I.IE  HOC  EPITA- 
PH I UM  EDIDIT.  AD  SINCERABI  CONTEMPLA- 
TIONBM  REVERENDI  IN  CRI8TO  PATRIS  AC  DO- 
MINI DOMPNI  JOUANNI8  ISLIP  ABBATI8  WEST- 
MONA8TER1J  OPTIME  MERITI  ANNO  DOMINI. 
M.1I.XII,PRID1E  DOMINI  ANDREEAPO8T0LI,&C. 

Tristia  melpomenes  cogor  mode  plectra  spnare 
iriitu  eJegos  foveat  Cintbius  ille  meos 


Si  qnas  fota  movent  lacrimas:  lacrimsre  videret 

Jam  bene  maturum  si  bene  mente  sapis 
Flos  Britonum,  regum  speculum  Salamonis  Imap 

Septimus  Henricus  mole  sub  bac  tegitnr, 
Punjca  dnm  regnat  (redolens  rosa  digna  vocari 

Jam  jam  marcescit  ceu  levis  umbra  fusrit) 
Multa  novercantis  fortunas  multa  iaventis 

Passus:  &  infractus  tempus  utrumque  tulit 
Nobilis  Anchises,  armis  metuendus  Atrides, 

Hie  erat:  hunc  Soottus  rex  timuit  Jacobus. 
Spiramenta  animse  vegitans  dum  vescitur  aura 

Francorum  populus  conticuit  pavidus. 
Inniensas  sibi  divitias  cumulasse  quid  horres 

Ni  cumulasset  opes  forte  Britannia  Ivas 
Urgentes  casus  tacita  si  mente  volutes, 

Vix  tibi  sufficeret  aurea  ripa  Tagi 
Ni  sua  te  probitas  consulta  mente  laborans 

Rexisset  satius:  vix  tibi  tuta  salus; 
Bed  quid  plura  cano^  meditans  quid  plura  volat* 

Suisque  vigil  sibi  sit  mora  sine  lege  rapit? 
Ad  dominum  qoi  cuncta  regit  pro  principe  taato 
Funde  preces  quisqnis  carmina  nostra  legis. 
Vel  mage  si  placea.t  bone 
Hunc  timuit  Jacobns 
Scottorum  dominus 
Sui  sua  fata  lutt 
2uem  leo  candidior 
Rubeum  necat  ense  leonem 
Et  jacet  vsque  modo 
Non  tnmolatus  humo. 
Refrigerii    sedem    quietis   beatitudinem   InnuDis 
babeat  claritatem. 

AMEN. 


EULOGIUM 

PRO  8UORUM  TEMPORUM  CONDICIONB  TAHTIf 
PRINCIPIBU8  NON  INDlONVM  PER  8KELT0NIDA 
LAUREATDM  ORATOREH  RBGIUM. 

Hue  pia  Calliope  perpera  mea  casta  puella, 

Et  mecum  resona  carmina  plena  deo, 
Septimus  Henricus  Britonum  memorabilis  beros, 

Anglica  terra  tuus  magnanimus  Priamns: 
Attalus  bic  opibus  rigidus  Cato,  clams  Acestes 

Sub  gelido  clausus  marmore  jam  recubit 
Hie  bonor  omnia  opes,  probitas  sic  gloria  legum 

Omnia  nutabunt  mortis  ad  imperium.  [obstas? 
Anglia    num   lacrimas :    rides :    lacrimare  quid 

Dum  vixit  lacrimas:  dum  moritur  jubilas. 
Cauta  tamen  penses,  dum  vixerat  Angligenenses 

Vibrabant  enses.  bella  nee  ulla  timent. 
Undique  bella  fremunt  nunc  undique  prelia  sar- 

Noster  honor  solus  filius  ecco  suus;  [gant, 

Noster  honor  solus  qui  pondcra  tanta  subire 

Non  timet:  intrepidus  arma  gcrenda  vocat, 
Arma  gerenda  vocat  (superi  sua  repta  secundent) 

Ut  quatiat  Pallas  iEgidii  scpe  rogat 
Sors  tamen  est  versanda  din  sors  vltima  belli 

Myrmidonum  dominus  matre  silente  ruit; 
Et  quem  non  valuit  validis  superare  sub  armit 

Mars?  tamen  occubuit  insidiis  Paridis 
Nos  incerta  quidem  pro  certis  ponere  rebus 

Arguit,  &  prohibet  Deli  us  ipse  pater 
Omnia  sunt  bominum  dubio  labentia  fato, 

Marte  sub  incerto  militat  omnis  homo. 
Omne  decus  nostrum,  nostra  &  spes  uoica  tantntti 

Jam  bene  qui  regnat  banc  Jovis  umbra  togat 
Ut  quamvis  mentem  labor  est  inbibere  Taleotem, 

Pauca  tamen  liceat  dicere  pace  sua; 
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A  PARABLE  BITWXN  INrORMACIOM  AND  MUSIKB. 
THE  EXAMPLES. 

Musike  in  his  melody  requireth  true  eoaodes 


Pace  tea  liceat  mibi  luinc  tibi  dicere  paaca»  . 

Dulce  meum  decus,  &  sola  Britanna  salus. 
Summa  rti  nostrae  renianet  celeberrlme  princeps. 

In  te  precipuo.  qui  modo  sceptra  gerls. 
Si  tibi  fata  favent  precor  atque  precabor 

Aoglia  tunc  plaudc  sin  loinus  ipse  vale. 

PoIicroDitudo  Basileos. 


TETRASTICON  VERITATlt. 
Felix  qui  bostam  toroiasti, 

Rn  tibi  cuprum, 
Aaro  si  tectas  liieras, 

Fueraa  spoliatus, 
Nodas  prostratus, 

Tanta  est  rabioso  capido, 
Uadique  nmnmorum 

Rex  pace  precor  requiescas. 

FINIS. 


Amen. 


IN  THE  FLEETB  MADE  BY  ME  WILLIAM  C0RNI8HB 
0THBRWI9E  CALLED  NYSHEWBETE  CUAPEf^ 
NAN  WITH  THE  MOST  FAMOSE  AND  NOBLE 
&YNG  HENRY  THE  VII  .HIS  RBYGNE  THE  XIX. 
TERE  THE  MONBTH   OP  JULY. 

A  TREATISE  BETWENE  TROUTH,  AND 
INFORMATION 

A.  B.  of  E.  how.  C.  for.  T.  was.  P.  in  P. 
Prologue. 

THE  HOOLE  CONTENT. 

The  knowlege  of  God,  passyth  comparison 

The  deuill  knowith  all  il  thing,  consented  or  done 

And  man  knoweth  nothing,  saue  only  by  reason 

And  reason  in  man,  is  diuerse  of  operation 

How  can  then  man  be  parfite  of  cognicion 

For  reason  shall  so  reason  that  somtyme  among 

A  man  by  infornuition  may  ryhgte  wisly  do  wrong 

GOtPELL. 

The  auctorised  gospel  and  reason  holdeth  ther- 
with 
^ose  liiterall  sence  agreith  to  the  fore  seyng 
Soi  ambulat  in  tenebris  nescitquo  radii 
Now  moralyse  ye  farther  and  peyse  the  contriuy ng 
I  meane,  bytwene  trowth  and  sotele  conueynfire 
Who  gothe  in  the  darke,  mnst  stumble  amonge 
Blame  neuer  a  biynd  man,  thou  he  go  wronge. 


A  juge  to  the  jury  nedes  mqst  gcue  credence 
How  what  yf  they  purpose  fals  maters  to  compase 
The  j«idge  must  precede  yet  in  him  non  oiTence, 
For  as  they  geuc  werdit,  the  iugement  must  passe. 
But  wber  the  faulte  is,  non  dormit  Judas 
For  by.  fals  informacion  many  tymes  amende 
Right  sbalbe  rewled  and  the  righteouse  shal  do 
wroug 

EUELL  INFORMAHON. 

But  woo  to  suche  informers  who  they  be 
That  maketh  their  malice  the  mater  of  the  power 
And  cnieJly  without  conscience  right  or  pity 
^*«gorgith  theyr  reoome  under  that  colowre 
AUs  DOt  remembryng  their  soules  doloure 
^Vl)en,dies  ilia,  dies  ire,  shalbe  their  songe 
Ite  nuOedicti,  take  that  for  your  wronge. 


Who  settetk  a  song,  should  geue  him  to  armony 
Who  kepeth  true  his  tuencs  may  not  passe  his  sonds 
His  alteracions  and  prolaciOns  must  be  pricked 

treuly 
For  musike  is  trew  though  minstrels  maketh  maystry 
The  harper  careth  nothing  but  reward  for  his  song 
Merily  soundith  his  mouth  when  his  tong  goth  all 

of  wrong. 

THE  HARPB. 

A  harpe  geueth  sounde  as  it  is  sette 
The  harper  may  wrest  it  vntunablye 
Yf  he  play  wrong  good  tunes  he  doth  lotte        * 
Or  by  mystunyng  tho  very  trew  armonye 
A  liurpe  well  playdc  on  shewyth  swete  melody 
A  harper  with  his  wrest  maye  tune  the  harpe  wrong 
M3'stunyng  of  an  instrument  shal  hurt  a  true  songa 


A  songc  that  is  trcwe  and  ful  of  swetnes 
May  be  euyU  songe  and  tunyd  amyse 
The  songe  of  hym  selfe  yet  neuer  the  les 
Is  true  and  tunable,  and  syng  it  as  it  is 
Then  blame  not  the  song,  but  marke  wel  this        ^ 
He  that  hath  spit  at  another  mans  songc 
Will  do  what  he  can  to  haue  it  song  wronge. 

A  CLARICOROE. 

The  cinricord  hath  a  tunely  kyndc 
As  the  wyre  is  wrested  hye  and  lowe 
So  it  tuenyth  to  the  players  mynde 
For  as  it  is  wrested  so  must  it  nedes  showe 
As  by  this  reson  ye  may  well  know 
Auy  instrument  mystunyd  shall  hurt  a  trew  song 
Yet  blame  not  the  claricoid  the  wrester  doth 
wrong. 

A  TROMPET. 

A  trompet  blowen  hye  with  to  hard  a  blast 
Sl)al  oause  him  to  vary  from  the  tunable  kynde 
But  he  that  bioweth  to  hard  must  suage  at  the  last 
And  fayne  to  fall  lower  with  a  temperat  wynde 
And  then  the  trompet  the  true  tune  shall  fynde 
For  an  instrument  ouer  wynded  is  tuned  wrong. 
Blame  none  but  the  blower,  on  him  it  is  longe. 

TRUE  COUNSBLL. 

Who  plaieth  on  the  harpe  he  should  play  trew 
Who  syngeth  a  songe,  let  his  voice  be  tunable 
Who  wresteth  the  claricorde  mystunyng  eschew 
Who  bioweth  a  trompet  let  his  wind  be  mesurabfe 
For  instruments  in  them  self  be  ferme  and  stable 
And  of  trouth,  wold  trouth  to  euery  manes  songe 
Tune  them  then  truly  for  in  them  is  no  wronge. 

COLOURS  OF  MV8YKE. 
In  musyke  I  baue  learned  iiii  colours  as  this 
Blake,  ful  blake,  vertc,  and  in  lykewy^e  redde 
By  these  colours  many  subtill  aJteracions  ther  is 
That  wil  begile  one  tho  in  cuning  bo  be  wel  sped 
With  a  prike  of  indicion  from  a  body  that  is  dede 
He  shal  try  so  his  nombre  with  swetnes  of  his  song 
That  the  eare  shalbe  pleased,  and  yet  he  al  wronge* 

THE  PRAOTISER. 

I  pore  man  vnable  of  this  science  to  skyil 
Saue  litel  practise  1  haue  by  experience 
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I  meane  but  troutb  and  of  good  will 

To  remembi-e  the  doers,  that  vseth  such  offence 

Not  one  sole,  but  generally  in  sentence 

By  cause  I  can  sky  II  of  a  litle  songe 

To  try  the  true  corde  to  be  knowen  from  the  wrong. 

TRBITTH. 

Yet  troutb  was  drowncle  he  not  sanke 
But  still  dyd  flecte  aboue  the  water 
Informacion  had  played  hym  suche  a  pranke 
That  with  power  the  pore  had  lost  his  mater 
^ycause  that  trouthe  begane  to  clater 
.  Informacion  hath  tiiught  hym  to  soife  hissonge 
Paciens  parforce,  content  you  with  wronge. 

TRUTH. 

I  assayde  theis  tunes  me  thought  them  not  swete 
The  Concordes  were  nothyuge  musicall 
I  called  masters  of  musike  cunyng  and  discrete 
And  the  6rst  prynciple  whose  name  was  Tuballe 
Goido  Boice,  John  de  Murris^  Vitryaco  and  them 
I  prayed  them  of  heipe  of  this  combrous  songe  [al 
Prikcd  with  force  and  lettrcd  with  wronge. 

TRUE  ANSWER E. 

They  sayd  I  was  horce  I  might  not  synge 
"My  voice  is  to  pore  it  is  not  awdyble 
Informacion  is  so  curyous  in  his  chauntynge 
That  to  here  the  trew  plainsong,  it  is  not  posible 
His  proporcions  be  so  hard  with  so  highe  a  qua- 

trible  [bound 

And  the  playn  song  in  the  margyn  so  craftely 
That  the  true  tunes  of  Tuball  can  not  baue  the 

right  sounde. 

TRt7TBE. 

Well  quod  treuth,  yet  ones  I  trust  verely 
To  have  my  voyee  and  synge  asrayne 
And  to  flcte  our  treuth  and  clarify  truly 
And  ete  suger  candy  adaye  or  twayne 
And  then  to  the  deske  to  synge  true  and  playn 
Informacion  shall  not  alwaye  entune  hys  song 
My  parts  shalbctrue,  when  hiscountreuerssbalbe 
wrong. 


INFORHAaOM. 

Information  hym  enbolded  of  the  monacorde 
From  ^consonaunts  to  Concordes  he  musyd  hif 

mastry 
I  assayde  the  musyke  both  knyght  and  lord 
But  none  wold  speke,  the  sounde  bord  was  to  bye 
Then  kept  1  the  plain  keyes  the  marred  al  my 

melody 
Enformacion  draue  a  crochet  that  past  al  my  ions 
With  proporcion  parforce,  dreuen  on  to  longe. 

DIALOGOB. 

Sufferance  came  in,  to  syng  a  parte 
Go  to  quod  trouth,  I  pray  you  begync 
Nay  sofft  quod  be,  the  gise  of  my  parte 
Is  to  rest  a  longe  rest  or  I  set  in 
Nay  by  long  restyng  ye  shall  nothing  wynne 
For  informacion  is  so  crafty  and  ao  hye  in  his  soofc 
That  yf  ye  fal  to  resting  infayth  in  wiibe  wrong 

TREWETB. 

Informacion  wil  teche  a  doctor  his-game 
from  superacute  to  the  noble  dyapason 
1  asayd  to  acute  and  when  I  came 
Enformacion  was  mete  for  a  nobit?  dyatessaron 
He  song  by  a  pothome  that  hath  two  kyndes  in 
one  [wBf 

With  many  subtcl  semetunes  most  met  for  tbis 
Pacience  parforcc,  content  you  with  wrooge 

TROVTH. 

I  kepe  be  rounde  and  he  by  square 
The  one  is  beniole  and  the  other  bequare 
If  I  niyght  make  tryall  as  I  could  and  dare 
I  should  show  why  these  ii.  kyndes  do  varye 
But  God  knowyth  al,  so  doth  not  k3rng  Harry 
For  yf  he  dydde  than  chaunge  sbold  this  iiii.  wqj 
Pytyc,  for  patience,  and  consieuce,  for  wronge. 

Ncnysswhete  parabolam. 
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LIFE  OF  HENRY  HOWARD,  EARL  OF 

SURREY. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  highly  accomplished  nobleman  has  been  peculiarly  unfortunate  in  his  biog;ra<- 
phen,  nor  is  there  in  the  whole  range  of  the  English  series  a  life  written  with  less  at- 
tention to  probability.  Even  the  few  dates  on  which  we  can  depend  have  been  over- 
looked, with  a  neglect  that  is  wholly  unaccountable  in  men  so  professedly  attentive  to 
these  matters  as  Birch,  Walpole,  and  Warton. 

The  stoiy  usually  told  consists  of  the  following  particulars : — 

'^  Henry  Howard,  earl  of  Surrey,  was  the  eldest  son  of  Thomas,  the  third  duke  of 
Norfolk,  lord  high  treasurer  of  England  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VHI.  by  Elizabeth, 
daogbter  of  Edward  Stafford,  duke  of  Buckingham.  He  was  bom  either  at  his  fa- 
ther's seat  at  Framlingham,  in  Suffolk^  or  in  the  city  of  Westminsters  and  being  a  child 
of  great  hopes,  all  imaginable  care  was  taken  of  his  education.  When  he  was  very 
young,  he  was  companion,  at  Windsor  Castle,  with  Henry  Fitzroy,  duke  of  Richmond, 
utural  son  to  Henry  VHI.  and  afterwards  student  in  Cardinal  College,  now  Christ- 
diQrch,  Oxford.  In  1532,  he  was  with  the  duke  of  Richmond  at  Paris,  and  continued 
there  for  some  time  in  the  prosecution  of  his  studies,  and  learning  the  French  lan- 
guage; and  upon  the  death  of  the  duke  in  July,  1536,  travelled  into  Germany,  where 
Presided  some  time  at  the  emperor's  court,  and  thence  went  to  Florence,  where  he  fell 
in  k>ve  with  the  fair  Geraldine,  the  great  object  of  his  poetical  addresses,  and  in 
^e  grand  duke's  court  published  a  challenge  against  all  who  should  dispute  her 
l>eanty;  which  challenge  being  accepted,  he  came  off  victorious.  For  this  approved  va- 
lour, the  duke  of  Florence  made  him  large  offers  to  stay  with  him ;  but  he  refused  them, 
hecaose  he  intended  to  defend  the  honour  of  his  Geraldine  in  all  the  chief  cities  of 
Italy.  But  this  design  of  hb  was.  diverted  by  letters  sent  to  him  by  king  Henry  VHI. 
leeallmg  him  to  England.    He  left  Italy  therefore,  where  he  had  cultivated  hb  poetical 

*  A  friend  at  Oxford  has  suggested  that  he  may  have  been  born  at  Lambeth,  or  at  a  bouse  near 
Biihopsgate  in  London,  which  were  the  occasional  residences  of  his  father.    C. 
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genius  by  the  reading  of  the  greatest  writers  of  that  country,  and  returned  to  his  own 
country,  where  he  was  considered  as  one  of  the  first  of  the  English  nobility  who  adorned 
his  high  birth  with  the  advantages  of  a  polite  taste  and  extensive  literature.  On  the  first 
of  May,  1540,  he  was  one  of  the  chief  of  those  who  justed  at  Westminster  as  a  defend- 
ant against  sir  John  Dudley,  sir  Thomas  Seymour,  and  other  challengers,  where  be  be- 
haved himself  with  admirable  courage  and  great  skill  m  the  use  of  his  arms;  and,  in 
1542,  served  in  the  army,  of  which  his  father  was  lieutenant-general,  and  which,  in 
October,  this  year,  entered  Scotland  and  burnt  divers  villages.  In  February  or  March 
following,  he  was  confined  to  Windsor  Castle  for  eating  flesh  in  Lent,  contrary  to  the  king's 
proclamation  of  the  c)th  of  February,  1542.  In  1544,  upon  the  expedition  to  Boakgne, 
in  France  he  was  field-marshal  of  the  English  army;  and  after  taking  that  town,  be- 
ing then  knight  of  the  garter,  he  was  in  the  beginning  of  September,  1545,  constituted 
the  king's  lieutenant  and  captain  general  of  all  his  army  within  the  town  and  country  of 
Boulogne.  During  his  command  there  in  1546,  hearing  that  a  convoy  of  provisions 
of  the  enemy  was  coming  to  the  fort  at  Oultreau,  he  resolved  to  intercept  it;  f  Tt 
the  Khingrave,  with  four  thousand  Lanskinets,  together  with  a  considerable  number 
of  French  under  the  marshal  de  Briez,  making  an  obstinate  defence,  the  English  were 
routed,  and  sir  Edward  Foynings,  with  divers  other  gentlemen,  killed,  and  the  earl  of 
Surrey  himself  obliged  to  fly :  though  it  appears,  by  a  letter  of  his  to  the  king,  dated 
Jan.  B,  1 545-6,  that  this  advantage  cost  the  enemy  a  great  number  of  men.  But  the  king 
was  so  highly  displeased  with  this  ill  success,  that  from  that  tiine  he  contracted  a  pre- 
judice against  the  earl,  and  soon  after  removed  him  from  his  command,  appointing  the 
earl  of  Hertford  to  succeed  him.  On  this  sir  William  Paget  wrote  to  the  earl  of  Sur- 
rey, to  advise  him  to  procure  some  eminent  post  under  the  earl  of  Hertfim),  that  he 
might  (not  be  unprwided  m  the  town  mtdjield.  The  eaii,  being  desirous  in  the  mean 
time  to  regain  his  former  favour  with  the  king,  skirmished  agaiust  the  French^  and 
routed  them ;  but  soon  after,  writing  over  to  the  king's  council,  that  as  the  enemy  bad 
cast  much  larger  cannon  than  had  been  yet  seen,  with  which  they  imagined  they  sbould 
soon  demolish  Boulogne,  it  deserved  consideration  whether  the  lower  town  should 
stand,  as  net  being  defensible ;  the  council  ordered  him  to  return  to  England,  in  order 
to  repreaeat  his  sentiments  more  fully  upon  those  points,  and  the  earl  of  Hertford  waa 
inraiediately  sent  over  in  his  room.  This  exasperating  the  earl  of  Suijey,  occasioned 
him  to  let  fall  some  expressions  which  savoured  of  revenge,  and  a  dislike  of  the  kioff 
and  an  hatred  of  his  counsellors;  and  was,  probably,  one  great  cause  of  his  ruin  sooa 
after.  His  father,  the  duke  of  No*folk)  had  endeavoured  to  ally  himself  to  the  earl 
of  Hertford,  and  to  his  brother,  sur  Thomas  Seymour,  pereoving  how  much  they  were 
in  the  king's  favour,  and  how  great  an  interest  they  were  likely  to  have  under  the  suc- 
ceeding prince  ;  and  therefore  he  would  have  engaged  his  son,  being  then  a  widower^ 
(having  lost  his  wife  Frances,  daughter  of  John  earl  of  Oxford)^  to  marry  the  earl 
of  Hertford's  daughter,  and  pressed  his  daughter,  the  duchess  of  Hichmond,  widow  of 
the  king's  natural  son,  to  marry  sir  Thomas  Seymour.  But  though  the  earl  of  Surrey 
aidvised  his  sister  to  tlie  marriage  projected  for  her,  yet  he  would  not  consent  to  that 
designed  for  himself;  nor  did  the  proposition  about  himself  take  effect.  The  Seymours 
could  not  but  perceive  the  enmity  which  the  earl  bore  them  ;  and  they  might  well  be 
jealous  of  the  greatness  of  the  Howard  family,  which  was  not  only  too  cofpsiderable  for 
subjects  of  itself,  but  was  raised  so  high,  by  the  dependence  of  the  whole  popish  party, 
both  at  home  and  abroad,  that  they  were  likely  to  be  very  dangerous  competitors  for 
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the  cUef  govemaieBt  of  Man,  if  the  king  should  die^  whose  disease  was  now  growing 
so  fast  upon  hin,  that  he  conld  not  live  many  weeks.  Nor  is  it  improbable  that  they 
persuaded  the  king,  that  if  the  earl  of  Surrey  should  marry  the  princess  Mary,  it  might 
emlnoil  his  son's  govemmenit,  and  perhaps  ruin  him.  And  it  was  suggested  that  he  had 
such  high  project  in  his  thoughts,  both  by  hb  continuing  unmarried,  and  by  his 
:  the  arms  of  Edward  the  confessor,  which,  of  late,  he  had  given  in  his  coat  with- 
out a  dimmntion.  To  complete  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  and  his  son's  ruin,  his  duchess, 
who  bad  complained  of  his  using  her  ill,  and  had  been  separated  from  him  about  four 
years,  turned  informer  agunst  him.  And  the  earl,  and  his  sister,  the  duchess  dowager 
of  Richmond,  being  upon  ill  terms  together,  she  discovered  all  she  knew  aigainst  him ; 
as  likewise  did  one  Mrs.  Holland,  for  whom  the  duke  was  believed  to  have  had  an 
unlawful  affection.  But  all  these  discoveries  amounted  only  to  some  passionate  ex* 
pressions  of  the  son,  and  some  complaints  of  the  father,  who  thought  that  he  was  not 
beloved  by  the  king  and  his  counsellors,  and  that  he  was  ill  used  in  not  being  trusted 
with  the  secret  of  alRurs.  However,  all  persons  being  encouraged  to  bring  informa- 
tions against  them,  sir  Richard  Southwei  charged  the  earl  of  Surrey  in  some  |)oints  of 
an  higher  nature ;  which  the  earl  denied,  and  desired  to  be  admitted,  according  to  the 
nnrtiiil  law,  to  fight  in  his  shirt  with  sir  Richard.  But,  that  not  being  granted,  he  and 
his  lather  were  committed  prisoners  to  the  Tower  on  the  12th  of  December,  1546  ; 
and  the  eoil,  being  a  commoner,  was  brought  to  his  trial  in  Guildhall,  on  the  13th  of 
Janimry  -followmg,  before  the  lord  chancellor,  the  lord  mayor,  and  other  comniis* 
siooen  ;  where  he  defended  himself  with  great  skill  and  address,  sometimes  denying 
the  accusations,  and  weakening  the  credit  of  the  witnesses  against  him,  and  sometimes 
interpreting  the  words  objected  to  him  in  a  fiur  different  sense  from  what  had  been  re- 
presented. For  the  point  of  bearing  the  arms  of  Edward  the  codfeasor,  he  justified 
hnaself  by  the  authority  of  tlie  hendds.  And  when  a  witness  was  produced,  who  pre- 
tended to  repeat  some  high  words  of  his  lordship's,  by  way  of  discourse,  which  con* 
cemed  him  nearly,  and  provoked  the  witness  to  return  him  a  bravrag  answer ;  the  earl 
left  it  to  the  jury  to  judge,  whether  it  was  probable  that  this  man  should  speak  thus 
to  him  and  he  not  strike  him  again.  In  conclusion,  he  insisted  upon  his  innocence ;  but 
was  found  guilty,  and  had  sentence  of  death  passed  upon  him.  He  was  beheaded  on 
Tower-hill  on  the  19th  of  January,  1546-7  ;  and  his  body  mterred  in  the  church  of 
All  Hallows,  Barking,  and  afterwards  removed  to  Framlmgham,  in  Suffolk." 

Sudi  is  the  account  drawn  up  by  Dr.  Birch  for  the  '*  Illustrious  Heads,"  from  An- 
thony Wood,  Camden,  Herbert,  Dugdale,  and  Burnet's  History  of  the  Reformation.  The 
principal  errours  (corrected  in  this  transcription),  are,  his  making  the  earl  of  Surrey  son 
to  the  ucond  duke  of  Norfolk  S  and  the  duke  of  Richmond  natural  son  to  Henry  the 
Sccenih, 

His  next  biographer  to  whom  any  respect  is  due  was  the  late  earl  of  Orford,  in  his 
Catalogue  of  Royal  and  Noble  Authors.  The  account  of  Surrey,  in  this  work,  derives  its 
chief  merit  from  lord  Orford's  ingenious  explanation  of  the  sonnet  on  Geraldine, 
which^  amounts  to  this,  that  Geraldine  was  Elizabeth,  (second  daughter  of  Gerald  Fitz- 
gerald earl  of  Kildare)  and  afterwards  tliird  wife  of  Edward  Clinton  earl  of  Luicoln^ 

»  Tb€  same  erronr  appears  on  the  monument  erected  to  the  earVs  memory  at  Framlingbam,  in  1612, 
tay  bis  second  son,  Henry,  carl  of  NortharoptOD.  Dngdale  admits  the  errour  in  p.  268,  but  corrccU  it 
in  p.  274,  vol.  II.     C 
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and  that  Surrey  probably  saw  her  first  at  Hunsdon-^house  in  Hertfordshire,  where,  as 
she  was  second  coasin  to  the  princesses  Mary  and  Elirdbeth,  who  were  educated  in  tfab 
place,  she  might  have  been  educated  with  them,  and  Surrey,  as  the  con^nion  of  the 
duke  of  Richmond,  the  king's  natural  son,  might  have  had  interviews  with  her,  when 
the  duke  went  to  visit  his  sister. — ^All  this  b  ingenious;  but  no  light  is  thrown  upon  tbe 
personal  history  of  the  earl,  and  none  of  the  difficulties,  however  obvious,  in  his  court- 
ship of  Geraldine  removed,  or  even  hinted  at,  nor  does  lord  Orford  condescend  to  in- 
quire into  the  dates  of  any  event  in  his  life, 

Mr.  Warton  commences  his  account  of  Surrey,  by  observing,  that  "  lord  Surrey's 
life  throws  so  much  light  on  the  character  and  subject  of  his  poetry,  that  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  consider  the  one,  without  exhibiting  a  few  anecdotes  of  the  other."  He 
then  gives  the  memoirs  of  Surrey  almost  in  the  words  of  lord  Orford,  except  in  the 
following  instance. 

**  A  friendship  of  the  closest  kind  commencing  between  these  two  illustrious  youths, 
(Surrey  and  the  duke  of  Richmond)  about  the  year  1530,  they  were  both  removed  to 
cardinal  Wolsey's  college  at  Oxford. — ^Two  years  afterwards  ( 1532)  for  the  purpose  of 
acquiring  every  accomplishment  of  an  elegant  education,  the  earl  accompanied  his  no- 
ble friend  and  fellow  pupil  into  France,  where  they  received  king  Henry,  on  his  airival 
at  Calais  to  visit  Francis  1.  with  a  most  magnificent  retinue.  The  friendship  of  these 
two  young  noblemen  was  soon  strengthened  by  a  new  tie ;  for  Richmond  married  tbe 
lady  Mary  Howard,  Surrey's  sister.  Richmond,  however,  appears  to  have  died  in  the 
year  1536,  about  the  age  of  sevmteeti^  having  never  cohabited  with  his  wife.  It  was 
long  before  Surrey  forgot  the  untunely  loss  of  this  amiable  youth,  the  friend  and  asso- 
ciate of  hb  childhood,  and  who  nearly  resembled  himself  in  genius,  rdiaement  of  maa'^ 
ners,  and  liberal  acquisitions.*' 

After  adopting  lord  Orford's  explanation  of  the  sonnet  on  Geraldine,  Mr.  Wartoa 
proceeds  to  Surrey's  travels,  beginning  with  a  circumstance  on  which  much  more  atten^ 
tion  ought  to  have  been  bestowed. 

'*  It  is  not  precisely  known  at  what  period  the  earl  of  Surrey  began  hb  travels* 
They  have  the  air  of  a  romance.  He  made  the  tour  of  Europe  in  the  true  spirit  of  chi* 
valry,  and  with  the  ideas  of  an  Amadis ;  proclaiming  the  unparalleled  charms  of  his 
mistress,  and  prepared  to  defend  the  cause  of  her  beauty  with  the  weapons  of  knight- 
errantry.  Nor  was  thb  adventurous  journey  performed  without  the  intervention  of  an 
enchanter.  The  first  city  in  Italy  which  he  proposed  to  vbit  was  Florence,  the  capital 
of  Tuscany,  and  the  original  seat  of  tbe  ancestors  of  lib  Geraldine.  In  hb  way  thither, 
lie  passed  a  few  days  at  the  emperor's  court,  where  he  became  acquainted  with  ComeSus 
Agrippa,  a  celebrated  adept  in  natural  magic.  Thb  visionary  philosopher  shewed  our 
hero,  ill  a  mirror  of  glass,  a  living  image  of  Geraldine,  reclining  on  a  couch^  sick,  and 
reading  one  of  hb  most  tender  sonnets  by  a  waxen  taper.  Hb  imaginatioo,  which  wanted 
not  the  flattering  representations  and  artificial  incentives  of  allusion,  was  heated  anew  by 
this  interesting  and  afiectmg  spectacle.  Inflamed  with  every  enthusiasm  of  the  most 
romantic  passion,  he  hastened  to  Florence;  and  on  his  arrival,  immediately  published 
a  defiance  against  any  person  who  could  handle  a  lance,  and  was  in  love,  whether  Chris- 
tian, Jew,  Turk,  Saracen  or  Cannibal,  who  should  presume  to  dbpute  the  superiority  of 
Geraldine's  beauty :  as  the  lady  was  pretended  to  be  of  Tuscan  extraction,  the  pride  of 
the  Florentines  was  flattered  on  this  occasion ;  and  the  grand  duke  of  Tuscany  i>ermitted 
a  general  and  unmolested  ingress  into  his  dominions  of  the  combatants  of  adi  countries. 
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till  this  important  trial  should  be  decided.  The  challenge  was  accepted,  and  the  earl 
victorious.  The  shield  which  he  presented  to  the  duke  before  the  tournament  began 
is  exhibited  in  Vertue's  valuable  plate  of  die  Arundel  iamily,  and  was  actually  in  the 
possession  of  the  late  duke  of  Norfolk. 

''  These  herok  vanities  did  not,  hov^ever,  so  totally  engross  the  time  which  Surrey 
spent  in  Italy,  as  to  alienate  his  mind  from  letters :  he  studied  with  the  greatest  success 
a  critical  knowledge  of  the  Italian  tongue;  and,  that  he  might  give  new  lustre  to  the 
name  of  Geraldine,  attained  a  just  taste  for  the  peculiar  graces  of  the  Italian  poetry. 

"  He  was  recalled  to  England,  for  some  idle  reason,  by  the  king,  much  sooner  than  he 
expected;  and  he  returned  home  the  most  elegant  traveller,  the  most  polite  hoer,  the 
most  learned  nobleman,  and  the  most  accomplished  gentleman  of  his  age.  Dexterity 
in  tilting,  and  gracefulness  in  managing  a  horse  under  arms,  were  excellencies  now 
viewed  with  a  critical  eye,  and  practised  with  a  high  degree  of  emulation.  In  1540,  at 
a  tonmament  held  in  the  presence  of  the  court  at  Westminster,  and  in  which  the 
principal  of  the  nobility  were  engaged,  Surrey  was  distinguished  above  the  rest  for  his 
address  in  the  use  and  exercise  of  arms;  but  his  martial  skill  was  not  solely  displayed 
in  the  parade  /and  ostentation  of  these  domestic  combats.  In  1542  he  marched  into 
Scotland  as  a  chief  commander  in  his  father's  army,  and  wa^  conspicuous  for  his  conduct 
and  bravery  at  the  memorable  battle  of  Flodden-field^  where  James  the  Fourth  of 
Seotlaod  was  killed/' 

The  only  other  passage  in  which  Mr.  Warton  improves'  upon  his  authorities  is  a 
very  proper  addition  to  the  above  account  of  lord  Surrey's  travels. 

**  Among  these  anecdotes  of  Surrey's  life,  I  had  almost  forgot  to  mention  what 
became  of  his  amonr  with  the  fair  Geraldine.  We  lament  to  find  that  Surrey's  de- 
votion to  this  ladj  did  not  end  in  a  wedding ;  and  that  all  his  gallantries  aiid  verses 
availed  so  little.  No  memohrs  of  that  incurious  age  have  mforroed  us  whether  her 
foeaaty  was  equalled  by  her  cruelty,  or  whether  her  ambition  prevailed  so  far  over  her 
gratitude,  as  to  tempt  her  to  prefer  the  solid  glories  of  a  more  splendid  title,  and 
ample  fortune,  to  the  challenges  and  the  compliments  of  so  magnanimous,  so  faitliful* 
and  so  elo<faent  a  lover.  She  appears,  however,  to  have  been  afterwards  the  third  wife 
of  Edward  Clinton,  earl  of  Lincoln.  Such  also  is  the  power  of  time  and  accident  over 
amorous  vows,  that  even  Surrey  himself  outlived  the  violence  of  his  passion :  he  married 
Frances,  daughter  of  John,  earl  of  Oxford,  by  whom  he  left  several  children.  One  of 
bis  daughters,  Jane,  countess  of  Westmoreland,  was  among  the  learned  ladies  of  that 
age,  and  became  famous  for  her  knowledge  of  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages." 

It  is  tmly  wonderful  that  lord  Orford  and  Mr.  Warton,  delighted  as  they  were  with 
the  "  nmiantic  air"  of  lord  Surrey's  travels,  should  by  any  enchantment  have  been 
pre<vented  from  inquiring  whether  the  events  which  they  have  placed  between  the  years 
1556  and  i546,  when  lord  Surrey  died,  were  at  all  consistent  with  probability :  had 
they  made  the  slightest  inquiry  into  the  age  of  lord  Surrey,  although  the  precise  year  and 
day  of  his  birth  might  not  have  been  recoverable,  they  could  not  have  failed  to  obtain 
SQch  information  as  would  have  thrown  a  suspicion  on  the  v^bole  story  of  his  knight- 
errantry. 

The  birth  of  lord  Surrey  may  be  conjectured  to  have  takeri  place  some  time  between 
the  years  1516  and  1520:  my  opinion,  which  however  I  do  not  mean  to  obtrude,  b  in 

s  It  k  perhaps  unnecessary  to  point  out  the  many  little  embellishmeuts  in  this  story,  for  which  we 
are  entirely  indebted  to  Mr.  Warton's  elegant  pen,     C. 
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favour  of  the  fonner  year,  or  one  earlier  than  15^0^  He  was,  it  is  universally  agreed, 
the  school  companion  of  the  duke  of  Richmond,  who  died  in  15S6,  in  his  seventeenth 
year ;  and  if  we  ailow  that  Surrey  was  two  or  three  yean  older^,  it  will  not  much  affect 
the  high  probability  that  he  was  a  very  young  man  at  the  tune  when  his  biographen 
made  him  fall  in  love  with  Geraldine,  and  maintain  her  beauty  at  Floi^ic^.  Noae  of 
the  portraits  of  Surrey,  as  iar  as  the  present  writer  has  been  Me  to  ascertain,  mentioa 
bis  age,  except  that  in  the  picture-gallery  at  Oxford,  on  which  is  inscribed  that  he  wat 
beheaded  in  '*  1647i  «t,  27  :"  the  inscription,  indeed,  is  Jn  a  hand  posterior  to  the 
date  of  the  picture  (supposed  to  be  by  Holbein) ;  but  it  may  have  been  the  haod  of 
some  successful  inquirer;  and  ths^  in  Arundel  castle,  which  is  inscribed  set.  29.  None 
of  the  books  of  peerage  notice  his  birth  or  age,  nor  are  these  circumstances  inserted 
on  his  monument  at  Framlingham«  Conjecture,  it  has  been  already  observed,  9apfM»es 
him  to  have  been  bom  sometime  between  1515  and  1520:  if  we  take  the  earliest 
of  these  dates,  it  will  still  remain  that  his  biographers  have  either  crowded  more 
events  into  his  life  than  it  was  capable  of  holding,  or  that  diey  have  dehiyed  his 
principal  adventures  until  they  becoue  undeserving  of  credit,  and  inconsistent  with  hii 
character. 

Mr.  Warton  observes,  that  **  it  is  not  precisely  known  at  what  period  the  eail  of 
Surrey  began  liis  travels;"  but  thb  is  a  matter  of  little  consequence  in  refuting  tbe 
account  usually  given  of  those  travels,  because  all  his  biographers  are  agreed  that  he 
did  not  set  out  before  the  year  153^:  at  this  time  he  had  ten  years  only  of  life  before 
him,  which  have  been  filled  up  in  a  very  extraardmary  manner.  Fuist  he  travels  over  a 
part  of  Europe,  vindicatmg  the  beauty  of  Geraldine;  in  1540  he  is  celebrated  at  tbe 
justs  at  Westmmster;  in  1542  he  goes  to  Scotland  with  his  lather's  army;  in  1549 
(probably)  he  is  imprisoned  for  eating  flesh  in  Lent;  in  1544''5  he  is  commander  at 
Boulogne;  and  lastly,  amidst  all  these  romantic  adventures  or  serious  events,  behu 
leisure  to  marry  the  daughter  of  the  earl  of  Oxford,  and  beget  five  children;  which  we 
may  suppose  would  occupy  at  least  five  or  six  of  the  above  ten  years,  and  these  not  the 
last  five  or  six  years,  for  we  find  him  a  widower  a  considerable  time  before  hb  death. 
Among  other  accusations  whispered  in  the  ear  of  his  jealous  sovereign,  one  was  his  con' 
tinmng  unmarried  (an  expression  which  usually  denotes  a  considerable  length  of  tiine) 
afler  the  period  when  a  second  marriage  might  be  decent,  in  order  that  he  migbt  roarnr 
the  princess  Mary,  in  the  event  of  the  king's  death,  and  so  disturb  the  succession  of 
Edward. 

The  placing  of  these  events  in  this  series  would  render  the  stoiy  of  his  koight- 
errantry  sufficiently  improbable,  were  we  left  without  any  information  respecting  th« 
date  of  Surrey's  marriage;  but  that  event  renders  the- whole  impossible,  if  we  wbb  to 
preserve  any  respect  for  tbe  consistency  of  his  character :  Surrey  was  actually  married 


*  In  hit  letter  addressed  to  the  lords  of  the  council  when  he  was  in  the  Tower,  prerious  to  bit 
trial  and  execution,  we  find  him  more  than  once  pleading  his  youth:  he  requests  their  lordships  to 
"  impute  his  error  to  the  furie  of  rechelesse  yowM"— "  Let  my  youth,  unpractised  in  dorance,  obtain 
pardon*'—"  Neither  am  I  the  first  young  man  that,  governed  by  fury,  hath  enterprised  such  things  as 
he  hath  afterwards  repented.*^'  These  expressions  give  some  countenance  to  the  supposition  that  the 
dates  on  his  portraiU  above-mentioned  are  nearly  right.  See  the  o^ve  letter  in  Mr.  ?»*'» 
valuable  edition  of  The  Royal  and  Noble  Authors.    C. 

^  My  Oxford  eorrespondent  informs  me  that  Richmond  wis  a  year  older  than  Sonrey.    C. 
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before  the  commencement  of  his  travels  in  pumnit  or  m  defence  of  Geraldrne's  beauty* 
His  eldest  son  Tboraas»  fbardi  duke  of  Norfolic,  was  eighteen  yea»  okf  when  his  grand- 
lather  died  in  1554^:  he  was  consequently  born  in  1.536;  ami  bis  lather,  it  is  surely 
reasonable  to  suppose,  was  manried  in  1535^.  It  would  therefore  be  uiuiecessary  to 
examine  the  story  of  Surrey's  romantic  travels  any  farther,  if  we  had  not  some  collateral 
authorities  which  may  still  show  that  whatever  may  be  wrong  in  the  present  statcoientt 
it  is  obtain  that  there  is  very  little  right  in  the  common  accounts  which  have  been  read 
and  copied  without  any  su^icion« 

If  it  be  said  that  Surrey's  age  is  not  exactly  known,  and  therefore  allowing  1536  the 
date  of  his  travels  to  be  erroneous,  it  is  pouible  that  he  might  have  been  enamoured  of 
Geraldine  long  before  this ;  and  it  is  possible  that  his  travels  might  have  commenced  in 
1526»  or  any  other  period  founded  on  this  new  conjecture:  this,  however,  is  as  im- 
probable as  all  the  rest  of  the  story ;  for  it  cau  be  decidedly  proved  that  there  was  no 
time  Ibr  Surrey's  gallantries  towards  Geraldine,  except  the  period  which  his  biographers, 
however  absurdly,  have  assigned,  namely,  when  he  was  a  married  man.  The  father  of 
lady  Elizabetfa,  the  supposed  Geraldine,  married  in  1519  one  of  the  daughters  of 
Thoons  Grey,  marquis  of  Dorset,  aujd  by  her  had  five  children,  of  whom  Elizabeth  was 
thefimriky  and  therefore  probably  not  born  before  the  year  1523  or  1524:  if  Surrey's 
coiirtahip»  thereibre,  must  be  carried  further  back,  it  must  be  carried  to  the  nursery; 
for  even  iu  1536,  when  we  are  told  he  was  her  knight- errant,  she  could  not  have  been 
more  than  eleven  or  twelve  years  old :  let  us  add  to  this  a  few  particulars  respecting 
Geraldiiie's  husband.  She  married  Edward  lord  Clinton :  he  wa^  born  in  15ri,  was 
educated  m  the  court,  and  passed  his  youth  in  those  magnificent  and  romantic  amuse- 
ments which  distinguished  the  beginning  of  Henry  VlII's  reign ;  but  did  not  appear  as  a 
public  character  until  the  year  1544,  when  he  was  thirty-two  years  of  age,  Geraldine 
about  twenty-four,  and  Surrey  within  two  years  of  bis  death,  and  most  probably  a 
widower.  This  earl  of  Lincoln  had  three  wives;  the  date  of  his  marriage  with  any  of 
them  is  not  known,  nor  how  long  they  lived ;  but  Geraldine  was  the  third  and  only 
oae  by  whom  he  had  no  children,  and  who  snrvived  his  death,  wiiich  took  place  in 
1584«  thirty-eight  years  afler  the  death  of  Surrey.  Mr.  Warton,  in  his  earnest  desire  to 
connect  her  ^vith  Surrey,  insinuates  that  she  might  have  been  either  cruel,  or  that  her 
**  ambition  prevailed  so  far  over  her  gratitude,  as  to  tempt  her  to  prefer  the  solid 
glories  of  a  more  splendid  title  and  ample  fortune,  to  the  challenges  and  the  compli* 
ments  of  so  magnanimous,  so  faithful,  and  so  eloquent  a  lover."  On  this  it  is  only 
neoessary  to  remark,  that  the  lady's  ambition  might  have  been  as  highly  gratified  by 
aarryiDg  the  accomplished  and  gallant  Surrey,  the  heir  of  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  as  by 
allying  herself  to  a  nobleman  of  inferior  talents  and  rank ;  but  of  his  two  conjectures, 
Mr.  Warton  seems  most  to  adhere  to  that  of  cruelty,  for  he  adds  that  **  Surrey  himself 
outlived  his  amorous  vows,  and  married  the  daughter  of  the  earl  of  Oxford.'^  This, 
however,  is  as  little  deserving  of  serious  examination  as  the  ridiculous  story  of  Cornelius 
Agrippa  showing  Geraldine  in  a  glass,  which  Anthony  Wood  found  in  Drayton's  Heroical 
Epiitle,  or  probably,  as  Mr.  Fark  thinks,  took  it  from  Nash's  fanciful  Life  of  Jack 
WiHmi,  published  in  1594;  where,  under  the  character  of  hb  hero,  he  professes  to 

6  Collins,  &c.    C. 

*>  If,  according  to  the  conjecture  of  some,  be  was  born  in  l515,  he  was  now  twenty  years  of 
aje ;  but  had  tie  been  bom  iu  15Q0,  the  more  usual  supposition,  there  are  not  wanting  instances  of  as 
early  raarriagw  in  past  times:  Um  d«ka  of  Eidunood,  ire  find,  died  a  married  man  at  seventeen.    C. 
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have  travelled  to  the  emperor's  court  as  page  to  the  earl  of  Surrey.  But  it  is  a&- 
fortunate  for  this  story^  wheresoever  borrowed,  that  Agrippa  was  do  more  a  ooDJurer 
than  any  other  learned  man  of  his  time;  and  that  he  died  at  Grenoble  the  year  before 
Surrey  b  said  to  have  set  out  on  his  romantic  expedition.  Drayton  has  made  a  similar 
mistake  in  giving  Surrey  as  one  of  the  companions  of  his  voyage,  the  great  sir  Thomas 
More,  who  was  beheaded  in  1535,  a  year  likewise  before  Surrey  set  out.  Poetical 
authorities,  although  not  wholly  to  be  rejected,  are  of  all  others  to  be  received  with  the 
greatest  caution;  yet  it  was  probably  Drayton's  Heroical  Epistle'  which  led  Mr. 
Warton  into  so  egregious  a  blunder  as  that  of  our  poet  being  present  at  Flodden-field 
in  the  year  1513.  Dr.  Sewell,  indeed,  in  the  short  memoir  prefixed  to  his  edition  of 
Surrey's  poems,  asserts  the  same;  but  little  credit  is  due  to  the  assertion  of  a  writer  who 
at  the  same  time  fixes  Surrey's  birth  in  1520,  seven  years  after  that  memorable  battle 
was  fought. 

It  is  now  time  to  inquire  whether  the  accounts  hitherto  given  can  be  confirmed  by 
internal  evidence.  It  has  been  so  common  to  consider  Geraldine  as  the  mistress  of 
Surrey,  that  all  his  love  poems  are  supposed  to  have  a  reference  to  his  attachment  to 
that  lady.  Mr.  Warton  begins  his  narrative  by  observing  tliat  '*  Surrey's  life  throws  so 
much  light  on  the  character  and  subjects  of  his  poetry,  that  it  is  almost  impossible  to 
consider  the  one  without  exhibiting  a  few  anecdotes  of  the  other."  We  have  already 
seen  what  those  anecdotes  are;  how  totally  irrecondleable  with  probability^  and  how 
amply  refuted  by  the  dates  which  his  biographers,  unfortunately  for  their  stoiy,  have 
uniformly  furnished.  When  we  look  into  the  poems  we  find  the  celebrated  sonnet  to 
Geraldine  the  only  specious  foundation  for  his  romantic  attachment;  but  as  that 
attachment  and  its  consequence  cannot  be  supported  without  a  continual  violation  of 
probability,  and  in  opposition  to  the  very  dates  which  are  brought  to  confirm  it,  it 
seems  more  safe  to  conjecture  that  this  sonnet  was  one  of  our  author's  earliest  pro- 
ductions, addressed  to  Geraldine,  a  mere  child^  by  one  who  was  only  not  a  child,  as  an 
effort  of  youthful  gallantry  in  one  of  his  interviews  with  her  at  Hunsdon.  Whatever 
credit  may  be  given  to  this  conjecture,  for  which  the  present  writer  is  by  no  means 
anxious,  it  is  certain  that  if  we  reject  it,  or  some  conjecture  of  the  same  import,  and 
adopt  the  accounts  given  by  his  biographers,  we  cannot  proceed  a  single  step  without 
being,  opposed  by  invincible  difficulties*  There  is  no  other  poem  in  Surrey's  collection 
that  can  be  proved  to  have  any  reference  to  Geraldine;  but  there  are  two  with  the 
same  title,  viz.  The  Complaint  of  the  absence  of  her  lover  being  upon  tiie  Sea,  which 
are  evidently  written  in  the  character  of  a  wife  lamenting  the  absence  of  her  husband, 
and  tenderly  alluding  to  ^*  hb  faire  litle  sonne."  Mr.  Warton  indeed  finds  Geraldine 
in  the  beautiful  lines  beginning  '*  Give  place,  ye  lovers,  here  before;"  and  from  the 
lines  ^*  Spite  drave  me  into  Boreas  reign,"  infers  that  Jier  anger  drove  him  into  a  colder 
climate,  with  what  truth  may  now  be  left  to  the  reader:  but  another  of  his  conjectures 
cannot  be  passed  over.  '*  In  151'4'/'  he  says,  *'  lord  Surrey  was  field-marshal  oi  the 
English  army  in  the  expedition  to  Boulogne,  which  he  took.  In  that  age  love  and 
arms  constantly  went  together;  and  it  was  amidst  the  fatigues  of  this  protected 
campaign  that  he  composed  his  last  sonnet  called  The  Fancies  of  a  wearied  Lover : 
but  this  is  a  mere  supposition.  The  poems  of  Surrey  are  without  dates,  and  were  arranged 
by  their  first  editor  witiiout  any  attention  to  a  matter  of  so  much' importance.    The  few 

*  See  Drayton**  works,  vol.  IV.  p.  96/  et  loq.    C* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


LIFE  OF  SURREY.  321 

aUuaions  mflde  to  fais'penonal  history  in  these  poems  are  veiy  dark;  hut  in  some  of 
them  there  is  a  train  of  reflections  which  seems  to  indicate  that  misfortunes  and  dis- 
appointments had  dissipated  his  quixotism,  and  reduced  him  to  the  sober  and  serious 
tone  of  a  man  whose  days  had  been  *'  few  and  evil."  Although  be  names  his  pro- 
ductions songs  and  sonnets,  they  have  less  of  the  properties  of  either  than  of  the  elegiac 
strain.  His  scripture-translations  appear  to  be  characteristic  of  his  mind  and  situation 
in  his  latter  days:  what,  unless  a  heart  almost  broken  by  the  unnatural  conduct  of  his 
friends  and  family,  could  have  induced  the  gay  and  gallant  Surrey^  the  accomplished 
courtier  and  soldier,  to  console  himself  by  translating  these  passages  from  Ecclesiastes 
which  treat  of  the  shortness  and  uncertainty  of  all  human  enjoyments,  or  those  Psalms 
which  direct  the  penitent  and  the  forsaken  to  the  throne  of  almighty  power  and  grace  ? 
Mr.  Warton  remarks  that  these  translations  of  Scripture  *^  show  him  to  have  been  a 
friend  to  the  reformation ;"  and  this,  which  is  highly  probable,*  may  have  been  one 
reason  why  his  sufTerings  were  embittered  by  the  neglect,  if  not  the  direct  hostility, 
of  some  of  his  relations.  The  translation  of  the  Scriptures  into  prose  was  but  just 
tolerated  in  his  time;  and  to  familiarize  tliem  by  the  graces  of  poetry  must  have 
appeared  yet  more  obnoxious  to  the  enemies  of  the  reformation.  I  have  said  some  of 
his  relations}  his  father  I  should  hope  cannot  be  enumerated  in  .tiiis  class.  After 
Surrey's  execution^  his  sister,  the  duchess  of  Richmond,  took  care  of  the  education  of 
his  children^  and  engaged  Fox  the  martyrologist  to  be  their  tutor;  and  the  duke,  when 
dijs  zealous  protestant  was  pursued  by  the  bloody  Gardiner,  screened  him  from  his 
fuiy;  and  when  he  found  it  no  longer  safe  to  keep  him,  conveyed  him  abroad  in  spite 
of  Gardiner's  vigilance.    This  surely  was  not  the  act  of  a  bigotted  papist 

Although  the  present  writer  has  taken  some  liberties  with  the  historian  of  English 
poetry  in  his  account  of  Surrey's  life,  he  has  not  the  presumption  to  omit  Mr.  Warton's 
elegant  and  just  criticism  on  his  poems.  *'  Surrey,  for  justness  of  thought,  correctness  of 
style,  and  purity  of  expression,  may  justly  be  pronounced  the  first  ^glish  classical 
poet.  He  unquestionably  is  the  first  polite  writer  of  love-verses  in  our  language, 
although  it  must  be  allowed  that  there  is  a  striking  native  beauty  in  some  of  our  love- 
verses  written  much  earlier  than  Suney's.*'  It  is  also  worthy  of  notice,  that  while  ail 
bis  biographers  send  him  te  Italy  to  study  its  poetry,  Mr.  Warton  finds  nothing  in  his 
works  of  that  metaphysical  cast  which  marks  the  Italian  poets,  his  supposed  masters, 
especially  Petrarch.  "  Surrey's  sentiments  are  for  the  most  part  natural  and  unaffected, 
arising,  from  his  own  feelings,  and  dictated  by  the  present  circumstances:  his  poetry  is 
alike  unembarrassed  by  learned  allusions,  or  elaborate  conceits.  If  our  author  copies 
Petrarch,  it  is  Petrarch's  better  manner;  when  he  descends  from  his  Platonic  abstrac- 
tions, his  refinements  of  passion,  his  exaggerated  compliments,  and  his  play  upon  op« 
posite  sentiments,  into  a  track  of  tenderness,  simplicity,  and  nature.  Petrarch  would 
have  been  a  better  poet  had  he  been  a  worse  scholar :  our  author's  mind  was  not  too 
niiich  overlaid  by  learning." 

The  trans1atk>n  of  the  two  books  of  the  Eneid  is  "  executed  with  fidelity,  without  a 
prosaic  servility;  the  diction  is  of^en  poetical,  and  the  versification  varied  with  proper 
paiiBes."  Its  principal  merit,  however,  is  that  of  being  the  first  specimen  in  the 
tWI^o**  language  of  blank  verse,  which  was  at  that  time  growing  fashionable  in  the 
ItaUaa  poetry.  It  b  very  probable  that  he  mtended  to  have  translated  the  whole;  and 
he  is  so  much  more  elegant  and  correct  in  this  than  in  his  other  translations,  that  the 
Eneid  appears  to  have  been  the  production  of  his  happier  days,    The  other  authors 

TOL.  II.  Y 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


322  LIFE  OF  SURREY. 

ivho  preceded  Mflton  in  the  attempts  to  break  through  the  shacJLles  of  rhyme  were 
Tarberville,  Gascoyne,  Riche^  Peele,  Higgins,  Aske,  Vallans,  Breton,  Chapman, 
Harlow,  &c.  • 

The  fidelity  which  Mr.  Warton  attributes  to  the  translations  from  Virgil  our  author 
has  not  preserved  in  his  translations  from  Scnpture,  which  are  very  liberal;  and  by 
frequent  omissions  and  a  different  arrangement  made  to  suit  his  situation  and  feelings  at 
the  time  they  were  written,  which  was  probably  when  he  was  in  the  Tower. 

Surrey's  poems  were  in  high  reputation  among  his  contemporaries  and  immediate 
successors,  who  vied  with  each  other  in  compliments  to  his  genius^  gallantry,  and 
personal  worth.  They  were  first  printed  in  1557  by  Tottel,  in  4to.  with  the  title  of 
"  Songes  and  sonettes  by  the  right  honorable  Henry  Howard,  late  earl  of  Surrey,  and 
other."  Several  editions  ofthe  same  followed  in  1565, 1567,  »569, 1574, 1585,  and  1587. 
So  many  editions  prove  a  degree  of  popularity  which  fell  to  the  lot  of  very  few  poems 
of  that  age ;  but  after  the  time*  of  Elizabeth  they  became  gradually  obscure,  and  we 
find  no  modem  edition  until  Pope's  incidental  notice  of  him  (in  Windsor  Forest)  as  the 
*'  Granville  of  a  former  age,"  induced  the  booksellers  to  employ  Dr.  Sewell  to  be  the 
editor  of  Surrey's,  Wyat's,  and  the  poems  of  uncertain  authors:  but  the  doctor  per- 
formed his  task  with  so  little  knowledge  of  the  language,  that  this  is  perhaps  the  most 
incorrect  edition  extent  of  any  ancient  poet.  It  would  have  been  surprising  had  it  con- 
tributed to  revive  his  memory,  or  justify  Pope's  comparison  and  eulogium. 

The  translation  of  the  second  and  fourth  book  of  the  Eneid  was  published  in  1557; 
but  it  seems  doubtfiil  whether  together  or  separately.  The  translations  of  the  Psahns, 
Ecclesiastes,  and  the  few  additional  original  poems  were  printed  %  but  not  published, 
many  years  ago,  by  Dr.  Percy,  from  a  MS.  now  in  the  possession  of  Thomas  Hill,  esq. 
who,  with  his  usual  liberality,  has  permitted  a  transcription  for  the  present  edition". 

'  These  specimenB  were  long  ago  collected  by  Dr.  Percy,  bishop  of  Dromore,  to  be  added  to  au 
edition  of  Surrey's  poems,  which  is  now  nearly  ready  for  the  press ;  but  will  probably  be  anticipated 
by  an  elaborate  edition  prepared  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Nott,  whose  inquiries,  he  obli^^ngly  informs  me, 
have  produced  a  very  singular  fact,  namely,  that  lord  Surrey's  lady  survived  him,  and  married  a 
Mcood  husband.  This,  although  not  essential  to  the  support  of  what  I  have  presumed  to  advance 
with  respect  to  Surrey's  history,  is  an  additional  proof  of  the  careletness  of  those  writers  who  lived 
nearest  his  time.    What  becomes  of  Henry  V  HPs  jealousy  of  his  designs  on  the  princess  Mar)"  ?  C. 

>^  The  whole  impression  was  consumed  in  the  destructive  fire  which  took  place  in  Mr.  Nichols's 
premises,  Jan.  1808. 

"  This  MS.  descended  from  the  Harrington  family:  see  Mr.  Park's  edition  of  the  Nng»  Antique. 
In  his  edition  of  the  Royal  and  Noble  Authors  are  some  interesting  particulars  respecting  the  varionf 
tditions  of  Surrey's  poems.    C 
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TO   THE    READER. 


1  HAT  to  have  we\  written  in  vene,  yea,  and  in  imal  paroelles,  deturetli  great  prayie,  the  worlces  of 
dinen  LatiDes,  Italiansi  and  other,  doe  proue  sufficiently.  That  our  tong  is  able  in  that  kinde  to  doe 
as  prayse  worthely  as  the  rest,  the  honorable  stile  of  the  noble  Earie  of  Snrrcy,  and  the  weightinesse  of 
the  depe-vitted  sir  Thomas  Wjrat  the  elders  verse,  with  seueral  graces  in  sundry  good  English  writers, 
do  shew  aboundantly.  It  resteth  now  (gentle  reader)  that  thou  thinke  it  not  enyll  done^  to  publishe 
to  the  honor  of  the  Englishe  tong,  and  for-profit  of  the  studious  of  Eoglishe  eloquence,  those  worket 
which  the  ungentle  borders  up  of  such  treasure  have  heretofore  eouied  thee.  And  for  this  point 
(good  reader)  thine  owne  profite  and  pleasure,  in  these  presently,  and  in  moe  hereafter,  shal  answere 
for  my  defence.  If  perhappes  some  mislike  the  statelynesse  of  style  remoned  from  the  mde  skil  of 
common  eares,  I  aske  helpe  of  the  learned  to  defende  theyr  learned  frendes,  the  authors  of  this 
woorke:  and  1  exhort  the  unlearned,  by  reading  to  lekrae  to  bee  more  skilful,  and  to  purge  that 
swinelike  groMenesse,  that  maketh.  the  swete  m^erome  not  to  smell  to  their  delight. 
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OF 


HENRY  HOWARD, 

EARL  OF  SURREY. 


DESCRIFnON  OF  THE  RESTLESS  STATE 
OF  A  LOUER, 

WITH  SUTB  TO  HIS  LADIB,  TO  BCB  OW  BIB  DYING 
I  BART. 

rpUE  SunDe  hath  twite  broaght  forth  bis  tender 
-■■  grene, 

Twise  clad  the  earth  in  lioely  lastinesse; 
Ones  have  the  wiodes  the  trees  dispoyled  clene, 
Aud  ones  again  begins  their  cnielnesse. 
Sins  1  haae  bid  under  my  brest  the  hanne. 
That  neuer  shal  recouer  healthfulnesse. 
The  winters  hart  reconers  with  the  warme: 
The  parched  grene  restored  is  with  shade: 
What  warmth,  alas!  may  seme  for  to  disarme 
The  frosen  hart,  that  mine  in  flame  hath  made^ 
What  cold  againe  is  able  to  restore 
My  fresh  grene  yeres,  that  wither  thus  and  fade  ? 
Alas !  I  se  nothing  hath  hurt  so  sore. 
But  Time,  in  time,  redoceth  a  retume : 
In  time  my  harme  increaseth  more  and  more« 
And  sones  to  haue  my  cure  alwayes  in  scorne: 
Strange  kindes  of  death,  in  life  that  I  do  trie; 
At  hand  to  melt,  hm  off  in  flame  to  bume. 
And  lyke  as  time  list  to  my  cure  apply. 
So  doth  eche  place  my  comfort  cleaoe  refuse. 
Al  thyng  alive,  that  seeth  the  heauens  with  eye, 
With  doke  of  night  may  coner,  and  excuse 
It  selfe  from  trayaile  of  the  dayes  unrest. 
Sane  I,  alas!  i^ost  al  others  use. 
That  then  stirre  up  the  torments  of  my  brest. 
And  curse  eche  sterre  as  causer  of  my  fate. 
And  when  the  sunne  hath  eke  the  darke  opprest. 
And  biooght  the  day,  it  doth  nothing  abate 
The  tnuiailes  of  mine  cndlesse  smart  and  painej 
For  then  as  one  that  hath  the  light  in  hate, 
1  wish  for  night,  more  cooertly  to  plaine; 
And  me  withdraw  from  every  haunted  place. 
Lest  by  my  ehere  my  chance  appere  to  plaine: 
And  in  my  mynde  I  measore  pace  by  pace. 


To  leke  the  place  where  I  my  self  had  lost. 
That  day  that  I  was  tangled  in  the  lace. 
In  seming  slack,  that  knitteth  ever  most. 
But  never  3ret  the  trauaile  of  my  thought. 
Of  better  state  could  catch  a  cause  to  host: 
For  if  I  founde,  some  time  that  I  have  sought. 
Those  sterres  by  whom  I  trusted  of  the  port. 
My  sailes  do  foil  and  I  advance  right  nought; 
As  ankerd  fiut  my  spirites  doe  all  resort 
To  stand  agazed,  and  sink  in  more  and  more 
The  deadly  harme  which  she  doth  take  in  sport* 
Lo,  if  I  seke,  how  do  I  finde  my  sore? 
And  yf  I  flee,  I  cary  with  me  still 
The  venomd  shaft,' which  doth  his  force  restore 
By  haste  of  flight:  And  I  may  plaine  my  fill 
Unto  my  self,  nnlesse  this  carefull  song 
Print  in  your  hart  some  parcel  of  my  tene 
For  I,  alas{!  in  silence  all  to  long. 
Of  mine  old  hurt  yet  felt  the  wound  but  grene. 
Rue  on  my  life,  or  els  your  cruel  wrong 
Shall  well  appere,  and  by  my  death  be  senel 


2-       DESCRIPTION  OF  SPRING, 

WBERIN  ECHB  THING  RBNEWBS  BAUB  ONBLY  TRB 
LOVER. 

Thb  soote  season,  that  bod  and  hlome  forth 

brings, 
With  grene  hath  clad  the  hill,  and  eke  the  vale: 
The  nightingale  with  fethers  new  she  sings: 
The  turtle  to  her  mate  hath  tolde  her  tale: 
Somer  is  come,  for  euery  spray  now  springs: 
The  hart  hath  hong  his  old  bed  on  the  pale; 
The  buck  in  brake  his  winter  coate  he  flings: 
The  fishes  flete  with  new  repaired  scale: 
The  adder  all  her  slough  away  she  flings; 
The  swift  swalow  pursueth  the  flies  smale; 
The  busy  bee  her  hony  now  she  mings, 
Winter  is  worne,  that  a'as  the  flowers  bale. 
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And  thas  I  se  among  these  pleasant  things 
Eche  care  decajres;  and  yet  my  sorow  springs. 


.    DESCRIPTfON  OF  THE  RESTIESSE  STATE 
>  OF  A  LOVER, 

When  youth  had  led  me  halfe  the  race 
That  Cupides  scoarge  bad  made  me  runne, 
I  loked  backe  to  mete  the  place. 
From  whence  my  weary  cours  begun  ne. 

And  then  I  sawe  how  my  desire, 
Misguiding  me,  had  led  the  way, 
Myne  ej^en  to  gredy  of  their  hire 
Had  made  me  lose  a  better  pray. 

For  when  in  sighes  I  spent  the  day, 
And  could  not  cloke  my  grief  with  game» 
Tiie  boylyng  smoke  did  still  bewray 
The  present  heate  of  secrete  flame. 

And  when  salt  teares  do  bain  my  brest. 
Where  Loue  his  pleasaunt  traines  hath  sowen, 
Her  beauty  bath  the  fruites  opprei^t. 
Ere  that  the  buds  were  sprong  and  blowne. 

And  when  mine  eyen  did  still  pursue 
The  flying  chase  of  they  r  request. 
Their  gredy  lokes  did  oft  reuew 
The  hiddeu  wounde  within  my  brest. 

When  every  loke  these  chekes  might  stalne. 
From  deadly  pale  to  glowing  red; 
By  outward  signes  appeared  plaine. 
To  her  for  help  my  hart  was  fled. 

But  all  to  late  Loue  leameth  me. 
To  paint  al  kind  of  colours  new. 
To  blinde  their  eyes  that  els  should  see 
My  specled  chekes  with  Copides  hew. 

And  now  the  couert  brest  I  clalme^ 
That  worehipt  Cupide  secretly; 
And  nourished  his  sacred  flame, 
From  whence  no  biasing  sparkes  do  flye. 


DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  FICKLE  AFFEC- 
TIONS, PANGES,  AND  SLEIGHTES  OF 
LOUE. 

Such  wayward  waies  bath  Loue,  that  most  part 
in  discord 
Our  wills  do  stand;   whereby  our  harts  but 
seldom  do  accord. 
Deceit  is  bis  delight,  and  to  begile  and  mocke 
The  simple  hartes,  whom  be  doth  strike  witli 
froward  divers  stroke.  [dart; 

He  causeth  th'one  to  rage  with  golden  burning 
And  doth  alay  with  leaden  colde  again  the  others 
hart.  [of  flame 

Whote  glemes  of  burning  Are,  and  easy  sparkes 
In -balance  of  vuegal  weiglit  he  pondereth  by 
aime.  [wpII, 

From  easy  ford  where  I  might  wade  and  passe  full 
He  me  withdrawes,  and  doth  me  driue  into  a 
dcpe  dark  hell:  [place: 

And  me  withholdes,  where  I  am  cald  and  ofiVed 
Ajad  wiH«  me  that  my  mortal  foe  I  do  beseke 
of  grace. 


He  lettes  me  to  pursue  ft  eonquest  wel-nere  wrnioe* 
To  folow  where  my  paines  were  lost  ert  that 
my  sute  begonne;  [toiw 

So  by  this  meanes  1  know  how  soone  a  hart  may 
From  warre  to  peace,  from  tmse  to  strife,  sad 
so  H^in  retume. 
I  know  how  to  content  my  self  in  others  lost; 
Of  little  stuflTe  unto  my  selfe  to  weave  a  web  of 
trust:  [cbere, 

And  how  to  hide  my  harmes  with  soft  dessembiing 
Whan  in  my  face  the  painted  thoughtes  vouM 
outwardly  apere.  [dred; 

I  know  how  that  the  blood  forsakes  the  face  for 
And  bow  by  shame  it  staines  againe  the  cbekei 
M'ith  flaming  red. 
I  know  vnder  the  greoe  the  serpent  how  hclurkw: 
The  hammer  of  the  restelesse  forge,  I  wote  eke 
how  it  workes.  [tel; 

I  know  and  can  by  roate  the  tale  that  I  would 
But  oft  the  wordes  come  forth  awrie  of  him  tbat 
looeth  wel. 
I  know  in  heate  and  cold  the  louer  how  be  shakes, 
In  singing  how  he  doth  complaine,  in  sleping 
how  he  wakes: 
To  languish  without  ache,sickles8e  for  to  consame; 
A  thousand  things  for  to  deuise,  resohiiog  all  is 
•  fume. 
And  though  he  list  to  see  his  ladies  grace  fall  sore, 
Such  pleasures  as  delight  bis  eye,  do  aoi  bit 
health  restore. 
I  know  to  seke  the  track  of  my  desired  foe; 
Aud  feare  to  find  tbat  I  do  seke:  fiut,chieiljr 
this  I  know,  [loued, 

That  loucrs  must  transforme  into  the  thing  be- 
And  live  (alas!  who  would  beleve!)  with  sprite 
from  life  removed. 
I  know  in  harty  sighes  and  laughters  of  the  spleoe 
At  ones  to  change  my  state,  my  wyll,  and  eke 
my  colour  clone. 
I  know  how  to  deceaue  my  self  with  others  help: 
And  how  the  lion  chastised  is  by  beating  of  the 
whelp. 
In  standing  nere  the  fire,  I  know  how  that  I  frese: 
Farre  off  I  bnme:  rn  both  I  wast,  and  so  my 
life  I  lose. 
I  know  how  loue  doth  rage  vppon  a  yeildinge 
minde: 
How  smal  a  net  niay  take  and  meash  a  hart 
of  gentle  kinde: 
Or  els  with  seldome  swete  to  season  heapes  of  gall : 
Reuiued  with  a  glimse  of  irrace  old  8orow«  to 
let  fall. 
The  hidden  traines  I  know  and  secret  soaieof  lone: 
How  soone  a  loke  will  print  a  thoagbt,  tbat 
neuer  may  reinoue.  [sealth, 

The  slipper  state  1  know,  the  sodein  tumes  from 
The  doubtful  hope,  the  certain  woe,  and  sure 
dispeirc  of  health. 


COMPIJIINTOF  A  LOITER,  TBAT  DEHED 
^  LOUE  AND  WAS  BY  LOUE  AFTER  THE 
':  MORE  TORMENTED, 

When  somer  toke  in  hand  the  winter  to  assail, 

With  force  of  might,   and  vertiie  great,  his 

stormy  blasts  to  quail ;  [gren«, 

Aud  when  be  clothed  faire  the  earth  about  with 

And  evrry  tree  n«w  garmented,  tbat  pleasure 

was  to  seue ; 
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COMPLAINT  OF  A  LOUER  REBUKED. 
LouE,  that  liaeth  aud  raigneth  in  my  thought. 


Mine  bart  gan  new  Ruiue,  and  changed  blood  did 
itur 
Me  to  withdrawe  my  wynter  woes,  that  kept 
within  the  dore. 
Abrodo,  quod  my  desire,  assay  to  set  thy  fote 
Where  thou  shalt  finde  the  savour  swete,  for 
sproDg  is  euery  rote. 
And  to  thy  health,  if  thou  were  sick  in  any  case. 
Nothing  more  good,  than  in  the  spring  the  aire 
to  fele  a  space. 
There  shalt  thou  beare  and  se  al  kyndes  of  birdes 
ywrought, 
Wei  tune  their  voice  with  warble  smal,  as  nature 
hath  them  tought.  [ieaue: 

Thus  pricked  me  my  lust  the  sluggish  house  to 
And  lor  my  health  I  thought  it  best  such  counsel 
to  rcceaue. 
So  on  a  morow  furth,  vnwist  of  any  wight, 
I  went  to  proue  how  well  it  woulde  my  heauy 
burthen  li|(ht. 
And  when  I  felt  the  aire  so  pleasant  rounde  about, 
lord,  to  my  self  how  glad  I  was  that  I  had 
gotten  out.  [hent: 

There  might  I  sc  how  Ver  had  euery  blossome 
And  eke  the  new  betrothed  birdes  ycouplcd  how 
they  went: 
And  in  their  songes  me-thought  they  thanked  na- 
ture much, 
Thnt  by  her  licence  al  that  yere  to  loue  their 
bappe  was  such, 
Right  as  they  could  deuise  to  chose  them  feres 
throughout; 
With  much  reioysing  to  their  Lord  thus  flew 
they  al  about.  [ceaue 

Which  when  1  gan  resolue,  and  in  my  head  con- 
Wbnt  pleasant  lyfo,  what  heapes  of  joy  these 
little  birdes  receane; 
And  saw  in  what  estate  I  wery  man  was  wrought. 
By  want  of  that  they  had  at  will,  and  I  reiect  at 
nought: 
Lord,  how  I  gan  in  wrath  vn wisely  me  demeane! 
I  cursed  Loue  and   him  defied:    I   thought  to 
tame  the  streame. 
Bat  when  I  well  beheld  he  had  me  vnder  awe, 
I  a»ked  mercy  for  my  fault,  that  so  tmnsgrest 
bis  lawe, 
Thoa  blinded  Ood  (quod  I)  foigeue  me  this  offence. 
Unwittingly  I  went  about,  to  malice  thy  pre- 
tence, [swore : 
Wberwith  he  f^ne  a  beck,  and  thus  me-thought  he 
Tby  sorow  ought  suffice  to  purge  thy  fault,  if  it 
were  more. 
The  vertue  of  which  sound  mine  hertdid  so  reuiue. 
That  ly  OM-thought,  was  made  as  whole  as  any 
man  alive. 
Bat  here  I  may  perceive  mine  erronr  al  and  some. 
For  that  I  thought  that  so  it  was;  yet  was  it  stil 
undone :                                           [minde. 
And  al  that  was  no  more  but  mine  expressed 
That  faine  would  haue   some  good  reliefe  of 
Cupide  wel  assinde. 
1  tomed'home  forthwith  and  might  perceiue  it  wel. 
That  be  agreued  was  right  sore  with  me  for  my 
rebel.  [more; 
My  barmes  bane,  ener  since,  encreased  more  and 
And  I  remaine  without  his  help,  vndune  for 
evermore. 
A  mirror  let  me  be  vnto  ye  louers  all: 
Serine  not  with  Loue,  for  if  ye  do,  it  will  ye  thus 
be^l. 


That  built  his  seat  within  my  captiue  brest. 
Clad  in  the  armes  wherin  with  me  he  fought. 
Oft  in  my  face  he  doth  his  banner  rest. 
She,  that  mc  tought  to  loue,  and  sufier  palne: 
My  doutful  hope,  aud  eke  my  hot  desire 
Withshamfast  cloke  to  shadowe  and  restraine; 
Her  smiling  grace  conuerteth  straight  to  ire. 
And  coward  Loue  then  to  the  hart  apace 
Taketh  his  flight,  wheras  he  lurkes  and  plaines  - 
His  purpose  lost,  and  dare  not  shewe  his  fare. 
For  my  lordea  gilt  thus  faaltlesse  bide  I  paines; 
Yet  from  my  lorde  shal  not  my  foote  renioue: 
Swete  is  his  death,  that  takes  his  end  by  Loue. 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  LOUER  DISDAINED^ 

In  Ciprus  springes,  whereas  dame  Venus  dwelt, 
A  well  so  bote,  that  whoso  tastes  the  same. 
Were  he  of  stone,  as  thawed  yse  should  melt, 
^nd  kindled  find  his  breast  with  fixed  flame: 
Whose  moybt  poyson  dissolued  hath  my  hate. 
This  crcpinge  fire  my  colde  lims  so  opprest. 
That  in  the  hart  that  harboi^e  fredome  late,, 
Endlesse  despayre  long  thraldomc  hath  imprest* 
Another'  so  colde  in  frozen  yse  is  fuunde. 
Whose  chilling  venom  of  repugnant  kinde 
The  feruent  heat  doth  qiienche  of  Cnpides  wonnde, 
And  with  the  spot  of  change  infects  the  mi  ode: 
Whereof  my  dere  hath  tasted,  to  my  paine. 
My  seruice  thus  is  growen  into  disdaine. 

7 

DESCRIPTION  AND  PRAISE  OF  HIS  LOUE 
GERALDINE, 

From  Tuskane  came  my  ladies  worthy  race; 
Faire  Florence  was  sometime  her<  auncient  seats 
The  western  yie,  whose  plesant  shore  doth  face 
Wilde  Cambers  clifs,  did  gyve  her  liuely  heate: 
Fostred  she  was  with  milke  of  Irish  brest; 
Her  sire,  an  Erie;  her  dame  of  princes  blood: 
Frr>m  tender  yeres,  in  Britain  she  duth  rest 
With  kiirges  childe,  where  she  tasteth  costly  food* 
Honstlon  did  first  present  her  to  mine  yien; 
Blight  is  her  hewe,  and  GeraUline  ^he  bight: 
Hampton  mc  taught  to  wishe  her  first  for  mine: 
And  Windsor,  alas,  doth  chase  me  from  her  sight. 

Her  beauty  of  kind,  her  vertnes  from  aboue; 

Happy  is  he,  that  can  obtaine  her  loue! 


THE  FRAILTIE  AND  HURTFULNESS  OF 
BEAUTIE. 

Brittle  beautie,  that  nature  made  so  frai1e« 
Wherof  the  gift  is  small  and  short  the  season ; 
Flowriug  to  day,  to  morowe  apt  to  faile: 
Fickell  treasure,  abhorred  of  reason : 
Daungerousto  deal  with,  vaine,  of  none  auailf*; 
Costly  in  keping,  past  not  worthe  two  peason: 
Slipper  in  sliding  tm  is  an  eles  taile; 
Harde  to  attaine,  once  gotten  not  geason : 

■  Another  well. 

«  Lord  Orford  would  read  « their." 
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lewcll  of  jeopardie  tliat  peril  doth  awaile; 

False  and  vntrue,  enticed  oft  to  treason; 

Komy  to  youth,  that  most  may  I  bewaile : 

Ah,  bitter  swete,  infecting  as  the  poyson. 
Thou  farest  a«  frute  that  with  the  frost  is  taken, 
To  day  redy  fipe,  to  morowe  all  to  shaken. 


A  COMPLAIN'  BY  NIGHT  OF  THE  LOUER 
NOT  BELOVED. 

Alas,  so  all  thingcs  now  doe  holde  their  peace. 
Heaven  and  earth  disturbed  in  no  thing,      [cease. 
The  beastes,  the  ayer,  the  birdes  their  songe  doe 
The  night^s  chare  the  starres  aboutedoth  bring; 
Calme  is  the  sea,  the  wanes  worke  lesse  and  lesse: 
So  am  not  I,  -whom  loue  alas  doth  wring. 
Bringing  before  my  face  the  great  encrease 
Of  my  desires^  wherat  I  wepe  and  sing, 
In  joy  and  wo,  as  in  a  doutKil  case : 
For  my  swete  thoaghtes,  sometime  do  pleatnre 
But  )>y  and  by  the  cause  of  my  disease      [bring; 
Geves  me  a  pang,  that  inwardly  doth  sting. 
When  that  T  thinke  what  grief  it  is  againe, 
To  line  and  lack  the  thing  should  rid  my  paine. 


,  r.    BOW  ECHE  THING  SAVE  THE  LOUER  IN 
'  ^        SPRING  REUIUETH  TO  PLEASURE. 

When    Windsor  walles  susteined  my  wearied 

arme. 
My  hand  my  chin, to  ease  my  restlesse bed: 
The  pleasant  plot  reuested  green  with  warme. 
The  hlossomd  bowes  with  lusty  Ver  yspred. 
The  flowred  meades,  the  wedded  birdes  so  late 
Mine  eyes  disoouer:  and  to  my  minde  resorte 
The  ioly  woes^  the  hatcless  short  debate. 
The  rakehell  life  that  longes  to  loues  disporte: 
Wherewith,  alas,  the  heauy  charge  of  care 
Heapt  in  my  breast  breakes  forth,  against  my  will. 
In  smoky  sighes,  that  ouercast  the  ayer. 
My  vapord  eyes  .such  drery  teares  distill,       [(all. 
The  tender  spring  which  quicken  where  they 
And  1  halfe  bent  to  throwe  me  downe  withall. 


A  VOW  TO  LOUE  PAITHFVLLY  HOWSO- 
EVER  HE  BE  REWARDED. 

Sbt  me  whereas  the  sunne  doth  parche  the  grene. 

Or  where  bit  beames  do  not  dissolue  the  yse: 

In  temperate  beate  where  he  is  felt  and  sene: 

In  presence  presi  of  people  madde  or  wise: 

Set  me  in  hye,  or  yet  in  low  degree; 

In  longest  night,  or  in  the  shortest  dayes 

In  clearest  skie,  or  where doudes  thickest  be; 

In  lusty  youth,  or  when  my  heeres  are  graye: 

Set  me  in  heauen,  in  earth,  or  els  in  hell. 

In  hyll  or  dale,  or  in  the  foming  flood. 

Thrall,  or  at  large,  aliue  wiiereso  I  dwell, 

Sicke  or  in  health,  in  euill  fame  or  good: 

Hers  will  I  be,  and  onely  with  this  thought 

Content  my  self^  although  my  chaunce  be  nought. 


COMPLA  fNT  THAT  HIS  LADY  AFTER  SHE 
KNEW  OF  HIS  LOUE,  KEPT  HER  FACE 
ALWAY  HIDDEN  FROM  HIM. 

I  HEVBR  save  my  Lady  laye  apart, 

liar  cernet  blacks,  in  colde  nor  yet  in  heate. 


Sitb  fyrst  she  knew  my  griefe  was  growen  so  tjnit; 
Whiche  other  fancies  driueth  iirom  my  hart 
That  to  my  self  I  do  the  thought  resenie, 
The  which  unwares  did  wound  my  woeful  brest; 
But  on  her  face  mine  eyes  m ought  ueuer  rest: 
Yet  sins  she  knew  I  did  her  loue  and  serae, 
Her  golden  tresses  cladde  alway  with  blacke; 
Her  smyling  lokes  that  hid  thus  enermore, 
And  that  restraines  whiche  I  desire  so  sore: 
So  dothe  thys  comet  goueme  me  alacke: 
In  somer,  sunne:  in  winters  breathe,  a  froste: 
Wherby  the  light  of  her  faire  lokes  1  lost 


REWJESTTO  HIS  LOUE  TOIOINE  BOVSHE 
15  WITHBEAUTIE. 

The  golden  gift  that  nature  did  the  give. 
To  fasten  frendes  and  fede  them  at  thy  will; 
With  iburmd  and  fauour,  taught  me  to  beteue, 
How  thou  arte  made  to  showe  her  greatest  skil; 
Whose  hidden  vertues  are  not  so  vnkno<«eo, 
But  lively  dames  mighte  gather  at  tbe  first 
Where  beauty  so  her  perfecte  seede  bath  soveoi 
Of  other  graces  folow  nedes  there  must 
Now  certesse  Ladie,  sins  all  thys  is  true, 
That  from  a  bone  thy  giftes  are  thus  elect; 
Do  not  de&ce  them  than  with  fausies  neve. 
Nor  change  of  mindes  let  not  the  minde  infect: 
But  mercy  hym  thy  iirende,  that  doth  thee  serrf^ 
Who  sekes  always  thine  honour  to  preserve. 

PRimNER  IN  WINDER,  HE  RECOUHT- 
ETH  HIS  PLEASURE  THERE  PASSED. 

So  crael  prison,  how  could  betide,  alas  I 

As  pronde  Windsor:  where  I  in  lust  andjoye, 

Wythe  a  kinges  sonne',  my  childisbe  yeres  did 

passe. 
In  greater  feast,  than  Priam's  Sonnes  of  Troye: 
Where  eche  swete  place  retnnies  a  taste  full  sower: 
The  large  grene  coortes  where  we  were  wont  to 

hove. 
With  eyes  cast  vp  into  the  mayden  tower. 
And  easie  sigbe:*,  soch  as  folk  dmwe  in  Lone; 
The  stalely  seates,  the  ladies  bri^t  of  bewe; 
The  daunces  shorte,  long  tales  of  great  deligbt 
With  woidesand  lokes,  that  tygers  could  but  rcir<v 
Where  ech  of  vs  did  pleade  the  others  right. 
The  palme  play,  wtiere,  despoyled  for  the  pttDf, 
With  dazed  yies  oft  we  by  gleames  of  lone, 
Hane  mist  the  ball,  and  gote  sighte  of  our  dame, 
To  bayte  her  eyes,  which  kept  the  leads  aboae*. 
The  grauell  grounde,  wythe  sleues  tide  on  the 

helme 
On  fomyng  horse,  with  swordes   and  friendly 

hartes ; 
With  cbear  as  though  one  should  another  wbelme, 
Where  we  haue  fought,  and  chased  oft  with  darfet; 
With  siluer  droppcs  the  meade  yet  spred  for  rutbe, 
In  actiue  games  of  nimblenes  and  strength. 
Where  we  did  straine,  trayned  with  swsnnesuf 

youth. 
Our  tender  limmes,  that  yet  shot  vp  in  lengths 

«  The  young  duke  of  Richmond.     PF. 
<  The  ladies  were  ranged  on  the  leads  or  battle 
ments  of  the  castle  to  see  the  play.    W. 
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The  leerete  grooes  which  oft  we  made  lesoniicley 
Of  ptetsaunt  playnt,  and  of  o.ur  ladies  praise. 
Recording  oft  what  grace  ech  one  had  founde. 
What  hope  of  spede,  what  drede  of  long  delay es : 
The  wilde  fbrest,  the  clothed  holtes  with  grene, 
With  rayns  anailed  and  swift  ybrcathed  horse; 
With  crie  of  honudes  and  mciy  blastes  betwene. 
Where  we  did  chase  the  fearful  haite  of  force. 
The  wide  vales  eke,  that  harborde  vs  ecbe  nigbte, 
Wherwith  (alas)  reuiueth  in  my  brest 
The  swete  accorde,  such  slopes  as  yet  delight. 
The  pleasant  dreames,  the  quiet  bed  of  rest: 
The  secrete  thonghtes  imparted  with  such  trust* 
The  wanton  talke,  the  diuers  change  of  play, 
The    frendship  sworne,  eche   promise   kept  so 

last; 
Wherwith  we  past  the  winter  night  away. 
And  with  this  thought,  the  hloud  forsakes  the  face. 
The  teares  berayne  my  chekes  of  deadly  hewe^ 
The  whyche  as  sone  as  sobbing  sighes,  alas, 
Upsnppcd  have,  thus  I  my  plaint  renewe: 
O  place  of  bliKse !  reuuer  of  my  woes, 
Giue  me  accompt,  where  is  my  noble  fere; 
Whom  in  thy  walles  tboa  dost  ech  night  enclose ; 
To  other  leefe,  but  unto  me  most  dere: 
Eccho  alas,  that  doth  my  sorow  rewc, 
Returns  thertO  a  hoHowe  sounde  of  playnte. 
Thus  I  alone,  where  all  my  fredome  grewe. 
In  prison  pine  with  bondage  and  restrainte, 
And  with  remembrance  of  the  greater  grccfe. 
To  banish  the  lesse,  1  find  my  chief  releefe. 


THE  LOUER  COMFORTETH  HIMSELF 
WITH  THE  WORTHINESSE  OF  HIS 
LOVE, 

When  racing  loue  with  extreme  paine, 
Mv>!it  cruelly  distrains  my  hart; 
When  that  my  teares,  as  flondes  of  raine, 
Beare  witnes  of  my  wofull  smart: 
When  sighes  haue  wasted  so  my  breath. 
That  I  lye  at  the  poynt  of  death : 

I  call  to  minde  the  nauye  gnreat. 
That  the  Orekes  brought  to  Troy  towne. 
And  how  the  boysteous  windes  did  heate 
Tlidr  ships,  and  rent  their  sailes  adowae, 
THI  Agamemnons  daughters  bloode, 
Appea«da  the  Goddes  that  them  withstode : 

And  bow  that  in  those  ten  yeres  warr^ 
Full  many  a  bloudy  dede  was  done ; 
And  many  a  lord  that  came  full  farre. 
There  caughte  his  bane  (alas)  to  sone: 
And  many  a  good  knight  ouerronne. 
Before  the  Orekes  bad  Helene  wonne. 

Then  thinke  I  thus:  sithe  suche  repay rt, 
So  longe  time  warre  of  valiant  men, 
Was  all  to  winne  a  Lady  fay  re; 
Shall  I  not  learne  to  suffre  then, 
AnJ  think  my  life  well  spent  to  he, 
Seruing  a  worthier  wight  than  she  ? 

Therfore  I  neoer  will  repent, 
Bot  paines  contented  stil  endure; 
For  like  as  when,  rough  winter  spent,^ 
The  pleasant  spring  straight  draweth  in  rre; 
So  alter  raging  stormes  of  care, 
JoyfoU  at  length  may  be  my  fare. 


COMPLAIirr  OF  THE  ABSENCE  OF  HER 
\  t    LOUER  BEING  UPON  THE  SEA. 

0  HAPPY  dames,  that  may  embrace 
The  fhite  of  your  delight; 

Help  to  bewaile  the  wofuU  case. 

And  eke  the  heavy  plight. 

Of  me,  that  wonted  to  reioyce, 

The  fortune  of  my  pleasant  choice: 

Good  Ladies,  help  to  fil  my  mourning  voyee* 

In  ship,  freight  withe  rememberance 
Of  thongbts  and  pleasures  past. 
He  sailes,  that  hath  in  governance, 
My  life,  while  it  will  last 
With  scalding  sighes,  for  lacke  of  gale, 
Furdering  hys  hope  that  is  his  saile, 
Toward  me,  the  swete  port  of  hys  auaile, 

Alas !  how  oft  in  dremes  I  se 
Those  eyes  that  were  my  food, 
Whych  somtime  so  delighted  me 
That  yet  they  do  me  good: 
Wherwith  I  wake  with  his  retume. 
Whose  absent  flame  did  make  me  bume ; 
But  when  I  finde  the  lack.  Lord !  how  I  moume! 

When  other  louers  in  armes  acrosse, 
Reioice  their  chiefe  delight; 
Drowned  in  teares  to  moame  my  losse 

1  stand  the  bytter  nyght 

In  my  window,  where  I  may  see. 
Before  the  windes  how  the  cloudes  flee 
Lo!  what  mariner  loue  hath  made  of  mee* 

And  in  grene  wanes  when  the  salt  flood 
Doth  rise  by  rage  of  winde, 
A  thousand  fansies  in  tliat  mood, 
Assayle  my  restlesse  minde: 
Alas!  now  drencheth  my  swete  so, 
That  with  the  spoyle  of  my  hart  did  go. 
And  left  me :  but,  alas!  why  did  he  so? 

And  when  the  seas  waxe  calme  againe^ 
To  cliace  fro  me  annoye. 
My  doutful  hope  doth  cause  me  plaine : 
So  drede  cuts  oflT  my  ioye. 
Thus  in  my  wealth  mingled  with  wo. 
And  of  ech  thought  a  dout  doth  grow. 
Now  he  comes!  will  he  come?  alas,  no. 


O 

COMPLAINT  OF  A  DYING  LOUER  RE^ 
FUSED  UPON  HIS  LADIES  INIUST  MIS- 
TAKING OF  HIS  WRITING. 

In  winters  iust  retume,  when  Boreas  gan  his 

raigne,  [them  plaine: 

And  euery  tree  unclothed  fast,  as  nature  taught 

In  misty  morning  darke,  as  shepe  are  then  in 

holde,  [unfolde. 

I  hyed  me  fast,  it  sat  me  on,  my  shepe  for  to 

And  as  it  is  a  thing  that  louers  haue  by  fittes. 

Under  a  palme  I  heard  one  crie,  as  be  had  lost 

his  wittet.  [playnt, 

Whose  voice  did  ring  so  shrill  in  utterynge  of  his 

That  I  amazed  was  to  heare,  how  loue  coulde^ 

hym  attaint,  [ridde  this  wo.; 

Ah!  wretched  man,  quod  he;  come  death  and 

A  just  re?rard,  a  happy  end,  if  it  may  chance 

thee  so^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


_     J 


330 


iTiy  pleasures  past  baue  wrought  thy  woe  without 
redresse ;  fbeh  the  lesse. 

If  thou  hadst  never  fek  no  ioy,  thy  smart  had 
And  retchlesse  of  hya  life,  he  gan  both  syghe  and 
grone, 
A  ruftill  thing,  methought,  it  was,  to  heare  hini 
make  such  mone. 
Thou  cursed  pen,  sayd  he,  wo  worth  thebirde  thee 
bare; 
The  man,  the  knife,  and  al  that  made  thee,  wo 
be  to  their  share: 
Wo  worth  the  time,  and  place,  where  I  could  so 
endite!  [can  write! 

And  wo  be  it  yet  once  againe,  the  pen  that  so 
Unhappy  hand  !  it  had  been  happy  time  for  me. 
If,  when  to  write  thpu  leained  first,  vnjoynted 
hadst  thou  be. 
Thus  cursed  he  himself,  and  enery  other  wight, 
Saue  her  alone  whom  Loue  him'  bound  to  t^erue 
both  day  and  night.  ffo,^i<j, 

Which  when  1  heard,  and  saw,   how  he  himself 
Agamst  the  ground  with  bloudy  strokes,   him- 
self euen  there  to  rid ;  ftho  • 
Had  ben  my  heart  of  f^int,  it  must  haue  melted 
For  jn  my  life  1  neuer  saw  a  man  so  full  of  wo. 
With  tcares  for  his  redrwse,  t  rashly  to  him  ran ; 
And  m  my  armes  1  caught  him  fast,  and  thus  1 
spake  him  than :                                   [case 
What  wofiill  wight  art  thou,  that  in  such  heauv 
Tormentes  thy  selfe  with  such  despite,  hrre  in 
this  desert  place  ?                                rdred, 
Wlierewith,  as  all   agast,  ful6Id  with    ire,  and 
He  qast  on  me  a  staring  loke,  with  colour  pale 
andded;                                              [plight. 
Nay;  what  art  thou,  quod  he,  that  in  this  heauy 
Doest  find  me  hei-e,  most-  wofull  wretch,  that 
lyfe  hath  in  dcspight? 
1  am  (quod  I)  but  poore  and  simple  in  degre; 
A  shepardes  charge  1  haue  in   hand,  vnworthy 

Wyth  that  he  gave  a  sighe  as  though  the  skie 
And  Jowd  alas  he  sbriked  oft,  and  Shepard,  ran 
he  call ; 
Come  hie  thee  fast  at  ones,  and  print  it  in  thy  hart- 
So  thou  shall  know,  and  I  shall  tell  the,  giltlesse 
how  I  smart.  [faint 

His  back  against  the  tree,  sore  febled  all  witli 
With   weary  sprite'  he  stretcht  hym  up,  and 
thus  he  told  his  plaint:  [loue 

Oi^s  in  my  hart  (quod  he)  it  chaunced  me  to 
Such  one,  in  whom  hath  nature  wrought,  her 
conning  for  to  proue ; 
And  sore  I  cannot  say,  but  many  yeres  were  spent. 
With  such  good  will  so  recompenst,  as  both  we 
were  content 
Whereto  then  I  me  bound,  and  she  likewise  also, 
The  Sonne  should  ninne  his  course  awry,  ere 
we  t:his  faith  forego.  [blissc? 

Who  toyed  then  but  I?  who  had  this  worldes 
Who  mighte  compare  a  life  to  myne,  that  ncuer 
thought  on  this  ? 
But  dwelling  in  this  truth,  amid  mv  greatest  joy. 
Is  me  befallen  a  greater  losse,  then  Priam  had 
of  Troy; 
She  is  reoerscd  dene,  and  beareth  me  in  hand. 
That  my  deserts  haue  geuen  cause  to  broke  this 
faithfull  band  ; 
And  for  my  just  excuse  auaileth  no  defence: 
Now   knowest  thou  all;   i  ran  no  more-  but 
thepheard  hie  thee  hence,  ' 


SURREY'S  POEMS. 


And  geue  him  leaoe  to  dye,  that  may  no  looser 
liue. 
Whose  record  lo  T  claime  to  haue,  my  death  I 
do  forgeue ;  [plaioe  ; 

And  eke  when  1  am  gone,  be  bold  to  spieake  it 
Thou  hast  seen  dye  Uie  truest  man,  that  ever 
loue  dyd  paine.  [for  breath ; 

Wherwith  he  turnde  him  rounde,  and  gasping  oft 
Into  his  armes  a  tree  he  raught,  and  said,  wel- 
come my  death : 
Welcome  a  thousand  folde,  now  dearer  unto  me. 
Than  should  without  her  loue  to  line  an  empe- 
rour  to  be. 
Thus  in  this  wofuU  state,  he  yelded  up  the  glwst; 
And  little  knoweth  his  lady,  what  a  iouer  she 
hath  lost. 
Whose  death  when  1  beheld,  no  marrel  was  it,  right 
For  pi  tie  thougli  my  heart  did  biede,  to  ae  so 
piteous  sight.  [sore; 

My  blood  from  heat  to  cold  oft  changed  wonders 
A  thousand  troubles  tliere  I  found  I  neuer  knew 
before :  [brought  in  feare, 

Twene    drede  and   dolour,  so  my  sprites  were 
I'hat  long  it  was  ere  1  could  call  to  minde,  what 
I  did  there.  [of  myne; 

But  as  ech  thing  hath  end,  so  had  these  payns 
The  furies  past,  and  I  my  wiu  restord  by  length 
of  time : 
Then  as  I  could  deuyse,  to  seke  I  thought  it  best. 
Where  I  might  finde  some  worthy  place  for  such 
a  corse  to  rest :  [away 

And  in  my  minde  it  came,  from  thence  not  iarre 
Wliere  Crescids  love,  king  Priams   sonne  the 
worthy  Troilus  lay: 
By  him  1  made  his  tombe,  in  token  he  was  true. 
And  as  to  him  belongeth  well,  1  conered  it  with 
blew; 
Whose  soule  by  angels  power,  departed  not  so  sone. 
But  to  the  heaucui,  ]o,  it  fled,  for  to  receiue  his 
dome. 


't 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  ABSENCE  OF  HEU 
LOUER  BEING  UPON  THE  SEA. 

Good  ladies,  ye  that  haue  your  pleasures  in  exile. 
Step  in  your  fotc,  come  take  a  place,  and  moorne 
with  me  a  while: 
And  such  as  by  their  lordes  do  set  hut  little  price. 
Let  them  sit  still,  it  ski  lies  them  not  whatchance 
Qome  on  the  dice; 
But  ye  whom  loue  hath  bound  by  order  of  desire. 
To  loue  your  lordes,  whose  good  desertes  none 
other  wold  require : 
Come  ye  yet  onesajjaine,  and  setyourfoteby  mine. 
Whose  wofull  plight,  and  sorowes  great,  no  toor 
may  well  define.  [wdth 

My  lone  and  lord,  alas !  in  whom  consistes  my 
Hath  fortune  sent  to  pasi«  the  seas  in  bazaide 
ofhishelth:  [minde. 

Whom  I  ivas  wont  t'embrace  with  well  contented 
Is  now  amid  the  foming  floods  at  pleasure  of  the 
winde:  [me  sendi^ 

Where  God  wjll  him  preseme,  and  sone  him  home 
Without  which  hope  my  life  (abs)  u-ere  shortly 

T«ru       '"^S""  '^"*^*^"  [™<^  plaine. 

Whose  abseVii  e  yet  although  my  hope  doth  tell 
With  short  return e  he  comes  anone,  yet  cease th 
not  my  payne : 
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The  feuAm  dretmei  I  haiie,  oft  times  do  greue 
me  80,. 
That  wheo  i  wake,  I  lye  in  dout,  where  they  be 
true  or  no:  [so  bye, 

Sometimes  the  roaring  seas,  me  semes,  do  grow 
That  my  dere  lord,  ay  me,  alas!  methinkes  1 
sec  him  dye. 
And  other  time  the  same  doth  tel  me,  he  is  come. 
And  playing,  where  I  shall  him  lind  with  his 
fitire  litle  sonne. 
So,  forth  I  goe  apace  to  see  that  leefesome  sight. 
And  with  a  kisse,  methinke,  1  say,  welcome  my 
lord,  my  knight ; 
Welcome  my  swete,  alas,  the  stay  of  my  welfare, 
Thy  presence  bringeth  forth  a  trace  atwiict  roe, 
and  my  care: 
Then  Imely  doth  he  loke,  and  salueth  me  againe, 
And  aaythv  ny  dere,  how  is  it  now,  that  you 
bane  all  this  payoe  ?  .  [brest, 

Wherewith  the  heavy  cares  that  heapt  are  in  my 
Bveake  forth,  and  me  dischaigen  dene  of  all  my 
huge  unrest. 
But  when  1  me  awake,  and  find  it  but  a  dreme 
The  anguish  of  my  fonntr  wo  beginueth  more 
extreme. 
And  me  tormenteth  so,  that  unneath  may  1  find. 
Some  hidden  place,  wherein  to  slake  tlie  gnawing 
of  my  mind. 
Tbos  euery  way  you  se,  with  absence  how  I  burn, 
And  for  my  wound,  no  cure  I  find,  but  hope  of 
pood  return;  [the  more, 

Sane  when  I  thinke,  by  sowre,  how  swctc  is  felt 
It  doth  abate  some  of  my  paines,  that  1  abode 
before : 
And  then  unto  my  self  I  say,  when  we  shall  mete, 
But  litle  while  shall  seme  thiii  palne,  the  joy 
^hall  be  so  swetc. 
Ye  windes  I  you  conjure  in  cheifest  of  your  rage. 
That  ye  my  lord  me  safely  send,  my  sorowes  to 
asswage. 
And  that  I  nmy  not  long  abide  in  this  excesse, 
Do  your  zood  wil,  to  cure  a  wight,  that  livetb  in 
distresse. 


f  ' 

A  PRAISE  OP  HIS  LODE,  WIJERTN  HE 
REPROUETH  THEM  THAT  COMPARE 
THEIR  LADIES  WITH  HIS. 

GcvB  place,  ye  loners,  here  before. 
That  spent  yuur  bostes  and  bragges  in  vain. 
My  ladies  beawty  passeth  more. 
The  best  of  yours,  I  dare  well  sayen* 
Then  duth  tiie  suone  the  candle  light; 
Or  brightest  day  the  darkest  night. 

And  therto  hath  a  troth  as  just. 
As  had  Penelope  the  faire. 
For  what  she  saytb,  ye  may  it  trust. 
As  by  it  writing  sealed  were : 
And  Tirtues  hath  she  many  moe, 
Than  1  with  pen  have  skill  to  showe. 

1  eoold  rehene  if  that  I  would. 
The  whole  effect  of  Natures  plaint. 
When  she  had  tost  the  perfite  mould. 
The  like  to  whome  rhe  could  not  paint : 
With  wrin^yng  hands,  how  she  did  cry. 
And  what  she  said,  1  knew  it,  I. 


I  knowe  she  swore  with  raging  minde 
Her  kingdome  onely  set  apart ; 
There  was  no  losse,  by  lawe  of  kinde, 
That  oould  haue  gone  so  nere  her  hart; 
And  this  was  chefely  all  her  peine. 
She  could  not  make  the  like  againe. 

Sith  Nature  thus  gaue  her  the  praise. 
To  be  the  chefest  worke  she  wrought ; 
In  faith  me  thinke  some  better  vayes. 
On  your  behalfe  might  well  be  sought. 
Then  to  compare  (as  you  haue  done) 
To  matche  the  candle  withe  the  sunue. 


2^^ 
7D    THE    LADIE   THAT  SCORNED 
LOUER. 

Although  I  had  a  check  ^j 
To  geue  the  mate  is  hard ; 
For  I  haue  found  a  neck. 
To  kepe  my  men  in  gard. 

And  you  that  hardy  are. 
To  geue  so  great  assay 
Unto  a  man  of  warre, 
To  drive  his  men  away: 

I  rede  you  take  good  hede. 
And  marke  this  foolish  Terse; 
For  I  will  so  provide, 
Tliat  I  will  have  your  ferse. 

And  when  your  ferse  is  had. 
And  all  your  whrre  is  done* 
Then  shall  your  self  be  glad, 
I'o  end  that  you  begone. 

For  if  by  chance  1  wiane. 
Your  person  in  the  feld, 
To  late  then  come  you  in 
Your  selfe  to  me  to  yeld. 

For  I  will  use  my  power« 
As  captaine  full  of  might; 
And  such  I  will  deuour. 
As  vse  to  shew  me  spiglit. 

And  for  because  you  gaue 
Me  checke  in  your  degre ; 
This  vantage  lo  1  haue, 
Now  checke  and  garde  to  the : 

Defend  it,  if  thou  may. 
Stand  stiffe  in  thine  estate. 
For  sure  I  will  assay, 
If  I  can  giue  the  mate. 


HER 


A  WARNING  TO  THE  LOITER,  HOW  HE  IS 
ABUSED  BY  HIS  LOUE. 

To  dcrely  had  I  bonghte  my  grene  and  youthfull 

yeres,  [loveappcres: 

If  in  mine  age  I  coulde  not  finde,  when  craft  for 

And  seldome  though  I  come  iu  court  among  the 

rest,  [the  besf. 

Yet  can  I  iudge  in  colours  dim,  as  depe  as  cau 

>  Alluding  to  chess.     C. 
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Where  grefe.tormeiites  the  man  that  suffirath  se- 
cret smart,  [the  hart: 
To  breke  it  forth  onto  some  frend,  iteaseth  well 
So  standes  it  now  with  me  lor  my  beloved  friode 
This  case  is  thine  for  whom  I  fele  such  tonneots 
ofmy  miade; 
And  for  thy  sake  I  bame  so  in  my  secret  brest, 
That  till  thou  know  my  hole  disease,  my  hart 
can  haue  no  rest. 
I  see  how  thine  abuse  hath  wrested  so  thy  wittes. 
That  all  it  yeldes  to  thy  desire,  and  folowes  thee 
by  fittes.                                     [thy  power. 
Where  thou  hast  loued  so  long,  with  hart  and  all 
1  se  thee  fed  with  fained  wordes,  thy  fredom  to 
devour;                                        [withstand, 
I  know,  (though  she  say  nay),  aod  would  it  well 
When  in  her  grace,  thou  held  thee  most,  she 
bare  the  but  in  hand ; 
I  see  her  pleasant  chere  in  chiefest  of  thy  suite, 
When  thou  art  gone,  I  se  him  come,  that  gathers 
upthefruite; 
And  eke  in  thy  respect,  I  se  the  base  degre. 
Of  him,  to  whome  she  gaue  the  hart,  that  pro- 
mised was  to  the.  [sure, 
I  se  (what  woulde  3^u  more)  stode  never  man  so 
On  womans  word  but  wisedome  would  mistrust 
it  to  endure. 


THE  FORSAKEN  LOUER  DESCRIBETH, 
^V    AND  FORSAKETH  LOUE. 

O  L0TH80ME  place,  where  I 
Have  sene  and  hard  my  dere ; 
When  in  my  hart  her  eye. 
Hath  made  her  thought  appere. 
By  glimsing  with  such  grace. 
As  fortune  it  ne  would 
That  lastcn  any  space. 
Between  us  lenger  should. 

As  fortune  did  auance. 
To  further  my  desire. 
Even  so  bath  fortunes  ebaunce, 
Throwen  al  amiddes  the  mire  ; 
And  that  I  have  deserued, 
With  true  and  faithiiill  hart; 
Is  to  his  handes  resnrued* 
That  neuer  felt  the  smart. 

But  happy  is  that  man. 
That  scaped  hath  the  griefe, 
TImt  Loue  wel  teache  him  can. 
By  wanting  his  reliefe. 
A  scourge  to  quiet  mi  odes. 
It  is,  who  taketh  hede ; 
A  common  plage  thatbindes, 
A  trauell  without  mede. 

This  gift  it  hath  also, 
Who  so  enjoies  it  most, 
A  thousand  troubles  grow. 
To  vex  his  weried  ghost. 
And  last  it  may  not  long. 
The  truest  thinge  of  all ; 
And  sure  the  greatest  wrofig*. 
That  is  within  this  thraU. 


Bat  sins  thou  desert  plftoe» 
Canst  geve  me  no  accompt^ 
Ofmy  desired  grace. 
That  I  to  hane  was  wont: 
Farewell !  thou  hast  me  tougfaC 
To  thinke  me  not  the  farst 
That  loue  hath  set  aloft. 
And  casten  in  the  dust. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBES  HIS  RESTLESSE 
^^     STATE. 

As  oft  as  I  behold  and  see 
The  soueraigne  beaotie  that  me  boond. 
The  nier  my  comfort  is  to  me, 
Alas !  the  fresher  is  my  wound. 

As  flame  doth  quench  by  rage  of  fire. 
And  running  stremes  consume  by  raine; 
So  doth  the  sight,  that  I  desire. 
Appease  my  grief  and  deadly  painc. 

First  when  I  saw  those  christalstreames. 
Whose  beauty  made  my  mortall  wounde, 
I  little  thought  within  her  beames. 
So  swete  a  venom  to  haue  fonnd. 

But  wilftdl  will  did  pricke  me  forth, 
And  blinde  Cupide  did  whippe  and  guide; 
Force  made  me  take  my  griefe  in  worth  : 
My  frutelesse  hope  my  harme  did  hide. 

As  cruel  waves  full  oft  be  found. 
Against  the  rockesto  rore  and  cry; 
So  doth  my  hart  ftdl  oft  rebound, 
Agaynst  my  brest  full  bitterly. 

I  fall  and  se  mine  own  decays 
As  one,  that  beares  flame  in  his  brest ; 
Forgets  in  paine  to  put  away. 
The  thinge  that  bredith  mine  unrest. 


THE  LOUER  EXCUSETH  HIMSELF  OP 
-\  fy    SUSPECTED  CHANGE. 

Though  I  regarded  not 
The  promise  made  by  me, 
Or  passed  not  to  spot 
My  faith  and  honeste  : 
Yet  were  my  lansy  stjraage. 
And  wilfnl  wyll  to  wite; 
If  I  sought  now  to  change 
A  falkon  for  a  kite. 

All  men  might  well  disprays* 
My  wit  and  enterprise^ 
Yf  I  estemde  a  pcse 
Above  a  perle  in  price  t 
Or  iudged  the  awle  in  sightr 
The  sparehauke  to  excel! ; 
Which  flyeth  but  in  the  night 
As  all  men  know  right  weU. 
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Or  if  I  soiigbte  to  saile. 
Into  the  brittle  port; 
Where  anker-hold  doth  faile^ 
To.  such  as  do  rtaort; 
And  leaTe  the  hauen  sure. 
Where  Uowes  no  blustering  winds ; 
Nor  fickelnesse  in  ure 
So  foHbrthas  I  finde. 

No,  thinke  me  not  so  light, 
Kor  of  so  churlish  kinde* 
Tboagb  it  lay  in  my  might, 
My  bondage  to  unbinde; 
Thit  I  woulde  leue  thehinde 
To  bant  the  ganders  so: 
No,  no,  I  have  no  minde 
To  naake  exchanges  so : 

Nor  yet  to  change  at  all. 
For  thinke  it  may  not  be,   . 
That  I  should  seke  tofall 
From  my  felicitie. 
]>esifOU8  for  to  win. 
And  loth  for  to  Ibvgo, 
Or  new  change  to  begin. 
How  may  all  this  be  so  ? 

The  fire  it  cannot  f rese» 
For  it  is  not  his  kindc ; 
Nor  tiue  k>ue  cannot  lese 
The  coBMtance  of  the  minde: 
Yet  as  aone  shall  the  fire. 
Want  bente  to  blase  and  bnme^ 
As  I  in  such  desire 
Hane  ooee  si  thought  to  tnirnt. 


L> 


A  CARELESSE  MAN,  SGORNIHG  AND  DE- 
8CRIBING  THE  80TTLE  VSAGE  OF 
WOMEN  TOfVARDE  THEIR  lOUERS. 

YIvLhrt  m  me  carelesse  doke.as  I  walk  to  and 
fro,  [in  his  bow  ; 

I  se,  how  lone  can  shew  what  force  tber  reignetb 
And  how  he  shoteth  eke  a  hardy  hart  to  wound ; 
And  where  he  glanceth  by  againe,  that  litle  hurt 
is  found. 
For  seldome  is  it  sene,  he  wouudeth  hartes  alike; 
The  tone  may  rage,  when  tothers  loue  is  often 
forre  to  seke:  [mee, 

All  this  I  see,  with  more ;  and  wondv  tbiuketh 
How  he  can  strike  the  one  so  sore,  and  leaue  the 
other  free;  [wrong, 

I  see,  that  wounded  wight,  Ihat  sufTieth  alt  this 
How  he  is  fed  with  yeas,  and  nays,  and  liueth  all 
to  long. 
In  silence  though  I  kepe  such  secretes  to  my  self; 
Yet  do  I  see,  how  she  somtime  doth  yeld  a  looke 
bystelth;  [«o, 

As  though  it  semde,  ywis,  I  will  not  lose  tbee 
When  in  her  hart  so  sweto  a  thought  did  never 
truly  grow;  [Wisse 

Then  say  I  thus;  alas,  that  man  is  farre  from 
That  doth  receine  for  his  relief,  none  other  gaine 
but  this ; 
And  she  that  fedeshim  so,  Ifole,  and  find  it  phiin. 
Is  bnt  to  glory  in  her  power,  that  oner  such  can 
nign  :  [that  he. 

Nor  are  such  graces  spent,  but  when  she  tbinkes 
Ah  weried  man !  is  folly  bent  such  foncies  to  let  fie, 
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Then  to  retain  him  still,  she  wrasteth  new  her 

grace,  [the  man  embrace: 

And   smileth  lo,  as  though  she  would  forthwith 

But  when  the  proofe  is  made»  to  try  suchlookes 

witbaU,  [foil  of  gall: 

He  findeth  then  the  place  all  voide  and  freighted 

Loid  what  abuse  is  this !  who  can  such  women 

praise  ?  [ways : 

That  for  their  glory  do  deuise  to  vse  such  craftie 

I,  that  amonge'the  restdo  sit,  and  marke  the  row. 

Find,  that  in  her  is  greater  craft,  then  is  in  twenty 

mo,  [sp^a 

Whose  tender  years,  alas !  with  wiles  so  wel  are 

What  wil  she  do,  when  hory  heares  are  powdred 

in  her  bed? 


AN  ANSWERE  IN  THE  BEHALFE  OF  A 
WOMAN  OF  AN  UNCERTAIN  AUCTHOR. 

Girt  in  my  giltles  gowne,  as  I  sit  here  and  sow 
I  see  that  thinges  are  not  in  dede  as  to  the  out- 
ward show.  [what  nere. 
And  who-so  list  to  loke,  and  note  thinges  $ome- 
Shal  find  where  plainesse  semes  to  haunt,  nothing 
but  craft  appear :  [ceme. 
For  with  indifferent  eye^  my  self  can  well  dis« 
How  some  to  guide  a  ship  in  stormes  seke  .for  to 
take  the  steme ;                               [barge. 
Whose  practise  if  were  proved  in  calme  to  stere  a 
Assuredly  beleue  it  well,  it  were  to  great  a  charge: 
And  some  I  se  again  sit  still  and  say  but  small. 
That  coulde  do  ten  times  more  then  they  that  say 
they  can  do  all ;                       [understand* 
Whose  goodly  giftes  are  such,  the  mo^they 
The  more  they  seke  to  leame  and  know,  and  take 
lesse  charge  in  hand.  [fost^ 
And  to  declare  more  plain,  the  time  fleetes  not  so 
But  1  can  beare  foil  well  in  mind  the  song  now 
sung  and  past ;                                   [cloke. 
The  auctor  whereof  came,  wrapt  in  a  crafty 
With  will  to  force  a  flaming  fire,  where  he  could 
raise  no  smoke ;                                [plaine. 
If  power  and  will  had  joined,  as  it  appereth 
Then  truth  nor  right  had  tane  no  place  their  ver* 
tues  had  been  vaine; 
So  that  you  may  perceive,  and  I  may  safely  se 
The  innocent  that  giltlesse  is,condempned  should 
haue  be. 


THE  CONSTANT  LOVER  LAMENTETH. 

Sims  fortunes  wrath  enuieth  the  welth 
Wherin  1  raigned  by  the  sight 
Of  that,  that  fed  mine  eyes  by  stelth. 
With  sowre  swete,  dread  and  delight : 
Let  not  my  griefe  moue  you  to  mone. 
For  I  will  wepe  and  waile  atone. 

Spite  drane  me  into  Boreas  raigne, 
Where  hory  frostes  the  frutes  do  bite,^ 
When  liillcs  were  spred,  and  euery  plaine. 
With  stormy  winters  mantle  white ; 
And  yet,  my  dere,  such  was  my  heate, 
When  others  frcze,  then  did  1  sweate. 
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And  MOW,  though  o»i  the  siinne  I  drive, 
Whose  fervent  flame  nil  thinges  decaies, 
Mis  beames  in  brightnesse  may  not  striue. 
With  light  of  your  swete  golden  rayes ; 
Nor  from  my  biest  this  heate  remooe. 
The  froseo  tboughtes  grauen  by  loue. 

Ne  may  the  wanes  of  the  salt  floodc  ' 
fiuenche  that  your  beautie  set  on  fire, 
For  though  mine  eyes  forbearc  the  foode. 
That  did  relieue  tlie  hot  desire; 
Such  as  I  was,  such  wyll  I  be, 
Your  oiwnej  what  woiilde  ye  more  of  me  ? 


Jl 


A  SONG  WRITTEN  BY  TffE  EARLE  OF 
SITRREYOP  A  LADIE  THAT  REFUSED 
TO  VAUSCE  WITH  HIM. 


EcHE  beast  can  chose  his  fere  according  to  bis 

Diinde,  [beastly  kinde ; 

And  eke  can  shew  a  friendly  chere  lyke  to  tUeir 

A  lion  saw  1  late  as  whyte  as  any  snow. 
Which  «emed  well  to  leade  the  race,  his  port  the 
same  did  showe. 
Upon  the  gentle  beast  to  gaze  it  pleased  me. 
For  still,  me  thoughte,  he  semed  well  of  noble 
blood  to  be.  [make. 

And  as  he  praunced  before,  still  seking  for  a 
As  who  would  say,  there  is  none  here,  I  trowe  will 
me  forsake;  [bone, 

I  might  perceaue  a  wolfe  as  white  as  whales 
A  fairer  beaste,  of  fresher  hiie,  beheld  I  neuer  none, 
•  Save  that  her  lokes  were  coy,  and  fro  ward  eke 
her  grace,  [van nee  apace. 

Unto  the  whiche  this  gentle  beast  gan  him  ad- 
And  with  a  becke  full  low  he  bowed  at  her  feete, 
In  humble  wise,  as  who  woulde  say,  I  am  to  farre 
unmeete.  [warded 

Botsnch  a  scomefuH  chere  wherwith  she  him  re- 
Was  neuer  sene  1  trow  the  like  to  such  as  well 
,„.  deserued.  [twaine. 

With  that  she  start  aside  well  nerc  a  foote  or 
And  vnto  him  thus  gan  she  say  with  spite  and 
great  disdaine,  [before. 

Lion,  she  saide,  if  thou  hadst  knoweo  my  mind 
Thou  hadst  not  spent  thy  travaiie  thus,  nor  all  thy 
paine  forlore;  [with  mee, 

Do  way,  I  lete  thee  wete,  thou  shalt  not  play 
Go  range  about  where  thou  maist  finde  some  meter 
fere  for  thee.  [flame. 

With  that  he  bet  his  taile,  his  eyes  began  to 
I  might  perceiue  his  noble  hart,  much  moued  by 
the  sa,me ;  [swage 

Yet  saw  I  him  refraine,  and  eke  his  wrath  asl 
And  vnto  her  thus  gan  he  say,  when  he  was  past 
bis  rage. 
Cruel,  you  do  me  wrong  to  set  me  thus  so  light. 
Without  desert  for  qiy  good  will,  to  shew  me  such 
despyght. 
How  can  ye  thus  entreat  a  lion  of  the  race. 
That  with  his  pawes,  a  crowned  kinge  devoured  in 
the  place: 
Whose  nature  is  to  prey  vpon  no  simple  food, 
A»  long  as  he  may  suck  the  flesh,  aud  drink  of 
noble  i^lood. 


If  you  befiiyre  and  fneab,  am  I  notof  yonrbne? 
And  for  my  vaunt,  1  dare  well  say,  my  blood  is 
not  untrue. 
For  you  yoor  self  haue  heard,  it  is  not  long 
agoe, 
Sitb  that  for  loue,  one  of  the  race  4id  end  his  life 
in  woe. 
In  tower  strong,  ani  hie,  for  his  assured  tmtb ; 
'Whereas  in   tears  be  spent  his  breath,  alas  the 
more  the  roth  >  [remoue. 

This  gentle  beast  to  dyed,  whom  nothing  could 
But  willingly  to  leese  his  life  for  loss  of  his  true 
•   love.  Cp«ine« 

Other  there  be,  whose  lines  do  linger  still  ia 
Against  their  wyllesr  preserued  are,  that  woaUe 
bane  dyed  &ine.  [y^^* 

But  now  I  do  perceaue,  that  nought  it  moueth 
My  good  intent,  my  gentle  hart,  nor  yet  my  kinde 
so  true:  [tiade. 

But  that  your  will  is  such  to  luie  me  to  tk» 
And  other  some  foil  many  yeres  tcaoe  by  tiie  craft 
ye  made.  [^^rre^ 

And  thus  behold  onr  kindes  how  that  we  difier 
I  seke  my  foes,  and^yon  yoor  fiendes  do  threten 
stil  ifith  warre.  [joa, 

I  fiiwne  where  I  am  fled,  you  slay  that  sekoi  to 
I  can  deuour  no  yielding  prey,  you  kill  where  you 
subdue. 
My  kinde  is  to  desire  tbe  honour  of  the  iieki; 
And  you  with  blood  do  slake  your  tbirste  on  such 
as  to  you  ye  Id : 
Wherefore  I  woulde  you  wist,  that  for  yonr 
co3'ed  lokes, 
I  am  no  man  that  will  be  tiapt,  nor  tangled  with 
such  hokes. 
And  though  some  lust  to  loue  where  blame  foil 
well  they  might. 
And  to  such  heastes  of  current  sert  that  would 
have  travail  bright ; 
1  will  obseiTe  tbe  lave,  that  nature  gaue  to  ne. 
To  conquer  such  as  will  resist,  and  let  the  rest  go 
free? 
And  as  a  foulcon  free,  that  soreth  in  the  ayre. 
Which  neuer  fed  on  hand  nor  lure,  nor  for  no  stale 
doth  care. 
While  that  I  line  and  breathe  such  sbAU  my 
custome  be. 
In  wildness  of  the  woods,  to  seke  my  pray  where 
pleaseth  mc:  [o«fence, 

^  Where  many  one  shall  rue,  that  neuer  made 
Thus  your  refuse  against   my  power  shal  bote 
them  no  defonee.  [fo^ 

And  for  reoenge  therof  I  tow  and  swear  there- 
A  thousand  spoiles  I  shall  commit^  I  neuer  thought 
to  do. 
And  if  to  light  on  you  my  luck  so  good  shall  be» 
I  shall  be  glad  to  fede  on  that,  that  would  haua 
fed  on  me.  [bow. 

And  thus  farewell  unkind,  to  whom  I  bent  and 
I  would  you  wist  the  ship  is  safe,  that  bare  his 
sailes  so  low. 
Sith  that  a  Lions  hart  is  for  a  wolfe  no  pray. 
With  bloody  mouth  go  slake  your  thirst  on  sim. 
pleshepe  I  say,  [piwe. 

With  more  despite  and  ire,  than  I  can  now  ex- 
Which  to  my  paine  though  I  refirain,  the  cause 
you  may  wel  gesee. 
As  for  because  my  self  was  ancthorof  the  game^ 
It  bootes  me  not  that  for  my  wrath,  I  sho^  tf  i^ 
turbe  ther — 
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TW£  FAXnmJLL  LOUEn  VECLARETH 
HIS  PAINES  AND  HIS  UNCERTEIN 
lOYES,  AND  WITH  ONLY  HOPE  RE- 
COMFORTETH  SOMWHAT  HIS  WOFULL 
HEART.  2    q 

If  care  do  caase  men  cry,  why  do  not  I  com- 
plaine?  [mypaine? 

Ifecbemaodo  bewaile  bis  wo,  why  shew  I  not 
Since  that  amongst  them  a]i,  I  dare  well  say,  is 
none,  [cause  to  mone. 

So  ferre  from  weale,  so  full  of  wo,  or  hath  more 
For  all  thingcs  haueing  life,  sometime  hath 
quiet  rest,  [beast: 

The  bearing  asse,  tlie  drawyng  oxe,  and  evciy  other 
The  peasant,  and  the  post,  that  serues  at  all  as- 
sayes;  [take  their  ease. 

The  ship  boy,  and  the  galley-slave,  have  time  to 
Save  X,  alasl  whom  care  of  force  doth  so  con- 
ttraine,  [in  paine. 

To  waile  the  day,  and  wake  the  night,  contiotially 
From  pensiveness  to  plaint,  from  plaint  to  bit- 
ter teares,  [my  lyfe  it  weares. 
From  teares,  to  painfull  plaint  againe,  and  thus 
No  thing  under  the  aonne,  that  I  can  heare  or 


But  moveth  me  for  to  bewaile,  my  cruel  destenie 
For  where  men  do  rejoyce  (since  that  1  can  not 
•o)  -  [my  wo. 

I  take  no  pleasure  in  that  place,   it  doubleth  but 
And  when  I  bear  the  sound  of  song  or  instru- 
ment, [me  to  lament; 
Methinke  ecbe  tune  there  dolefull  is,  and  hclpes 
And  if  I  se  some  have  their  most  desired  sight, 
Alas !  thinke  I,  ecbe  man  hath  weale,  save  I,  most 
wofull  wighte. 
Then  as  the  stricken  dere  withdrawes  himself 
alone,                                [make  my  mone. 
So  do  1  seke  some  secrete  place,  where  I  may 
There  do  my  flowing  eyes  shew  forth  my  melt- 
ing hart,                         [declare  my  smart. 
So  that  the  stremes  of  those  two  welled  right  uell 
And  in  those  cares  so  colde  I  force  my  self  a 
beate,                                   [selfe  to  swcate. 
As  «icke  men  in  their  shaking  fittes  procure  them- 
With  thoughtes,  that  for  the  tyme,  do  much  ap- 
pease my  paine  j  [woe  agaiue. 
But  yet  they  cause  a  farther  feare,  ami  brede  my 
Methinke  within  my  thought  1  se  right  plaice 
appere 
My   bartes    delight,   my    sorowes  leche,   myoe 
earthly  goddesse  here; 
With  every  sundry  grace  that  I  have  sene  her 
baae,  [and  grove; 
Thus  I  within  my  wofull  brest  her  picture  paint 
And  m  my  thought  I  rol  her  bewtics  tou  and 
fro,                                       [that  persed  so. 
Her  laughing  chere,  her  lovely  looke,  my  hart 
Her  stiangenes  when  I  sued  her  ser\-ant  fur  to 
be,                                  [that  she  pitied  me. 
And  what  she  said,  and  bow  she  smilde,  when 
Tlien  comes  a  sodaine  fcare  that  riueth  all  my 
rest,  [her  brest. 
LMt  absence  cause  forgetful nesse  to  sinke  within 
For  when  1  thinke  how  farre  this  earth  doth  us 
diuide,                                 [how  that  I  aWde. 
Alas,  me  semes,   lore  throwes  me  downe,  I  fi:le 
But  when  I  thinke  againe,   why  should   I  thus 
mistrust,  [and  just. 
So  sifete  a  wight,  so  lad  and  wisei  that  is  so  true 


For  loth  she  was  to  lone,  and  wauering  is  she 

not;  [their  knot; 

The  farther  off,  the  more  desirde ;  thus  louera  tie 

So  in  dispaire  and  hope  plunged  am  I  both  up 

and  downe,  [list  to  frowne. 

As  is  the  ship  with  wind  and  wave,  when  Neptune 

But  -as  the  watery  showers  delay  the  raging 

winde,  [of  my  minde; 

So  doth   good  hope  clene  put  away  dispaire  out 

And  bids  me  for  to  serve  and  suffer  paciently ; 
For  what  wot  I  the  after-weale  that  fortune  willet 
to  me.  [trouble. 

For  those  that  care  do  know,  and  tasted  have  of 
Wlieu  passed  is  their  wofull  paine,  eche  joy  shall 
seme  them  double:  [better 

And  bitter  sendes  she  now  to  make  me  taste  the . 
The  pleasant  swete,  when  that  it  comes,  to  make 
it  seme  the  sweter. 
And  so  determine  I  to  serve  until  my  breath. 
Yea  rather  dye  a  thousand  times  than  once  to  false 
my  faith.  [smart, 

And  if  my  feble  corps,  through  weight  of  wofull 
I>o  faile  or  faint,  my  will  it  is  that  still  she  kepe 
my  hart,  [fard^. 

And  when  this  carcas  here  to  earth  shall  be  re- 
1  do  bequeth  my  wericd  ghost  to  serve  her  after- 
warde. 


3o 

THE  MEANES  TO  ATTAINE  HAPPY LIF& 

Marti  ALL,  the  thinges  that  doe  attain 
The  happy  life,  be  these  I  finde. 
The  riches  left,  not  got  with  pain; 
The  fruitful!  ground,  the  quiet  minde. 
The  egall  frend ;  no  grudge,  no  strife  i 
No  charge  of  rule,  nor  governaunoe^ 
WiUiout  disease,  the  healthful  life; 
The  houshold  of  continuance  : 
The  meane  dyet,  no  delicate  fare ; 
Trew  wisedome  joynde  with  simplenesse ; 
The  niglit  discharged  of  all  care ; 
Where  wine  the  witte  may  not  oppresse. 
The  faithfull  wife,  without  debate ;     .^ 
Such  slopes  as  may  begile  the  night ; 
Contcnte<l  with  thine  owne  estate, 
Ne  wish  for  death,  ue  feate  his  might. 


PRAISE  OF  MEANE  AND  CONSTANT 
^.         ESTATE  K 

AODRBSSEU  TO  SIR  THOMAS  WYAT. 

Of  thy  life,  Thomas,  this  compasse  wel  mai^ 
Not  aye  with  full  sailes  the  bye  seas  to  beat, 
Ne  by  coward  dred,  in  shonning  stormes  dark. 
On  shalow  shores  thy  keel  in  peril  fret. 
Who  so  gladly  haUcth  the  golden  meane, 
Vgide  of  daungers  advisdly  hath  his  home 
Not  with  lothsome  muck,  as  a  den  uncleanc. 
Nor  palace  like,  wherat  disdaiu  may  glome. 
The  lofty  pine  the  great  winde  often  rives; 
With  violenter  swey  (alne  turrets  stepe; 
Ligbtikings  assaut  the  hie  mountaines  and  dives; 
A  hart  well  suyd.  In  overthwartes  depe 

>  From  Horace.    C 
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Hopeth  amendes ;  in  swete,  doth  feare  the  sowre. 
Ood  that  sendeth,  withdraiveth  winter  sharp, 
Now  ill,  not  aye  thus.     Once  Phebus  to  lowro, 
With  bowe  unbent,  i»hall  cesse,  and  frame  to  harp, 
His  voice.     In  straite  estate  appere  thou  stout 
And  so  wisely,  when  lucky  f^ale  of  winde 
All  thy  puft  sailes  shall  6!l,looke  well  about. 
Take  in  a  rift.     Hast  is  wast,  profe  doth  finde. 


PRAISE  OF  CERTAIN  PSALMES  OF  DAVID, 

•  ^       TRANSLATED  BY  SIR  T.  W.  THE  ELDER. 

•  The  great  Macedon,  that  out  of  Ptersie  chased 
Darius,  of  whose  huge  power  all  Asie  rong, 

In  the  riche  arke  Dan  Homers  rimes  be  placed. 
Who  feigned  gestes  of  heathen  princes  song. 
-What  holy  grave,  what  worthy  sepulture 
To  Wyates  >  psalmes  should  christians  then  pur- 
chase ; 
Where  be  dotb  paint  the  liuely  ftiith  and  pure; 
The  stedfast  hope,  the  swete  returne  to  grace. 
Of  just  David  by  periite  penitence. 
Where  rulers  may  see  in  a  mirrour  clere 
The  bitter  frute  of  false  concupiscence, 
How  Jewry  bought  Urias  death  ful  dcre. 
In  princes  hartes  Godb  Kcoorge  imprinted  depe, 
Ought  them  awake  out  of  their  sinfuU  slepe. 


OF  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  SAME  SIR  T.  W. 

Divers  thy  death  do  diversly  bemone. 
Some  that  in  presence  of  thy  livelyhed 
Lnrked,  whose  brestes  envy  with  hate  had  swolne, 
Yeld  Ceasars  tcares  upon  Pompeius  hed. 
Some  that  watched  with  the  murdrers  knife. 
With  eger  thirst  to  drinke  thy  giltlesse  blOod, 
Whose  practise  brake  by  happy  end  of  life, 
With  envious  teares  to  heare  thy  hme  so  good. 
But  1,  tbatknewe  what  harbred  in  that  hed, 
What  vertues  rare  were  tempred  in  that  brest, 
Honour  the  place  that  such  a  jewel  bred. 
And  kisse  the  ground  Mrheras  the  corse  doth  rest. 

With  vapord  eyes,  from  whence  such  streames 
avail. 

As  Pyramus  did  on  Tbisbes  brest  bewail. 


'     OP  THE  SAME. 

Wtat  rcsteth  here,  that  quick  could  never  reat. 
Whose  heavenly  jriftcs  encreaseth  by  disdain, 
And  vt-rtue  sank  the  deper  in  bis  brejit. 
Such  profit  he  by  enuy  could  q|l>taiu. 

A  hed,  where  wisdom  misteries  did  frame. 
Whose  hammers  bet  still  in  that  liuely  braine, 
As  on  a  sty  the;  where  that  some  worke  of  fame 
Was  dayly  wrought,  to  tume  to  Britaines  gaine, 

A  visage,  sterne,  and  milde ;  where  both  did  growe, 
Vice  to  contemne,  in  vertue  to  rejoyce: 
Amid  great  stormes,  whom  grace  assured  so, 
Toiiue  vpright,  and  smile  at  fortunes  cboyce. 

>  SirThomaa  Wyat    See  his  works.    C. 


A  hand  that  taught,  what  migtit  be  said  in  riaie; 
That  reft  Chaucer  the  glory  of  bis  wit. 
A  mark,  the  which  (vnpar6ted,  for  time) 
Some  may  approch,  but  neoer  none  shall  bit 

A  tong,  that  serued  in  forein  realmes  his  king; 
Whose  courteous  talke  to  vertue  did  enflamc 
Eche  noble  hart;  a  worthy  guide  to  bring 
Our  english  youth,  by  trauail  vnto  fame. 

An  eye,  whose judgnent  none  aAeet  could  blind^ 
Frendes  to  allure,  and  foes  to  reconcile ; 
Whose  persing  tooke  did  leprescut  a  minde 
With  vertue  fraught,  reposed,  voyd  of  gile. 

A  hart,  where  dreade  was  neuer  so  imprest. 
To  hide  the  thought,  that  might  the  trouth  auaoce; 
In  neytbcr  fortune  loft,  nor  yet  represt. 
To  swel  in  welth,  or  yield  vnto  ibischance, 

A  valiant  corps,  where  force  and  beauty  met, 
Happy,  alas !  to  happy,  but  for  foes; 
Liued,  and  ran  the  race,  that  nature  set; 
Of  manhodes  shape,  where  she  the  mold  did  io«e. 

But  to  the  heavens  that  simple  soule  is  fled ; 
Which  left  with  such,  as  couet  Christ  to  kaow. 
Witness  of  folth,  that  neuer  sbal  be  ded; 
Sent  for  our  helth,  but  not  reeeiued  so. 

Thus  for  our  gilt,  this  jewel  hsRie  we  kMt ; 

The  earth  his  bones,  the  heavens  ponesae  hi^ 
ghost. 


OP  THB  BAMB. 


In  the  rude  age  when  knowledge  was  not  rife. 
If  Joue  in  Crete,  and  other  were  that  taught 
Artes  to  conuert  to  profile  oC  our  life. 
Wend  after  death  to  haue  their  temples  sought^ 
If  vertue  yet  no  voide  unthankful!  time. 
Failed  of  some  to  blast  her  endles  fame, 
A  goodly  mf>ane  botli  to  deterre  iirom  crime. 
And  to  her  steppes  our  sequele  to  enflame. 
In  daies  of  truth,  if  Wyates  frendes  then  waile. 
The  only  det  that  dead  of  quick  may  daime. 
That  rare  wit  spent,  eroployd  to  our  auayle, 
Where  Christ  is  taught  we  led  to  vertues  traine. 
His  liuely  face  their  brestes  how  did  it  freat,- 
WhoMs  cindres  yet,  with  enuy  they  do  eate. 


OF   SARDANAPALUS    DISHONORABLE 
LIFE,  AND  MISERABLE  DEATH. 

Th'  Asirian  king  in  peace,  with  foule  desire. 
And  filthy  lustes,  that  staynde  his  regall  hart; 
In  warre,  that  should  set  princely  heairtes  on  fire^ 
Did  yeld,  vanquisht  for  want  of  marciall  arte. 
The  dint  of  swordes  from  kisses  semed  st/ange ; 
And  harder,  than  his  ladies  side,  his  taige ; 
From  glutton  f:astes,  to  souldiers  fare,  a  change. 
His  helmet,  farre  aboue  a  garlands  chaige. 
Who  scarce  the  name  of  manhode  did  retaine; 
Drenched  in  sloutb,  and  womanbh  delight^ 
Feble  of  sprite,  impacient  of  pain ; 
When  he  bad  lost  his  honor,  and  his  right. 

Proud,  time  of  wealth;  in  stormes, appalled  with 
di-ed, 

Murthertid  himself,  to  shew  some  manftill  dede. 
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HOW  NO  AGi:  IS  CONTENT  WITH  HIS 
OWNE  ESTATE,  AND  HOW  THE  AGK  OF 
CHILDREN  IS  THE  HAPPIEST  IF  THEY 
HAD  SKILL  TO  VNDERSTAND  IT. 

Lato  in  my  quiet  bed,  in  study  as  I  were, 

I    law    within  my  troubled  head,   a  hcape  of 

thoughts  appear,  [eyes, 

And  euery  thought  did  shewe  so  lively  in  myne 

That  now  1  sighed,  and  then  1  smilde,  as  cause  of 

thoughtes  did  rise. 

I  saw  the  little  boy,  in  thought  how  oft  that  he 

Did  with  of  God,  to  scape  the  rod,  a  Ull  yong  man 

to  be.  [paines  opprest, 

The  yong  man  eke  that  feles  his  hones  with 

How  he  would  be  a  rich  olde  man,  to  line  and  lye 

at  rest :  [so  sore, 

The  rich  olde  ipan  that  sees  his  end  drawe  on 

Huw  he  would  be  a  boy  again,  to  line  so  much 

the  more. 

Wberat  full  oft  Ismilde,to  se  how  all  thesethree, 

From  boy  to  man,  from  man  to  boy,  would  chop 

and  change  degree : 

And  musing  thus,  I  think,  the  case  is  very  strange, 

That  man  from  welth,  to  line  in  wo,  doth  euer 

seke  to  change.  [skin, 

Thus  UiougbtfuU  as  I  lay,  I  sawe  my  withered 

How  it  doth  shew  ray  dented  chewes,  the  flesh 

was  worn  so  thyo,  [right  way, 

And  eke  my  totheless  chapsj  the  gates  of  my 

That  opes  and  sholtes  as  I  do  speake,  doe  thus 

vuto  me  say ;    .  [age. 

The  white  and  horish  heeres,  the  messengers  of 

That  shew  like  lines  of  true  belief,  that  this  life 

doth  asswage ;  [thy  chin. 

Byds  thee  lay  hand,  and  fele  them  hanging  on 

The  which  do  write  two  ages  past,  the  third  now 

coming  in.  [time ; 

Hang  vp  therefore  the  bit  of  thy  yong  wanton 

And  thou  that  therein  beaten  art,  the  happiest  life 

define:  [joy, 

Wberat  I  sighed,  and  sayde,  fisrewell  my  wonted 

Trusse  ap  thy  packe,  and  trudge  from  me,  to  euery 

title  boy ;  [bappy  is, 

And  tell  them  thus  from  me,  their  time  most 

If  to  their  time  they  reason  had,  to  know  the 

tnieth  of  this. 

BOSUM  EST  MI  HI  QUOD  UUMILIASTI  ME. 

The  stormes  are  past,  these  clondes  are  orer- 

bbwne. 
And  humble  chere  great  rigour  hath  represt. 
For  the  dcfautc  is  set  a  peine  fore  knowne; 
And  paciehce  graft  in  a  determed  brest: 
Aul  IB  the  hart  where  heapes  of  griefes  were 

giowne 
The  ewete  reneoge  hath  planted  mirth  and  rest; 
No  eoopeny  so  pleasant  as  mine  owne; 
Thraldon  at  large  hath  made  this  prison  free, 
Panger  wcl  past  vemembred  workes  delight; 
0<  lingring  doubtet  such  hope  is  sprung  pardi«. 
That  aoiigbi  I  finde  di^pleasant  in  my  sight : 
But  wbea  my  glnue  presented  rnto  me. 
The  curelcsse  wound,  that  bledeth  day  and  nigh^ 
To  think, alas,  snch  hap  should  granted  be 
Untn  a  wretch  that  hath  no  hart  to  fight. 
To  spyll  that  blood  that  hath  so  oft  bene  shed. 
For  BrtlawMs  nke  (alas)  and  now  is  ded. 

VOL.  II. 


33? 

EXHORTACION  TO  LEAHNE  BY  OTHERS 
^  ..       TROUBLE. 

- -.  ^  T 

My  Ratclif,  when  thy  retchlesse  youth  ofTendes, 
Receue  thy  scourge  by  others  chastisement* 
For  such  ealling,  when  it  workes  none  amendes. 
Then  plages  are  sent  without  aduertisement 
Yet  Salamon  sayd,  the  wronged  shall  recure; 
But  Wiat  said  true,  the  skarre  duth  aye  endure*. 


THE  FANSIE  of  A  WBRIED  LOUER. 

The  fanjiy,  which  that  I  have  serued  long. 
That  hath  alway  bene  enmy  to  myne  ease, 
Semed  of  late  to  rue  upon  my  wrong, 
4nd  bad  me  flye  the  cause  of  my  misease. 
And  I  forthwith  did  prease  out  of  the  throng, 
That  thought  by  flight  my  painfull  hart  to  please 
Some  other  way:  till  I  saw  faith  more  strong; 
And  to  my  self  I  said :  alas,  those  daies 
In  vain  were  spent,  to  runne  the  race  so  long  ! 
And  with  that  thought;  I  met  my  guyde:  that 

plaen, 
Out  of  the  way  wherein  I  wandered  wrong, 
Brouprht  me  aroiddes  the  hilles  in  base  Bullayn, 
Where  J  am  now,  as  restles  to  remayn. 
Against  my  will,  full  pleased  with  my  payn. 


EPTTAPH  ON  SIR  THOMAS  CLERE, 

Surre3r*s  faithful  retainer  and  constant  attendant, 
which  was  once  in  Lambeth  church,  and  is  pre- 
served in  Aubrey's  Surrey,  with  the  following 
introduction. 

Epitaphinm  Thomas  Clere  qui  fato  functus  est  ' 
1545,  auctore  Henrico  Howard  comite  Surrjenst 
in  cujus  fcUcis  ingenii  specimen  et  singularis  fa- 
cundis  argunpentum  appensa  fuit  hsec  tabula 
per  W.  Howard,  filium  Thomas  nuper  Duels 
Norf.  filii  ejosdem  Henrici  comitis  Surriensis. 

NoRFOLKB  sprung  thee,  Lambeth  holds  thee  dead, 
Clere  of  the  count  of  Cleremont  thou  bight. 
Within  the  womb  of  Ormondes  race  thou  bred. 
And  sawest  thy  cosin  crowned  in  thy  sight : 
Skelton  for  love,  Surrey  for  Lord  thou  chase. 
Aye  me  while  life  did  last  that  league  was  tender. 
Tracing  whose  steps  thou  sawest  Kolsall  *  blase, 
Laundei-sey  9    burnt    and     butter'd    Bulleyo's* 

render*  : 
At  Muttrell «  gates  hopeless  of  all  recure. 
Thine  Earl  half  dead,  gave  in  thy  hand  his  will. 
Which  cause  did  thee  this  pining <leath  procure; 
Ere  summers  fuur-times  seven  thou  couldst  fulfill. 
Aye,  Clere,  if  love  had  hooted  care  or  cost 
Heaven  had  not  wonne,  nor  earth  so  timely  lost. 

■  See  Wyat»s  Works  **  Wyat  being  in  prison  to 
Bryan."    C. 

•  Towns  taken  by  Lord  Surfey  hi  the  Boulogne 
expedition. 

3  Surrender. 
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^h  AGAimr  LOWDONK 

LomtON !  hast  thou  accused  me 

Of  breche  of  lawes,  the  roote  of  stryfe  ? 
Within  whose  brest  did  boyle  to  see 

(So  fervent  hotte)  thy  dissolute  lyfe; 
That  even  the  hate  of  synnes,  that  groo 

Within  thy  vicked  walls  so  ryfe, 
For  to  breake  forthe,  did  conuert  soo 

That  terror  colde  it  not  represse. 
The  which  by  wordes  since  prechers  knoo. 

What  hope  is  left  for  to  redresse? 
By  unknowen  means  it  liked  me 
My  hidden  burden  to  expresse: 
Wherfoy  yt  might  appere  to  the. 

That  secret  synn  hath  secret  spight: 
From  justice  rodd  no  lauU  is  fnt : 

But  that  all  such,  as  wourk  unright. 
In  most  quyet  are  next  ill  rest. 
In  secret  sylence  of  the  night 
This  made  me,  with  a  reckles  brest. 

To  wake  thy  sluggards  with  my  bowe ; 
A  figure  of  the  Lords  behest : 

Whose  scouiige  for  synn  the  screptures  show : 
That  as  the  fearful!  thunders  clapp 

By  soddayae  flame  at  hand  we  knowe: 
Of  peoble  stones  the  sowndles  rapp, 

The  dredfull  plage  might  mak  thee  see 
Of  Oodds  %iTath,  that  doth  thee  enwrspp ; 

That  pryde  might  know,  from  conseyence  fiee, 
Pow  loftye  works  may  her  defend: 

And  envye  fynd,  as  he  hath  sought. 
How  other  seke  hym  to  offend. 

And  wrath  tast  of  each  crewell  thought 
The  just  shape  hycr  in  the  end: 

And  ydel  sloutlie,  that  never  wrought. 
To  heven  his  spirite  lift  may  bcgyn ; 

And  gredy  lucre  iyue  in  drede 
To  see  what  hate  ill  gott  goods  wynn  : 
The  lechers,  yea,  that  histe  do  fe«3, 
Ferceue  what  secrecye  is  in  synne : 

And  gluttons  harts  for  sorow  blede,  ■ 
Awaked  when  their  faulte  they  fynd. 

In  fothsome  vyce  eche  dronken  wight 
To  styrr  to  Godd  this  was  my  mynd. 

Thy  wyndowes  had  don  me  no  spight : 
But  prowd  people,  that  drede  no  fall, 

Clothed  with  felshrd  aud  unright, 
Bred  in  the  closures  of  thy  wall. 

But  wrested  to  wrath  in  fervent  zeale 
Thow  hast  to  strief  my  secret  call: 

Endured  harts  no  warning  feale. 
Oh  !  shameless  whore !  is  dread  then  gou  ? 
Be  sucbe  thy  foes,  as  meane  thy  weale } 
Oh  I  membre  of  false  Babylon ! 

The  shop  of  craft,  the  denne  of  ire ! 
Thy  dredful  dome  drawes  fast  uppon  : 

Thy  martyres  blood  by  sword  and  fyra 
In  heaven  and  earth  for  justice  call. 

The  Lord  shall  hear  their  just  desyre  ; 
The  flame  of  wrath  shall  on  the  fall. 
With  fisimine  and  pest  lamentablie 
Btricken  sbalbe  thy  lechers  all: 

Thy  prowd  towers  and  turrets  hye, 
Enmys  to  God,  beat  stone  from  stone : 

Thyne  idolls  burnt,  that  wrought  iniquitye; 

'  From  a  MS  volume,  formerly  belonging  to  the 
Kanrinflfton  famiiy,  now  in  tha  invaluable  library  of 
Thomas  Hill,  esq.  who  obligingly  lent  it  to  the 
Editor.    C* 


When  none  thy  myne  thaU  hemoae : 
But  render  unto  the  rightwiae  Loid* 

That  so  hath  judged  Babylon, 
ImiDortal  praise  in  one  accord. 


AS 


7X>  HIS  MJSTRESSE. 

FROM  T8B  tAlf B. 


Yf  he,  that  erst  the  fburme  so  lively  dr8w» 
Of  Venus  iaoe,  triumpht  in  paynter's  arte : 

Thy  father  then  what  giory  did  enaew. 
By  whose  pencill  a  goddease  made  thow  arte? 

Touched  with  flame,  that  figure  made  some  rewe. 
And  with  her  love  surprysed  manye  a  hart: 

There  lackt  yet  that  should  cure  their  hot  desyeri 

Thow  canst  enflame,  and  quenche  the  kyndled  ^re. 


TRANSLATIONS. 

THE  SECOND  SOKE  OF  VIRQUSS 
4ENJSIS. 

TiTBT  whi^^  all,  with  fixed  fuse  ntbent. 

When  prtribe  Aeneas  from  the  royal  seat 

Thus  gan  to  speak.    O  queoe,  it  is  thy  w8, 

I  shold  renew  a  woe  cannot  be  told : 

How  that  the  Grekes  did  spoile  and  onerthrow 

The  Phrygian  wealth,  and  wailfid  reidm  of  Tnj : 

Those  ruthfuH  things  that  I  my  self  beheld. 

And  wherof  no  smal  partihlto  my  share. 

Which  to  expresses  who  could  refiraine  from  teres 2 

What  Myrmidon }  or  yet  what  Dolopes  ? 

What  stem  Ulysses*  waged  sddiar? 

And  loe  moist  night  now  from  the  welkin  fkllet. 

And  sterres  deeliuing  counsel  vs  to  rest. 

But  sins  so  great  is  thy  delight  to  here 

Of  our  mishaps,  and  Troy^  last  decay  ; 

Though  to  record  the  rame  my  minde  abfaoires. 

And  plaint  eschues  :  yet  thus  wil  Ibegyn. 

The  Orekes  chieftains  all  irked  with  the  war, 
Wherin  they  wasted  had  so  many  yeres. 
And  oft  repulst  by  fatal  destinie, 
A  huge  herse  made,  bye  raised  like  a  hill. 
By  the  diuine  science  of  Mineroa: 
Of  clouen  flrre  compacted  were  his  rihbet 
For  their  return  a  &ined  sacrifice: 
The  fame  whereof  so  wandered  it  at  point. 
In  the  dark  bulk  they  closde  bodies  ^  men 
Chosen  by  lot,  and  did  enstuflf  by  stealth 
The  hollow  womb  with  armed  soldien. 

There  stands  in  sight  au  isle  bight  Tenedoa 
Rich,  and  of  fame,  while  Priams  kingdom  stood  s 
Now  but  a  bay,  and  rode  vnsure  for  ship. 
Hether  them  secretly  the  Grekes  withdrew, 
Shrouding  themselues  vnder  the  desert  shore. 
And,  wening  we  they  had  ben  fled  and  gone. 
And  with  that  winde  had  fet  the  land  of  Grace, 
Troye  discharged  her  long  cpntinued  dole; 
The  gates  cast  vp,  we  issued  out  to  play. 
The  Grekish  camp  desirous  to  behold, 
The  places  void  and  the  forsaken  oostes. 
Here  Pyrrhus  band,  there  ferce  Achilles  pight  s 
Here  rode  their  ahippes,  there  did  their  battel]* 

joyne. 
Astonnied  wae  tht  acathefoll  gift  beheld. 
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Bebight  by  vow  rnto  the  chast  l^inerve : 
All  wondriDg  at  the  hugenesse  of  the  horse. 

Aod  lyrst  of  all  Timoetes  gan  aduise, 
Wythin  the  walles  to  leade  and  drawe  the  same^ 
And  place  it  eke  amidde  the  palace  coait : 
Whether  of  guile,  or  Troyes  nite  it  woqM. 
^^py"»  ^vy^b  some  of  iudgement  more  discretey 
WilM  it  lo  drown,  or  vnderset  with  flame 
The  sospect  present  of  the  Grekes  deceit. 
Or  bore  and  ^ge  the  hollow  caues  vncouth. 
So  divers  ran  the  giddy  peoples  minde. 

Loe  Ibrmost  of  a  rout,  that  followd  him, 
Kindled  Laocoon  hasted  from  the  tow  re, 
Crieng  far  of:  O  wretched  citezens. 
What  so  great  kind  of  frensie  freteth  you  ? 
Beme  ye  the  Grekes  our  enemies  to  be  gone  ? 
Or  any  Grektsh  giftes  can  you  suppose 
Denoid  of  guile  >  Is  so  Ulysses  known  ? 
Either  the  Grekes  are  in  this  timber  hid : 
Or  this  an  engin  is  to  anoy  our  walles, 
To  view  onr  toares,  and  ouerwhelme  our  towne. 
Here  lurkes  some  craft.    Good  Trojrans  geve  no 

trust 
Vnto  this  horse,  for  what  so  euer  it  be. 
I  dred  the  GUekes,  yea  when  tbey  offer  gyftes. 
And  with  that  word,  with  all  his  force  a  dart 
He  launced  then  into  that  croked  wombe : 
Which  trembling  stack,  and  shoke  within  the  side, 
Wherwith  the  caues  gan  hollowly  resound. 
And  bntibr  fiiites,  and  for  our  blind  forcast. 
The  Grekes  deuise  and  guile  had  he  discried  : 
lYoy  yet  had  stand,  and  Priams  toares  so  hie. 

Tbenryth  behold,  wheras  the  Phrygian  herdes 
Brought  to  the  king,  with  clamor,  all  vnknown 
A  youg  Dian,  bom^  bis  handes  behinde  his  back : 
Wboe  willingly  had  yeldvn  prisoner. 
To  frame  his  guile,  and  open  Troy^s  gates 
Unto  the  Grekes :  with  courage  fully  bent. 
And  iBinde  determed  either  of  the  twaine, 
To  work  his  feat,  or  willing  yeld  to  death, 
Nere  him,  to  gaze,  the  Troyan  yonth  gan  flock. 
And  stranewhoe  most  might  at  the  captioe  scome. 
The  Orekes  deceit  beholde,  and  by  one  profe 
Imagine  all  the  rest. 
For  in  ibe  preasse  as  he  vnarmed  stood, 
Wyth  troubled  chere,  and  Phrigian  routes  beset, 
Alas  (quod  he)  what  earth  nowe,  or  what  seas 
May  me  leoeyue }  Catif,  what  restes  me  nowe  ? 
For  whom  in  Grece  doth  no  abode  remayoe  : 
The  Troians  eke  offended  scke  to  wreke 
Their  hainous  wrath  wyth  shedyog  of  my  bloud. 
With  this  regrete  our  hartes  from  rancor  moued, 
The  brute  appeasde,  we  askte  him  of  bis  birth, 
What  newes  he  brought,  what  hope  made  hym  to 
yeld. 

Thevbe  (al  dred  remoued)  thus  began. 
O  kyng:  I  shall,  what  euer  me  betide, 
Say  but  the  truth:  ne  first  will  me  denie 
A  Grecian  home:  for  though  fortune  bath  made 
Simon  a  wretche,  she  can  not  make  him  false. 
If  eoer  came  vnto  your  eares  the  name 
Noblad  by  fame,  ot  the  sag^  Palamede, 
Whom  traitrously  the  Grekes  coiidemd  to  dye, 
Giltlcsse  by  wrongful!  dome,  for  that  he  dyd 
Dyaauade  the  warres:  whose  death  they  nowe  la- 
ment: 
Undcroetb  him  my  fistber  bare  of  wealth 
Into  his  band  yoog,  and  nere  of  bis  blood. 
In  my  prime  yercs  vnto  the  war  me  sent. 
While  that  by  f«te  bis  state  in  sUy  did  sUnd, 


And  when  his  realm  did  florish  by  advise, 
Of  glorie  then  we  bare  som  fame  and  brute. 
But  sins  his  death,  by  false  Ulysses  sleight 
(I  speak  of  things  to  all  men  wel  beknown) 
A  drery  life  in  doleful  plaint  I  led. 
Repining  at  my  gyltlesse  Irends  mischaunce. 
Ne  could  I  fool  refrein  my  tong  from  thretes: 
That  if  my  chaunce  were  euer  to  return 
Uictor  to  Aige,  to  folowe  my  reuenge. 
With  such  sharp  words  procured  I  great  hate. 
Here  sprang  my  harm.    Ulysses  euer  sithe 
With  new  formd  crimes  began  me  to  affray: 
III  common  eares  &lse  rumours  gan  he  sowe : 
Weapons  of  wreke  his  gylty  minde  gan  seke: 
Ke  rested  ay,  till  he  by  Calchas  meane — 
But  whereunto  these  thanklesse  tales  in  vaine 
Do  I  reherse,  and  lingre  fourthe  the  time? 
In  like  estate  if  all  the  Grekes  ye  price: 
It  is  enough  ye  here:  rid  me  at  ones. 
Ulysses  (lord!)  bow  he  wold  this  reioise? 
Yea  and  either  Atride  would  bye  it  dere. 

This  kindled  us  more  egre  to  enquire. 
And  to  demaund  the  cause:  without  suspect 
Of  so  great  mischief  thereby  to  ensue. 
Or  of  Grekes  craft.    He  then  with  forged  word!. 
And  quioering  lims,  thus  toke  hys  tale  again. 

The  Grekes  oft  times  entended  their  return. 
From  Troyi  town,  with  long  warrs  all  ytired. 
For  to  dislodge:  which,  would  God,  tbey  had  dond. 
But  oft  the  winter  storms  of  raging  sees. 
And  oft  the  boisterous  winds  did  them  to  stay : 
And  chiefly  when  of  clinched  ribbes  of  firre 
This  hors  was  made,  the  storms  rored  in  the  aire* 
Then  we  in  dout  to  Phebus  temple  sent 
Enripilus,  to  wete  the  prophesy e: 
From  whens  he  brought  these  woful  news  again t 
With  blood  (O  Grekes)  and  slaughter  of  a  maid 
Ye  pleasd  the' winds,  when  first  ye  came  to  Troy; 
With  blood  likewise  you  must  seke  your  return. 
A  Grektsh  soule  must  offred  be  therefore. 

But  wlien  this  sound  had  pearst  the  peoples 
eares. 
With  sodein  fere  astonied  were  their  mi  ndes. 
The  chilling  cold  did  ouerrnnne  their  bones. 
To  whom  that  fate  was  shapte,  whom  Phebus  wolcL 
Ulysses  then  amid  the  preasse  brioges  in 
Calchas  with  noyse  and  wil'd  him  to  discusse 
The  Gods  intent.    Then  some  gan  deme  to  me 
The  cruell  wrek  of  him  that  framde  the  craft: 
Foreseing  secretly  what  wold  ensue. 
In  silence  then,  ysbrouding  him  from  sight 
But  dayes  twise  fiue  he  whisted,  and  refused 
To  death  by  speche  to  further  any  wight. 
At  last,  as  forced  by  false  Ulysses  crye. 
Of  purpose  he  brake  fourth,  assigning  me 
To  the  altar:  whei^to  they  graunted  all: 
And  that,  that  erst  eche  one  dred  to  himself. 
Returned  all  vnto  my  wretched  death. 
And  now  at  hand  drew  nere  the  wofuU  day : 
All  things  preparde  wherwyth  to  effer  me, 
Salt,  come,  fillets  my  temples  for  to  bind. 
I  scapte  the  deth,  1  graunt,  and  brake  the  bands. 
And  lurked  in  a  marrise  all  the  nygbt, 
Among  the  ooze,  while  they  did  set  their  sailes: 
If  it  so  be  that  they  indede  so  dyd. 
Now  restes  my  hope  my  natiue  land  to  see, 
My  children  dere,  nor  long  desired  sire  : 
Oil  whom  parchaunce  they  shall  wreke  my  escape: 
Those  harmlesse  wights  shal  for  my  fauH  be  slayn. 

Then  by  the  godsy  to  whom  al  truth  is  known: 
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By  iayth  unfiled,  if  any  any  where 
Wyth  zaortal  fblke  remaines:  I  tbee  besecfae 
O  king  thereby,  rue  on  my  trauail  great: 
Pitie  a  wretch  that  giitlesse  saifreth  wrong. 
Life  to  these  teres,  with  pardon  eke,  we  graunt 
And  Priam  first  him  self  commandesto  loose 
His  gyaes,  his  bands:  and  frendly  to  him  sayd: 
Whose  thou  art,  leam  to  forget  the  Grekes: 
Hencefourth  be  oures,  and  answere  me  with  truth : 
Wherto  was  wrought  the  masse  of  this  huge  hors? 
Whoes  thedeuise?  and  whcrto  should  it  tend? 
What  holy  tow?  or  engin  for  the  warfes? 

Then  he,  instruct  with  wiles  and  Grekish  craft, 
His  loosed  hands  lift  upward  to  the  sterrs. 
Ye  euerlasting  lampes  I  testifye, 
Whose  powr  dinine  may  not  be  violate :.   ' 
Th*  altar,  and  swerd,  quod  he,  that  I  haue  scapt: 
Ye  sacred  bandes,  I  wore  as  yelden  hoste: 
lefull  be  it  for  me  to  breke  mine  othe 
To  Grekes,  lefull  to  hate  tlieir  nacion, 
Lefull  be  it  to  sparcle  in  the  ayre 
Their  secretes  all,  what  soe  they  kepe  in  close: 
For  free  am  I  from  Grece,  and  from  their  I  awes. 
So  be  it,  Troy :  and  saued  by  me  from  scathe, 
Kepe  faith  with  me,  and  stand  to  thy  behest. 
If  I  speake  tmth,  and  opening  thinges  of  weight 
For  graunt  of  life  requite  tbee  large  amendes* 
The  Grekes  whole  hope  of  undertaken  war 
In  Pallas  help  consisted  euermore. 
But  sith  the  time  that  wicked  Diomedc, 
Ulysses  eke  that  forger  of  all  guile, 
Auenturde  from  the  holy  sacred  fane 
For  to  bereue  dame  Palles  fatall  forme, 
And  slew  the  watches  of  the  chefest  toure. 
And  then  away  the  holy  statue  stele: 
That  were  so  bold  with  handes  embnied  in  blood. 
The  virgin  goddesse  veiles  for  to  defile: 
Sith  that,  their  hope  gan  fail,  their  hope  to  fall ' 
Their  powrappcir,  their  goddesse  grace  withdraw. 
Whych  with  no  doutfull  signes  she  did  declare. 
Scarce  was  the  statue  to  our  tentes  ybroucjiite, 
But  she  gan  stare  with  sparclcd  eyes  of  flame : 
Along  her  limes  the  salt  sweate  trickled  downe: 
Yea  thrise  her  selfe  (a  hideous  thinge  to  tell) 
In  glaunces  bright  she  glittered  from  the  ground. 
Holding  in  hand  her  targe  and  quiuering  spcre. 
Calchas  by  sea  then  bad  vs  hast  our  flight: 
Whoes  engins  might  not  break  the  wallcs  of  Troy, 
Vnlesse  at  Grece  they  wold  renew  their  lottes. 
Restore  the  god  that  they  by  sea  had  brought 
In  warped  keles.    To  Arge  sith  they  be  come. 
They  pease  their  godd?,  and  war  afresh  prepare; 
And  crossc  the  seas  unloked  for  eftsones 
They  wil  return:  This  order  Calchas  set. 

This  figure  made  they  for  thagreued  god. 
In  Pallas  stede,  to  dense  their  halnous  fault 
Which  masse  he  willed  to  be  reared  hye 
Toward  the  skies,  and  ribbed  all  with  oke: 
So  that  your  gates,  ne  wall  might  it  receiue, 
Ne  yet  your  people  might  defensed  be 
By  the  good  zele  of  old  deuotion. 
For  if  your  hands  did  Pallas  gift  defile, 
To  Priams  realm  great  mi schiefshold  befall: 
(Which  fate  the  Gods  first  on  him  self  return) 
But  had  your  owne  handes  brought  it  in  your  town, 
Asie  should  passe,  and  carrie  ofTred  warr 
In  Grece  euen  to  the  walls  of  Pelops  town, 
And  we  and  oures  that  destinie  endure. 

By  such  like  wiles  of  Sinon  the  fbrsworne 
His  tale  with  us  did  purchace  credit:  some 


Trapt  by  deceite,  some  forced  by  his  teres: 
Whom  neither  Diomede,  nor  great  Achilla, 
Nor  ten  yeres  war,  ne  a  thousand  saile  could  daont. 

Us  caitifes  then  a  far  more  dredful  chaunoe 
Befell,  that  trobled  oar  vnarmed  brestea. 
Whiles  Laocon,  that  chosen  was  by  lot 
Neptonus  priest,  did  sacrifice  a  bull 
Before  the  holy  altar,  sodenly 
From  Tenedon  behold  in  circles  great 
By  the  calm  seas  come  fletyng  adders  twaine. 
Which  plied  towardes  the  shore  (I  lothe  to  tell) 
With  rered  brest  lift  vp  aboue  the  seas: 
Whoes  bloody  crestes  alofe  the  waues  were  seen: 
The  hinder  parte  swame  hidden  in  the  flood: 
Their  grisly  backes  were  linked  manifold: 
With  sound  of  broken  waues  they  gate  the  strand. 
With  gloing  eyen,  tainted  with  blood  and  fire: 
Whoes  waltring  tongs  did  lick  theirhissing  mouthes. 
We  fled  away,  our  face  the  blood  forsoke. 
But  they  with  gate  direct  to  Lacon  ran. 
And  first  of  all  eche  serpent  doth  enwrap 
The  bodies  small  of  his  two  tender  sonnes: 
Whoes  wretched  limes  they  byt,  and  fed  thereon. 
Then  raught  they  hym,  who  had  his  wepen  caught 
To  rescue  them,  twise  winding  him  about. 
With  folded  knottes,  and  circled  tailes,  his  wast: 
Their  scaled  backes  did  compasse  twise  his  neck, 
Wyth  rered  heddes  aloft,  and  streched  throtcs. 
He  with  his  handes  straue  to  vnloose  the  knottes: 
Who«e  sacred  fillettes  all  besprinkled  were 
With  filth  of  gory  blod,  and  venim  rank: 
And  to  the  sterres  such  dredfiiU  shoutes  he  sent. 
Like  to  the  sound  the  roring  bull  fourth  loowes. 
Which  from  the  altar  wounded  doth  astart. 
The  &wa ruing  axe  when  he  shakes  fipom  his  neck. 
The  serpentes  twine,  with  hasted  traile  they  glide 
To  Pallas  temple,  and  her  towres  of  heighte: 
Under  the  feete  of  which  the  Goddesse  stem. 
Hidden  behinde  her  targettes  bossc  they  crept. 
New  gripes  of  dred  then  pearse  our  trembling 

brestes. 
They  sayd  Lacons  desertes  had  derely  bought 
His  hainous  dede,  that  pearced  had  with  stele 
The  sacred  bulk,  and  throwen  the  wicked  lauocc; 
The  people  cri«Hl  with  soodry  grecing  shoutes. 
The  bring  the  horse  to  Pallas  temple  bline. 
In  hope  therby  the  goddesse  \vrath  tappeafe. 
We  cleft  the  walles,  and  closures  of  the  towne; 
Wherto  all  helpe:  and  Tuderset  the  feet 
With  sliding  rolles,  and  bound  his  neck  with  ropes: 
This  fatal  gin  thus  ouerclambe  our  walles, 
Stuft  with  armd  men:  about  the  which  there  ran 
Children,  and  maides,  that  holy  caroUes  sang: 
And  well  were  they  whoes  hands  might  touch  the 

cordes. 
With  thretning  chere  thus  slided  through  oar  tow^ 
The  subtil  tree,  to  Pallas  temple  ward. 
O  natiue  land,  Ilion,  and  of  the  goddes 
The  mansion  place!  O  warrlik  wallcs  of  Troy! 
Four  times  it  stopt  in  thentrie  of  our  gate: 
Four  times  the  harnesse  clattred  in  the  womb. 
But  we  goe  on,  vnsound  of  memorie. 
And  blinded  eke  by  rage  perseuer  still : 
This  fatal  monster  in  the  fane  we  place. 

Cassandra  then,  inspired  with  Phebos  sprite. 
Her  prophetes  lippes  yet  ncuer  of  us  leeut^d 
Disclosed  eft,  fbrespeking  thrnges  to  com^ • 
We  wretcheb  loe,  that  last  day  of  our  life. 
With  bowes  of  fest  the  town,  and  temples  deck. 
With  this  the  skie  gan  whirie  itboat  th?  s^heTe4 
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*rhe  cloudy  night  gan  thicken  from  the  sea, 
'W'ith  maiitells  spred ;  that  cloked  earth, and  skies. 
And  eke  the  treason  of  the  Grekish  guile: 
The  watchemen  lay  dbperst,  to  take  their  rest : 
Whoes  werried  limes  sound  slepe  had  then  op- 

prest: 
When  well  in  order  comes  the  Grecian  fleet, 
From  Tcnedon  toward  the  costes  well  kuowne. 
By  frendly  silence  of  the  quiet  moone. 
When  the  kinges  ship  put  fourth  his  mark  of  fire, 
Sinoo»  preserued  by  froward  destinie, 
Let  fuurth  the  Grckes  enclosed  in  the  womb. 
The  closures  eke  of  pine  by  stealth  vnpind  : 
Whcfhy  the  Grekes  restored  were  to  aire. 
With  ioy  down  hasting  from  the  hollow  tree. 
With  cordes  let  down  did  slide  vnto  the  ground 
The  great  captaines,  Sthenel,  and  Thesander, 
The  fierce  Ulisses,  Athaoja),  and  Choas, 
Macbaon  first,  and  then  king  Menolae, 
Epeus  eke  that  did  the  engin  forge. 
By  cordes  let  fal  fast  gan  they  slide  adown : 
And  straight  inuadc  the  town  y buried  then 
.With  vioe,  and  slep?.  And  first  the  watch  is  slain, 
Then  gates  vnfold  to  let  their  fellowes  io. 
They  ioyne  them  selves  with  the  coniured  bandes. 
It  wa^i  the  time,  when  graunted  from  the  godds 
The  first  slepe  crepes  most  swete  in  wery  folk. 
I/>e  in  my  dreame  before  mine  eies,  me  thought, 
With  rufuU  chore  I  sawe  where  Hector  stood: 
Out  of  whoes  eies  there  gushed  >treames  of  teares; 
Drawn  at  a  cart  as  he  of  late  had  be, 
Distained  with  bloody  dust,  whoes  feet  were  bowlne 
With  the  streight  cordes  wherwith  they  haled  him. 
Ay  me,  what  one?  that  Hector  how  vnlike, 
Which  ei-st  rctumd  clad  with  Achilles  spoiles? 
Or  when  he  threw  into  the  Grekish  sbippes 
The  Trojan  flame }  so  was  his  beard  defiled, 
His  crisped  lockes  al  clustred  with  his  blood: 
With  all  such  wounds,  as  many  he  receiued 
About  the  walles  of  that  his  natiue  town. 
Whome  franckly  thus,  me  thought,  I  spake  ynto. 
With  bitter  teres  and  dolefuU  deadly  voice: 
O  Troyan  light,  O  only  hope  of  thine! 
What  lettes  so  long  thee  staid?  or  from  what  costes, 
Our  most  desired  Hector,  doest  thou  come? 
Whom  after  slaughter  of  thy  many  frends. 
And  trauail  of  the  people,  and  thy  town, 
Alweried,  lord  !  how  gladly  we  behold. 
What  sory  chauncc  hath  staind  thy  liuely  face? 
Or  why  see  I  those  woundes,  alas,  so  wide? 
He  answcaid  nought,  nor  in  my  vain  demaundcs 
Abode :  but  from  the  bottom  of  his  brest 
Sighing  he  sayd  :  Flee,  flee,  O  Goddesse  son» 
And  saue  thee  from  the  furie  of  this  flume. 
Oar  enmies  now  ar  maisters  of  the  walles ; 
And  Troye  town  now  falleth  from  the  top : 
SoflAceth  that  is  done  for  Priauis  reii^ne : 
If  force  might  serue  to  succor  Troyfe  town, 
This  right  hand  well  moughthaue  ben  herdefenie. 
But  Troyd  now  commendeth  to  thy  charge 
Her  holy  reliques,  and  her  priuy  gods : 
Them  joy  ne  to  thee,  as  felowes  of  thy  fate : 
Large  walles  rerc  thow  for  them :  For  so  thou  shalt, 
After  time  spent  in  thouer-wandred  flood. 
This  said,  he  brought  fourth  Uesta  ia  his  hands, 
Uer  fillettes  eke,  and  euerlasting  flame. 

In  this  mcaoe  while  with  diuerse  plaint  the  town 
Throughout  was  spred:  and  lowder  more  and  more 
The  din  resouned :  with  ratUiog  of  armes 
(AHboogh  mine  old  father  Anchiaez  boni* 


Remoued  stood,  with  shadow  hid  of  trees) 
I  waked :  tberwith  to  the  house  top  1  clambe 
And  harkning  stood  I:  like  as  wheu  the  flame 
Lightes  in  the  come,  by  drift  of  boisterous  winde: 
Or  the  swift  stream,  that  driueth  from  the  hill, 
Rootes  vp  the  feldus,  and  presseth  the  ripe  come. 
And  plowed  ground,  and  ouerwhelmes  the  groue: 
The  silly  herdman  allastonnied  standes. 
From  the  hye  rook  while  he  doth  here  the  sound. 

Then  the  Grekes  faith,  then  their  deceit  appered. 
Of  Deiphobus  the  palace  large  and  great 
Fell  to  the  ground,  all  ouerspred  with  flash. 
His  next  neighbour  Ucalegon  afire : 
The  Sygean  seas  did  glister  all  with  flame. 
Upsprang  the  crye  of  men,  and  trumpettes  blast. 
Then  as  distraught  I  did  my  armure  on : 
Ne  couid  I  tell  yet  whereto  armes  auailde. 
Eut  with  our  feres  to  throng  out  from  the  preasie 
Toward  the  toure  our  hartes  brent  with  d&tire : 
Wrath  prickt  us  fourth ;  and  vnto  vs  it  semed 
A  semely  thing  to  dye  armd  in  the  feld. 

Wherwith   Panthus  scapte  fit>m  the  Grekish 
dartes, 
Otreus  Sonne,  Phebus  prcst,  brought  in  hand 
The  sacred  reliques,  and  the  vanquist  gods  : 
And  in  his  hand  his  litle  nephew  led : 
And  thus  as  phrentik  to  our  gates  he  ran  : 
Panthus,  quod  I,  in  what  estate  stand  we  } 
Or  for  refuge  what  fortresse  shall  we  take  ? 
Scarse  spake  I  this,  when  wailing  thus  he  sayd : 
The  later  day  and  fate  of  Troy  is  come. 
The  which  no  plaint  or  prayer  may  anaile. 
Troyans  we  were,  and  Troy&  was  sometime. 
And  of  great  fitme  the  Teucrian  glorie  erst: 
Fierce  Joue  to  Grece  hath  now  transposed  all. 
The  Grekes  ar  lordes  ouer  this  fired  town. 
Yonde  hugC  horse,  that  stands  amid  our  walles^ 
Sheds  armed  men :  And  Sinon  victor  now. 
With  scorne  of  vs,  doth  set  all  things  on  flame  : 
And  rushed  in  at  our  vnfolded  gates 
Are  thousands  moe,  than  euer  came  from  Grece. 
And  some  with  weapons  watch  the  narrow  stretes; 
With  bright  swerdes  drawn  to  slaughter  redy  bent: 
And  scarse  the  watches  of  the  gate  began 
Them  to  defend,  aiid  with  bliude  fight  resist 
Through  Panthus  words,  and  lightning  of  th4 
Gods, 
Amid  the  flume  and  armes  ran  1  in  preasse : 
As  furie  guided  me,  and  wher  as  I  had  heard 
The  crye  greatest,  that  made  the  ay  re  re80un4 
Into  our  band  then  fell  old  Iphytus, 
And  Kypheus,  that  met  vs  by  moonelighte : 
Dymas  and  Hypauis  ioyning  on  our  side. 
With  yong  Chorebus  Mygdonius  son; 
Which  in  those  dayes  at  Troye  did  ariue 
Burning  with  rage  of  dame  Cassandraes  loue. 
In  Priams  ayd  and  rescue  of  his  town  : 
Unhappy  be  that  wold  no  credit  geue 
Unto  his  spouses  woords  of  prophecie. 

Whom  when  I  saw  assembled  in  such  wise. 
So  desperatly  the  battail  to  desire: 
Then  furthermore  thus  sayd  I  vnto  them : 
O  ye  yong  men,  of  courage  stout  in  vaine ; 
For  nought  ye  striue  to  saue  the  burniug  town : 
What  cruel  fortune  hath  betid,  ye  see. 
The  Gods  out  of  the  temples  all  are  fled, 
Through  whoes  might  long  this  empire  was  main* 

teiod  i 
Their  altares  eke  are  left  both  wast  and  voyd ; 
But  if  your  will  be  bent  with  me  to  preua 
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That  vttermosty  that  now  may  vs  befall ; 
Then  let  vs  dye,  and  ramie  amid  our  foes : 
To  vanquist  folk  despeir  is  only  hope. 
With  this  tbeyong-mens  courage  did  encrease: 
'  And  through  the  daric,  liketo  the  raueoing  wolues, 
Whom  raging  furie  of  their  empty  mawes 
Driuas  from  their  den, leauing  with  hungry  thretes 
Their  whelpes  behinde :  among  our  foes  we  ran. 
Upon  their  swerdes  viito  apparent  death, 
Holding  alway  the  chiefe  strete  of  the  town, 
Coiierd  with  the  close  shadowes  of  the  nighL 

Who  can  evpressc  the  slaughter  of  that  oigbt  ? 
Or  tell  the  nomber  of  the  corpses  slaine? 
Or  can  in  teres  bewaile  them  worthely? 
The  auncient  famous  citie  falleth  down. 
That  many  yeres  did  bold  such  seignorie. 
With  senslesse  bodies  eaery  strete  is  spred, 
Eche  poiace,  and  sacred  porch  of  the  Gods. 
Nor  yet  alone  the  Troyan  blood  was  shed : 
Manhod  oft  times  into  the  vanquist  brest 
Returnesy  wberby  some  victors  Grekes  ar  slain. 
Gruel  complaintes,  and  terror  euery  where, 
And  plentie  of  griesly  pictures  of  death. 

And  first  with  us  Androgens  there  met, 
FeJlowed  with  a  swarming  rout  of  Orekes : 
Deming  vs,  unware,  of  that  feloship  : 
With  frendly  words  whom  thus  he  eald  vnto : 
tiast  ye,  my  frendes;  what  slouth  hath  taried 

yoo? 
Your  feeia  now  sack,  and  spoile  the  burning  Troy: 
From  the  tall  ships  where  ye  but  newly  come. 
When  he  had  sayd,  and  heard  no  answer  made 
To  him  againe  whoto  he  might  geue  trust: 
Finding  him  self  chaunced  amid  bis  foes, 
Mazde  he  withdrew  his  foote  back  with  his  word : 
Like  him,  that  wandring  in  the  bushes  thick. 
Trades  on  the  adder  with  his  rechlesie  foote, 
Rereii  for  wrath  swelling  her  speckled  neck, 
Dismayd,  geues  back  all  sodenly  for  fere. 
Androgens  so  feard  of  that  sight  stept  back : 
^nd  we  gan  rush  amid  the  thickest  rout: 
When  here  and  there  we  did  them  ouerthrow. 
Striken  with  dred,  vnskilfull  of  the  place. 
Our  first  labour  thus  locked  well  with  ?s. 

Chorebus  thus  encouraged  by  his  chaunce, 
Reioysingsayd:  Hold  fourth  the  way  of  health 
(My  feers)  that  hap,  and  manhod  hath  vs  taught: 
Change  we  our  shields;  the  Grekes  armes  do  we  on : 
Cnd,  or  manhod,  with  foes  what  reckes  it  which? 
.  The  Blaine  to  vs  their  armure  they  shall  yeld. 
And  with  that  word  Andix>geu5  crested  helme. 
And  the  rich  armes  of  his  shield  did  he  on : 
A  Grekish  swcrd  he  guided  by  his  side : 
Like  gladly  Diroas,  and  Ripheus  did : 
The  whole  youth  gan  then  clad  in  the  new  spoiles. 
Mingled  with  Grekes  for  no  good  luck  to  vs 
We  went,  and  gaue  many  onsets  that  night. 
And  many  a  Oreke  we  sent  to  Plutoes  court. 
Other  there  fled  and  hasted  to  their  ships 
And  to  their  costes  of  saueguard  ran  againe. 
And  some  there  were,  for  shamefol  cowardrie, 
Clamb  vp  ag^ne  vnto  the  hugie  horse. 
And  did  them  hide  in  his  weUknowen  womb. 

Ay  me,  bootelesse  it  is  for  any  whight 
To  hope  on  ought,  against  the  will  of  the  Gods. 
lioe  where  Cassandra,  Priams  daughter  dere, 
Firom  Pallas  chirch  wasdiawn  with  sparkled  tresse, 
Lifting  in  vain  her  flaming  eyen  to  heuen : 
Her  eyen :  for  Hsi  her  tender  wrestes  were  bound. 
Wkicb  sight  ChorAw  raging  could  apt  here. 


Recklesse  of  death ;  but  tfavost  ainld  the  throa|: 
And  after  we  through  thickest  of  the  swenles. 

Here  were  we  first  ybatred  with  the  dartes 
Of  onr  owne  feers,  from  the  bye  temples  top : 
NVherby  of  ve  grete  slaughter  did  ensue. 
Mistaken  by  our  Grekish  armes  and  crestes. 
^  Then  flockt  the  Orekes,  moned  with  wrath,  and  ire, 
*  Of  the  Urgin  from  them  so  rescued ; 
The  fell  Aj^r,  and  either  Atrides, 
And  the  great  band  eleped  the  Ddopes. 
As  wrastling  windes,out  of  dispersed  whirl, 
Befifht  themselues,  the  west  with  southern  blast, 
And  gladsome  east  proud  of  Auroraes  horse : 
The  woods  do  whiz  j  and  fomy  Nereus, 
Raging  in  furie,  with  three  forked  mace 
From  bottoms  depth  doth  weltre  up  the  seas. 
So  came  the  Grekes  x  And  such,  as  by  deceit 
We  sparkkid  erst  in  shadow  of  the  night. 
And  draue  about  our  town,  appered  fl»t : 
Our  fained  shields  and  wepons  then  tfaqr  fijond, 
And  by  sound  our  discording  voice  they  knew* 
We  went  to  wreck  with  nomber  ouerlayd. 
And  by  the  hand  of  Peneleus  first 
Chorebus  fel  befoie  the  altar  dead 
Of  armed  Pallas:  and  Rypheus  eke. 
The  iustcst  man  among  the  Troians  all. 
And  he  that  best  obserued  equitie ; 
But  otherwyse  it  pleased  now  the  Gods. 
Tliere  Hipanis,  and  Dimas  both  wereslaine. 
Through  pearced  with  the  wepons  of  their  ner»: 
Nor  thee,  Pentbus,  when  thou  wast  oueithroirB, 
Pitle,  nor  zele  of  good  deuotion. 
Nor  habit  yet  of  Phebus  bid  from  scathe. 
Ye  Troyan  ashes,  and  last  flames  of  mine, 
I  cal  in  witnesse,  that  at  your  last  foil 
I  fled  no  stroke  of  any  Grekish  swerd : 
And  if  the  fates  wold  I  had  fidlen  in  fight. 
That  with  my  hand  I  did  deserue  it  weH. 
With  this  from  thence  I  was  recuiled  back,. 
With  Iphytns,  and  Pelias  alone  : 
Iphytus  weke  and  feble  all  for  age, 
Pelias  lamed  by  ITlyssez  hand. 
To  Priams  palace  crye  did  cal  vs  then. 
Here  was  the  fight  right  hideous  to  behold: 
As  though  there  had  no  battail  ben  but  there^  ' 
Or  slaughter  made  els-where  throughout  the  tosm; 
A  fight  of  rage  and  forie  there  we  saw. 
The  Grekes  toward  the  palace  rushed  fast 
And  couered  with  engines  the  gates  beset, 
And  rered  vp  ladders  against  the  walJes, 
Under  the  windowes  scaling  by  their  steppes. 
Fenced  with  sheldes  in  their  left  hands,  wheroa 
They  did  receiue  the  dartes,  #hile  their  right  haods 
Griped  for  hold  th*  embatel  of  the  wall. 
The  Troyans  on  the  tot  her  part  rend  down 
The  turrets  bye,  and  eke  the  palace  roofe: 
With  such  weapons  they  shope  them  to  defend, 
Seeing  al  lost,  now  at  the  point  of  death : 
The  gilt  sparres,  and  the  beanies  then  threw  ihej 

down. 
Of  old  fathers  the  proud  and  royal  workcs : 
And  with  drawn  swerds  some  did  beset  the  gates^ 
Which  they  did  watch  and  kcpe  in  routes  foli  thick. 
Our  sprites  restorde  to  rescue  the  kings  honse. 
To  help  them,  and  to  geue  the  vanquisbt  strength. 

A  postern  with  a  blinde  wicket  there  aus, 
A  common  trade  to  passe  through  Priam's  bouse; 
On  the  backside  wherof  wast  houses  stood : 
Which  way  eftsithes,  while  that  our  kiogdomo 
dured,  * 
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Th>  unferittiutte  Andromache  alone 

llesorted  to  the  parentes  of  her  make. 

With  yong  Astyanax  his  grandsire  to  see. 

Here  passed  I  vp  to  the  hyest  toure. 

From  wbense  the  wretched  Troyaus  did  throw  down 

Dartes  spent  in  wast.    Unto  a  turret  then 

We  atepty  the  which  stood  in  a  place  aloft; 

The  top  wherof  did  reach  well  nere  the  sterres: 

Where  we  were  wont  all  Trove  to  behold. 

The  Grekish  nauie,  and  their  tents  also. 

With  instnunents  of  iron  gan  we  pick, 

To  aeke  where  we  might  finde  the  ioyni^g  shrank 

FrooB  that  high  seat,  which  we  razed,  and  threw 

down: 
Which  falling  gane  fonrthwith  a  rushing  sound, 
And  large  in  breadth  on  Grekish  routes  it  light. 
Bat  aoDe  another  sort  stcpt  in  tbeyr  stede: 
Ho  stone  vnthrown,  nor  yet  no  dart  racast. 

Before  the  gate  stood  Pyrrhns,  in  the  porche* 
Beioysiog  in  his  dartes,  with  glittring  annes; 
like  to  tibe  adder  with  venimous  herb^s  fed. 
Whom  coM  winter  all  bolne  hid  vnder  ground: 
And  shining  bright  when  she  her  slough  had  slong. 
Her  slipper  back  doth  rowle  with  forked  tong. 
And  raised  brest,  lift  vp  against  the  sun. 
With  that  together  came  great  Periphas, 
Astomedon  eke  that  guided  had  sometime 
Achilles  horse,  now  Pyrrhns  armure  bare: 
And  eke  with  him  the  warlike  Scyrian  youth 
Assay  Id  the  house,  and  threw  flame  to  the  top: 
And  he  an  axe  before  the  foremost  raught^ 
Wherwith  he  gan  the  strong  gates  hew,  and  break: 
From  whens  he  bet  the  staples  out  of  hrasse. 
He  brake  the  barres,  and  through  the  timber  pearst 
So  large  a  hole  wherby  they  might  disceme 
The  bouse,  the  court,  the  secret  chambers  eke 
Of  Priamus,  and  auncient  kings  of  Troy, 
Aiid  armed  foes  in  thentrie  of  the  ga^e. 

But  the  palace  within  confounded  was 
With  wayliog,  and  with  ruful  shrikes  and  cryes : 
The  hollow  faialles  did  howle  of  womens  plaint: 
The  clamor  strake  up  to  the  golden  sterres. 
The  frayd  mothers,  wandring  through  the  wide 

house. 
Embracing  pillars,  did  them  hold  and  kisse. 
Pyrrhns  assaileth  with  his  fathers  might: 
Whom  the  closures  nekepers  might  hold  out. 
With  often  pushed  ram  the  gate  did  shake: 
The  posies  beat  down  remouedfrom  their  hooket: 
By  force  they  made  the  way,  and  thentrie  brake. 
And  now  the  Grekes  let  in, the  formest  slew: 
And  the  large  palace  with  soldiars  gan  to  fiU. 
Nor  so  fercely  doth  ouerflow  the  feldes 
The  foroing  flood,  that  brekes  out  of  his  bankes : 
Wboes  rage  of  waters  beares  away  what  heapes 
Stand  in  his  way,  the  coates,  and  eke  the  herdes: 
As  in  thentrie  of  slaughter  furious 
I  asw  Pyrrhns,  and  either  Atrides. 

Theie  Hecuba  I  saw  with  a  hundred  rooa 
Of  her  sons  wyues,  and  Priam  at  the  altar. 
Sprinkling  with  blood  his  flame  of  sacrifice. 
Fiftie  bed-chambers  of  his  childzeus  wyuet. 
With  losse  of  so  great  hope  of  his  ofspring. 
The  pillars  eke  proudly  beset  with  gold. 
And  with  the  spoiles  of  other  nations. 
Fell  to  the  ground :  and  whatso  that  with  flame 
Untouched  was,  the  Grekes  did  all  possesse. 

Parcase  yow  wold  ask  what  was  Priams  fate. 
When  of  his  taken  town  be  saw  the  chauncs. 
And  the  gates  of  his  pahux  beaten  down^ 


His  foes  amid  his  secret  chambers  eke: 

Thold  man  in  vaine  did  on  his  sholders  then. 

Trembling  for  age,  hiscurace  long  disused: 

His  bootclesse  swerd  he  girded  him  about: 

And  ran  amid  his  foes,  redy  to  dye. 

Amid  the  court  vnder  the  heuen  all  hare 

A  great  altar  there  stood,  by  which  there  grew 

An  old  laurel  tree  bowing  therunto, 

Which  with  his  shadow  did  embrace  the  gods. 

Here  Hecuba,  with  her  yong  daughters  all, 

About  the  altar  swarmed  were  in  vaine: 

Like  doues,  that  flock  together  in  thestorme: 

The  statues  of  the  Gods  embracing  fast 

But  when  she  saw  Priam  had  taken  there 

His  armure,  like  as  though  he  had  be^n  yong: 

What  fiirious  thought,  my  wretched  spouse,  qno4 

she. 
Did  mooe  thee  now  such  wepons  for  to  weld? 
Why  hastest  tbow?  This  time  doth  not  require. 
Such  succor,  ne  yet  such  defenders  now : 
No,  though  Hector  my  son  were  here  againe. 
Come  hether:  this  altar  shall  saue  vs  all : 
Or  we  shall  dye  together.     Thus  she  sayd : 
Wherwith  she  drew  him  back  to  her,  and  set 
The  aged  man  down  in  the  holy  seat. 

But  lee  PoliteSfOne  of  Priams  sons,     . 
Escaped. from  the  slaughter  of  Pyrrbus, 
Comes  fleeing  throughlthe  wepons  of  his  foes 
Searching  all  wounded  the  long  galleries; 
And  the  voyd  courtes :  whom  Pyrrhus  all  in  rage 
Followed  fast,  to  reache  a  mortal  wound; 
And  now  in  band  well  nere  strikes  with  his  spere^' 
Who  fleing  fourth,  till  he  came  now  in  sight 
Of  his  parentes,  before  their  face  fell  down. 
Telding  the  ghost,  with  flowing  streames  of  blood. 
Priamusthoot  although  he  were  half  ded. 
Might  not  kepe  in  his. wrath,  nor  yet  his  words: 
But  cryeth  oat:  For  this  thy  wicked  wuik. 
And  boldnesse  eke  such  thing  to  enterprise, 
If  in  the  heauens  any  instic^  be. 
That  of  such  things  taker  any  care  or  kepe^ 
According  thankes  the  gods  may  yeld  to  the: 
And  send  thee  eke  thy  inst  deserued  hyre. 
That  made  me  see  the  slaughter  of  my  childe^ 
And  with  his  blood  defile  the  fathers  face. 
But  he,  by  whom  thou  fliinst  thy  self  begot, 
Achilles  was  to  Priam  not  so  stem. 
For  loe  he,  teudring  my  most  humble  sute. 
The  right,  and  faith,  my  Hectors  bloodlessO  corps 
Rendred,  for  to  be  layd  in  sepulture. 
And  sent  me  to  my  kingdome  home  againe. 

Thus  sayd  the  aged  man ;  and  therewithal! 
Forcelesse  he  cast  his  weake  vnweldy  dart: 
Which  repulst  from  the  hrasse,  where  it  gaue  dial 
mthottt  sound,  hong  vainly  in  the  shields  bosse* 
Suod  Pyrrhus,  Then  thou  shalt  this  thing  reports 
On  message  to  Pelide  my  father  go: 
Shew  Tnto  him  my  cruel  dedes,  and  how 
Neoptolem  is  s warned  out  of  kiade* 
Now  Shalt  thou  dye,  qpiod  he.  And  with  thSE 
At  the  altar  him  trembling  gan  he  draw. 
Wallowing  through  the  blodsbedof  bis  son: 
And  his  l«ft  hand  all  clasped  in  his  heare: 
With  his  right  arme  drewe  fourth  his  shining 

sword. 
Which  in  his  side  he  tbrnst  vp  to  the  hilts: 
Of  Priamus  this  was  the  fatal  fine, 
Tho  wofull  end  that  was  alotlsd  him : 
When  he  had  seen  his  palace  all  on  f 
With  ruiso  of  his  Troyan  tanrets  eke. 
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*rhat  royal  prince  of  Asie,  which  of  late 
Reignd  ouer  so  mnny  peoples  and  realmes. 
Like  a  great  stock  now  iieth  on  the  shore: 
This  hed  and  shoiders  parted  ben  in  twaiue: 
A  body  now  without  reuome,  and  fame. 

Then  first  in  me  entred  the  grisly  feare ! 
Dismayd  I  was.    Wherwith  came  to  my  mind 
The  image  eke  of  my  dere  father,  when 
I  thus  beheld  the  king  of  equal  age 
Yeld  »p  the  sprite  with  wounds  so  cruelly. 
Then  thought  1  of  Creusa  left  alone: 
And  of  my  house  in  danger  of  the  spoile: 
And  the  estate  of  yong  luUis  eke. 
I  looked  back  to  seke  what  nomber  then 
I  might  discern  about  me  of  ray  fieeres. 
But  weried  they  had  left  me  all  alone: 
Some  to  the  ground  were  lopett  from  aboae; 
Some  in  the  fiame  their  irked  bodies  cast. 

There  was  no  moe  but  I  left  of  them  all : 
When  that  I  saw  in  Uestaes  temple  sit 
Dame  Helen,  lurking  in  a  secret  place: 
(Such  light  the  flame  did  giue  as  [  went  by. 
While  here  and  there  I  cast  mine  eycn  about) 
For  she  in  dred,  least  that  the  Troians  shold 
Reuefige  on  her  the  mine  of  their  walles, 
And  of  the  Grekes  the  cruel  wrekes  also. 
The  furie  eke  of  her  forsaken  make, 
The  common  bane  of  Troy,  and  eke  of  Grece, 
Hateliil  At  sate  beside  the  alttrs  hid. 
Then  boyld  my  brest  with  flame,  and  burning 

wrath. 
To  reuenge  my  town  vnto  such  mine  brought : 
With  worthy  peines  on  her  to  work  my  will. 
-  Thought  I :  Shall  she  passe  to  the  land  of  Spart 
All  safe,  and  see  Myccne  her  natiue  land, 
And  like  a  quene  returne  with  victorie 
Home  to  her  spouse,  her  parentes,  and  childrenj 
Folowed  with  a  traine  of  Troyan  maides, 
And  seraed  with  a  band  of  Phrygian  slaues: 
And  Priam  eke  with  iron  murdred  (htis, 
AndTroye  town  consumed  all  with  flame, 
Whoe0  shore  hath  ben  so  oft  forbathed  in  blood? 
No  no:  for  though  on  wemen  the  reuenge 
Unsemely  is,*  such  conquest  hath  no  faffie: 
To  geue  an  end  vnto  such  miischief  yet 
My  iust  reuenge  shall  merit  worthy  praise ; 
And  quiet  eke  my  minde,  for  to  be  wroke 
On  her  which  was  the  causes  of  this  flame. 
And  satisfy  the  cinder  of  mv  fieers. 

With  furious  minde  while!  did  argue  thus, 
My  blessed  mother  then  appeard  to  me. 
Whom  erst  so  bright  mine  eyes  bad  neuer  seen, 
Andlvith  pnre  light  she  glistred  in  the  night, 
Disclosing  her  in  forme  a  Goddesse  like, 
Ae  she  doth  seme  to  such  as  dwell  in  heuen. 
My  right  hand  then  she  toke,  and -held  it  fast. 
And  WYtli  her  rosie  lips  thus  did  she  say : 
Son,  what  furie  faatb  thus  prouoked  thee 
To  such  Tittamed  wrath  ?  why  ragest  thow? 
Or  where  is  now  become  the  care  of  vp  > 
M'ilt  thou  not  first  go  see  where  thou  hast  left 
Anchises  thy  father  fordone  with  age? 
Doth  Creusa  liue,  and  Ascanius  thy  son? 
Whom  now  the  Grekish  bands  haue  round  besets 
And,  were  they  not  defensed  by  my  care, 
Flame  bad  them  raught  and  enmies  swerd  ere  this. 
Not  Helens  beautie  hatefoll  vnto  thee. 
Nor  blamed  Paris  yet,  but  the  Gods  wrath 
Reft  vow  this  wealthy  and  oaerthrew  your  town. 
Behold  (and  I  shall  now  tb«  cloude  remoue, 


Which  onercast  thy  mortal  sight  doth  dim: 
Whoes  moisture  doth  obscure  all  thingcs  about  i 
And  fere  not  thow  to  do  thy  mothers  will. 
Nor  her  aduisc  refuse  thow  to  perforroe) 
Here  where  thow  seest  the  turrets  ouerthrown, 
Stone  bet  from  stone,  smoke  rising  mixt  with  dust, 
Neptunus  there  shakes  with  bis  mace  the  walks^ 
And  eke  the  loose  foundations  of  tie  same, 
And  ouerwhclms  the  whole  town  from  his  seat: 
And  cruel!  luno  with  the  formest  here 
Doth  kepe  the  gate  that  Scea  clcped  is, 
Nere  wood  for  wrath,  whereas  she  standes,  and  calls 
In  harnesse  bright  the  Grekes  out  of  their  ships: 
And  in  the  turrets  hye  behold  where  stindes 
Bright  shining  Pallas,  all  in  warlike  wede. 
And  with  her  shield  where  Gorgons  hed  apperes^ 
And  lopitcT  my  father  distributes 
Auayling  strength, and  courage  to  the  Grekes: 
Yet  ouermore,  against  the  Troyan  power. 
He  doth  provoke  the  rest  of  all  the  gods. 
Flee  then  my  son,  and  gcue  this  trauail  end : 
Xe  shall  1  thee  forsake,  in  sauegard  till 
1  haue  thee  brought  vnto  thy  fathers  gate. 
This  did  she  say:  and  therwith  gan  she  hide 
Her  self  in  shadow  of  the  close  night. 

Then  dredful  figures  gan  appere  to  me. 
And  great  Gods  eke  aggrcued  with  onr  town* 
I  saw  Trove  fall  down  in  burning  gledes : 
Nt  ptunus  tou-n  clcnc  rczed  from  the  soil : 
Like  as  the  elm  foi|;rown  in  mountains  bye, 
Round  hewen  with  axe,  that  husbandmen 
With  thick  assaultes  striue  to  tcere  up, doth  threatj 
And  hact  brneath  trembling  doth  bend  his  top, 
Till  yold  with  strokes,  geuing  the  latter  crack, 
Rent  from  the  hcighth,  with  mine  it  doth  fall. 

With  this  I  went,  and  guided  by  a  God 
I  passed  through  my  foes,  and  rke  the  flame: 
Their  wepons,  and  the  fire  eke  gaue  me  place. 
Aud  when  that!  was  come  before  the  gates, 
The  auncient  building  of  my  fathers  house : 
My  father,  whom  I  hoped  to  conuey 
To  the  next  hils,  and  did  him  thearto  treat, 
Refused  either  to  prolong  his  life, 
Or  bide  exileafter  the  fail  of  Troy. 
All  ye,  quod  he,  in  whom  yong  blood  is  fresb, 
Whoci' strength  remaines  entier  aod  in  fiill  powr. 
Take  ye  your  flight. 

For  if  the  Gods  my  life  wold  haue  prorog(*d, 
Thry  had  reserud  for  me  this  wonniug  place. 
It  was  enough,  alas,  and  eke  to  much, 
To  see  the  town  of  Troy  thus  razed  ones: 
To  have  liu-d  after  the  citee  taken. 
When  ye  have  sayd,  this  corps  layd  out  forsake: 
My  hand  shall  seke  my  death,  and  pitie  shal 
Mine  enmies  moue,  or  els  hope  of  ray  spoile. 
As  for  my  gniuc,  I  wcy  the  !osse  but  li^'ht: 
For  I  my  yeres  disdain  full  to  the  Gods 
Haue  lingred  fourth,  vnable  to  all  uedes, 
Sins  that  the  fire  of  Gods  and  king  of  men 
Strakeme  with  thonder,  and  with  leuening  blast. 
Such  things  began  rehcrse,  th^  firmly  bent: 
But  me  besprent  with  trrcs,  my  tender  son. 
And  eke  my  swete  Creusa,  with  the  rest 
Of  the  houshuld,  my  father  gaii  besecbe, 
Not  so  with  him  to  perish  all  at  ones. 
Nor  80  to  yeld  vnto  the  cruel  fete, 
Which  he  refused,  and  stack  to  his  entent 
"    Driuen  I  was  to  hamessc  then  againe, 
Miserably  my  death  for  to  desire. 
For  what  aduise  or  other  hope  was  left  ? 
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Father,  thooghtstthow  that  I  may  ones  remone 
Suod  1,  afooCr,  and  leaue  thee  here  behinde? 
May  «iich  a  wrong  passe  from  a  fatliers  mouth  ? 
If  Gods  will  be,  that  nothing  bene  be  saucd 
or  this  great  town,  and  thy  miiide  bent  to  ioyoe 
Both  thee  and  thine  to  mine  of  this  town: 
The  way  is  plainc  this  deatli  fur  to  attaine. 
P^'rrbus  shall  come  besprent  with  Priams  blood, 
liiat  gored  the  son  before  the  fatiKrs  face. 
And  slew  the  father  at  the  altar  eke. 
O  sacred  mother,  was  it  then  for  this, 
That  you  me  led  through  flame,  and  wepons  sharp, 
That  I  might  in  my  secret  cbaumber  see 
Mine  enmies,  and  Ascanius  my  son, 
My  &ther,  with  Creusa  my  swcte  wife, 
Af  uidred,  alas,  the  one  in  thothers  blood? 
Why  seruants  then,  bring  me  my  armes  ag^lne. 
The  latter  day  vs  vanquished  doth  call. 
Render  me  now  to  the  Grekes  fisht  againe: 
And  let  me  see  the  fight  begon  of  new : 
We  shall  not  all  vnwroken  dye  this  day. 
About  me  then  I  girt  my  swerd  again, 
And  eke  my  shield  on  my  lefl  sholder  cast. 
And  bent  me  so  to  rush  out  of  the  house, 
Lo  in  my  gate  my  spouse  clasping  my  feet, 
Forcgainst  his  father  yong  lulus  set. 
If  thow  arilt  go,  quod  she,  and  spill  thy  self 
Take  vs  with  thee  in  all  that  may  betide. 
But  as  expert  if  thow  in  armes  haue  set 
Yet  any  hope,  then  first  this  house  defend, 
Wbearas  thy  son,  and  eke  thy  father  derc, 
And  I  soratime  thine  owne  dere  wife,  ar  left. 
JlershrilNoud  voice  with  plaint  thus  Olid  tlie  house; 
Wtien  that  a  sodein  monstrous  iiiaroel  fell : 
For  io  their  sight,  and  woefull  parents  armes. 
Behold  a  light  out  of  the  butten  sprang 
Tbat  in  tip  of  lulus  cap  did  stand: 
VTithfentletouch  whocs  harmlesse  flame  did  shine, 
Upon  his  hearc,  about  his  temples  spred: 
And  we  afraid  trembling  for  dredful  fere 
Bet  out  the  fire  fiom  his  biasing  tresse,  . 
Ar.d  with  water  gan  quench  the  sacred  flame. 
Ancbises  glad  his  eyen  lift  to  the  sterres: 
With  bands  bis  voice  to  heauen  thus  he  bent. 
If  by  praicT,  almighty  Jupiter, 
inclined  thou  mayst  be :  behold,  vs  then 
Of  ruth:  at  least  if  wc  so  much  descrue. 
Graunt  eke  thine  ayd,  father;  confirm  this  thing. 

Scarsc  had  the  old  man  said,  when  that  the 
heuens 
With  sodein  noise  thondred  on  the  left  hand: 
Out  of  the  skie  by  the  dark  night  there  fell 
A  blazing  steme,  dragging  a  brand  or  flame : 
Which  with  much  light  gliding  on  the  housetop. 
In  the  forest  of  Ida  hid  her  beames : 
The  which  full  bright  ccudleing  a  furrow  shone. 
By  a  long  tract  appointing  vs  the  way : 
And  Vound  about  of  brimstone  rose  a  fiime. 
My  father  vanquist,  then  beheld  the  skies. 
Spake  to  the  Gods,  and  tholy  sterre  adored : 
Kow,  now,  quod  he,  no  longer  I  abide: 
Felow  I  slmll  where  ye  me  guide  at  hand. 
O  natiue  G<^s,  your  familie  defend, 
Pmerue  your  live,  this  warning  comes  of  you, 
And  Tr.>>>  stands  in  your  protection  now: 
Kow  geue  I  place,  and  wherso  that  thou  goe. 
Refuse  I  not,  my  tonne,  to  be  thy  feer. 

Thus  did  be  say :  and  by  that  time  more  clere 
Theciackiog  flame  was  heard  througboutthe  walles. 
And  more  and  mora  the  burning  heat  drew  nere. 


Why  then  haue  done,  my  father  dere»  quorl  I, 

Bestride  my  neck  fourth  with,  and  f>it  thereon^ 

And  1  shal  witii  my  sholders  thee  susteine: 

Ne  shal'this  labor  do  me  any  derc. 

What  so  betide,  come  perill,  come  welfare. 

Like  to  vs  both  and  common  there  shal  be. 

Yong  lulus  shall  beare  me  company; 

And  my  wife  shal  follow  far  ol  my  steppes. 

Now  ye  my  seruantes,  mark  well  what  I  say  : 

Without  the  town  ye  shall  find,  on  an  hill. 

And  old  temple  there  standes,  wheras  somtime 

Worship  was  don  to  Ceres  the  Goddesse: 

Biside  which  growes  an  aged  ciprcsse  tree, 

Preserned  long  by  our  forefathers  zele. 

Behind  which  place  let  vs  together  mete. 

And  thow  father  receiue  into  thy  handes 

The  reliques  all,  and  the  Gods  of  the  land: 

The  which  it  were  not  lawful!  I  should  touch. 

Thai  come  but  late  from  slaughter  and  bk)od8hed. 

Tin  I  be  washed  in  the  running  floods 

When  I  had  >ayd  these  wordes,  my  sholders  brode; 

And  laied  neck  with  garmeutes  gan  I  spret^ 

And  theron  cast  a  yellow  lions  skin. 

And  therupon  my  burden  I  receiue. 

Young  lulus,  clasped  in  my  right  hand. 

Follow  eth  me  fust  with  vnegal  pace : 

And  at  my  back  my  wife.    Thus  did  we  passey 

By  places  shadowed  most  with  the  night.  » 

And  me,  whom  Jate  the  dart  which  enmies  threw. 

Nor  preasse  of  Argive  routes  could  make  aoaazde^ 

£che  whispriug  wind  hath  power  now  to  fray, 

And  eueiy  sound  to  moue  my  doubtful!  nund  ; 

So  much  I  died  my  burden  and  my  feer. 

And  now  we  gan  draw  nere  vntotbe  gate. 
Right  well  escapt  tlie  daunger,  as  we  thought: 
When  that  at  hand  a  sound  of  fuet  we  beard. 
My  ^Either  then,  gazing  throughout  the  dark. 
Cried  out  on  me :  Flee,  son,  they  ar  at  hand. 
With  that  bright  sheldes,  and  sbene  armours  I  saw. 
But  then  I  knowe  not  what  vnfrendly  God 
My  tiobled  wit  from  me  biraft  for  fere: 
For  while  I  ran  by  the  most  secret  stretes, 
Eschuing  still  the  common  haunted  track. 
From  me  catif,  alas,  bereued  was 
Creusa  then  my  spouse,  I  wotenothow: 
Whether  by  fate,  or  missing  of  the  way. 
Or  that  she  was  by  wcrinesse  reteind: 
But  neuer  sithe  these  eies  might  her  behold: 
Nor  did  I  yet  perceive  tluit  she  was  lost; 
Ne  neuer  backward  turned  I  my  mind. 
Till  we  came  to  the  hill,  whereas  there  stood 
The  old  temple  dedicate  to  Ceres. 

And  when  that  we  were  there  assembled  allj 
She  was  only  away,  deceiuing  vs 
Her  spouse,  her  son,  and  all  her  compainie. 
What  God,  or  man  did  I  not  then  accuse, 
Nere  wood  for  ire?  or  what  more  crucU  chaunce 
Did  hap  to  me,  in  all  Troies  ouerthrow  ? 
Ascanius  to  my  feeres  I  then  betoke. 
With  Anchises  and  eke  the  Troian  Gods, 
And  left  them  hid  within  a  valley  depe. 
And  to  the  towne  I  gan  me  bye  againe. 
Clad  in  bright  armes,  and  bent  for  to  renew 
Auentures  past,  to  search  throughout  the  towD« 
And  yeld  my  bed  to  perils  ones  againe. 
And  first  the  walles  and  dark  entrie  I  sought 
Of  the  same  gate,  wherat  I  issued  out : 
Holding  backward  the  steppes  whcr  we  had  coma 
In  the  dark  night,  loking  adl  round  about: 
Io  euery  place  the  ugsyme  sights  I  saw^ 
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The  Bilence  selfii  of  Hight  agatt  my  sprite. 
From'  heDse  againe  I  past  vnto  our  houw. 
If  she  by  chaunce  had  ben  returned  home. 
The  Grekes  were  there,  and  had  it  all  beset : 
The  wasting  fire  blown  vp  by  drift  of  wind, 
Aboue  the  roofes  the  blazing  flame  sprang  up: 
The  sound  wherof  with  furie  pearst  the  skies. 
To  Priams  palace  and  the  Castei  then 
1  made :  and  there  at  lunous  sanctuaik- 
In  the  Toid  porches  Phenix,  Ulisses  eke, 
Sterne  guardens  stood,  watching  of  the  spoile. 
The  richesse  here  were  set  rest  from  the  brent 
Temples  of  Th>y :  the  teble  of  the  Gods, 
The  vessels  eke  that  were  of  massy  gold, 
And  vestares  spoiled,  were  gatherd  all  in  heap; 
The  children  orderly,  and  mothers,  pale 
For  fright, 
Long  ranged  on  a  rowe  stode  round  about. 

So  bold  was  I  to  showe  my  voice  that  night; 
With  clepes  and  cries  to  fill  the  stretes  throiigh- 

out, 
With  Creove  name  in  sorrow,  with  vain  teres; 
And  often  sithes  the  same  for  to  repete. 
The  town  resUesse  with  ftirie  as  I  sought, 
Th'  unlucky  figure  of  Creusaes  ghost,    . 
Of  stature  more  than  wont,  stood  fore  mine  eyen. 
Abashed  then  I  waxe:  therwith  my  heare 
GttD  start  right  vp:  my  voice  stuck  in  my  tbrote. 
When  with  such  words  she  gan  my  hart  remoue: 
What  helps  to  yeld  vnto  snch  furious  rage, 
Swete  spouse,  quod  she,  without  wil  of  the  gods 
This  cbannced  not:  ne  lefutl  was  for  thee. 
To  lead  away  Creusa  hense  with  thee: 
The  king  of  the  bye  heuen  suffreth  it  not. 
A  long  exile  thou  art  assigned  to  here: 
Long  to  furrow  large  space  of  stormy  seas: 
So  Shalt  thou  reach  at  last  Hesperian  land, 
Wher  Lidian  Tiber  with  his  gentle  streme 
Mildly  doth  flow  along  the  frutfull  feldes. 
There  mirthfhl  wealth,  there  kingdom  is  for  thee. 
There  a  kinges  child  preparde  to  be  thy  make. 
For  thy  beloued  Creusa  stint  tliy  tere^: 
For  now  sbal  1  not  see  the  proud  abodes 
Of  Myrmidons,  nor  yet  of  Dolopes: 
Ne  I  a  Tfoyan  lady,  and  the  wife 
Unto  the  sonne  of  Uenus  the  Goddesse, 
Shall  goe  a  slane  to  seme  the  Grekish  dames. 
Me  here  the  Gods  great  mother  holdes. 
And  now  farwell :  and  kepe  in  fathers  brest 
The  tender  loue  of  thy  youg  son  and  myne. 
This  hauing  said,  she  left  me  all  in  teres» 
And  minding  much  to  speake:  but  she  was  gone. 
And  suttly  fled  into  the  weigbUesse  aire. 
Thrise  raught   I  with  mine  armes  taccoll   her 

neck: 
Thrise  did  my  hands  vaine  holde  th image  escape; 
Like  nimble  windes,  and  like  the  fleing  dreame. 
So  night  spent  out,  return  I  to  my  feeres: 
And  thcr  wondring  I  find  together  swarmd 
A  new  nomber  of  mates,  mothers,  and  men, 
A  rout  exiled,  a  wreched  multitude. 
From    eche-where    flockke    together,   prest    to 

passe, 
With  hart  and  goods,  to  whatsoeoer  land 
By  sliding  seas  me  listed  them  to  lede. 
And  now  rose  Lucifer  aboue  the  ridge 
Of  lusty  Ide,  and  brought  the  dawning  light, 
The  Grekes  held  thentries  of  the  gates  beset: 
Of  help  there  was  no  hope.    Then  gaue  I  plfice, 
Toke  up  my  lire,  and  batted  to  the  bill. 


^    THE  VOCRTH  BOKB  OP  TIRGUBS  AEMAli^ 

Birr  now  the  woanded  duene,  with  heny  can 
Throughout  the  vemes  she  norished  the  playe. 
Surprised  with  blind  flame;  and  to  hir  mind 
Gan  eke  resort  the  prowesse  of  the  man. 
And  honour  of  his  race:  while  in  her  brest 
Imprinted  stuck  his  wordes,  and  pictures  fomie. 
Ne  to  herlimmes  care  graunteth  quiet  rest. 
The  next  morow,  with  Phebus  laomp,  the  earth 
Alighted  clere:  and  eke  the  dawning  day 
The  shadowes  dark  gan  from  the  poale  remoue; 
When  all  vnsound  her  sister  of  like  minde 
Thus  spake  she  to:  O  sister  Ann,  what  dreames 
Be  these,  that  me  tormented  thas  afinay? 
What  new  guest  is  this,  that  to  our  realm  Is  comet 
What  one  of  chore?  how  stout  of  hart  in  aniies2 
Truly  I  think,  ne  vain  is  my  beleie. 
Of  Goddish  race  some  of^pring  shold  he  be: 
Cowardry  notes' hartes  swanied  out  of  kind. 
He  driven,  lord,  with  how  hard  destiny! 
What  battailes  eke  atchieued  did  he  recomit! 
But  that  my  mind  is  fixed  vnmoueably, 
Neuer  with  wight  in  wedlock  ay  to  ioyne; 
Sith  my  first  loue  me  left  by  death  disaeoeied: 
If  geniall  brands  and  bed  me  lothed  not. 
To  this  one  gilt  perchaonce  yet  might  I  yeld. 
Anne,  for  I  graunt,  sith  wretched  Sichees  death, 
My  spouse  and  bouse  with  brothers  alangbttt' 

staind. 
This  onely  man  hath  made  my  sences  bend. 
And  pricked  fourth  the  mind,  that  gan  to  slide: 
Now  feelingly  I  taste  the  steppes  of  mine  olfl 

flame* 
But  first  I  wish,  the  earth  me  swalow  down: 
Or  with  thunder  the  mighty  Lord  me  send 
To  the  pale  gostes  of  hel,  and  darknes  deepe: 
Ere  I  thee  staine,  shsmefastnes,  or  thy  lawes* 
He  that  with  me  first  coppled,  tooke  away 
My  loue  with  him;  enjoy  it  in  his  graue. 

Thus  did  she  say,  and  with  supprised  tearea 
Bained  her  brest.  Wherto  Anne  thus  replied: 
O  sister,  dearer  beloued  then  the  lygbt: 
Thy  youth  alone  in  plaint  still  wilt  thou  spOI? 
Ne  children  swete,  ne  Uenns  glftes  wilt  know  ? 
Cinders,  thinkest  thou,  mind  this?   or  graoed 

.   ghostes? 
Time  of  thy  doole,  thy  spouse  new  dead,  I  grannt, 
Kone  might  thee  moue:  no  not  the  libyan  king, 
Nor  yet  of  Tire:  larbas  set  to  light; 
And  other  princes  mo:  whom  the  rich  soile 
Of  Affirick  breedes,  in  honours  triumphant. 
Wilt  thou  also  gainstaod  thy  liked  loue? 
Comes  not  to  mind  vpon  whoes  land  thou  dwelst? 
On  this  side,  loe  the  Getule  town  behold. 
A  people  bold  vnvanquished  In  \<^rre; 
Eke  the  vndaunt6d  Numides  compasse  thee; 
Also  the  Sirtes,  vnfrendly  harbroughe: 
On  thother  hand  a  desart  real  me  for-thmst. 
The  Baroeans,  whojBe  fory  stretcheth  wide. 
What  shall  I  touch  the  warres  that  ntooe  ttom 

Tire? 
Or  yet  thy  brothers  threates? 
By  Cods  purueiaunce  it  blewe,  and  lunos  heipe, 
The  Troiaynes  shippes,  1  think,  to  runn  this  connC 
Sister,  what  town  shalt  thou  see  this  become? 
Tbrogh  such  allie  how  shall  our  kingdom  rise? 
And  by  the  aid  of  Troiane  armes  how  great? 
How  many  watet  shal  Carteges  glorie  grow? 
Thott  onely  now  bewch  the  Gods  of  grac« 
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Bf  MCrillee:  which  ended,  to  thy  house 
Keceiie  him:  aod  foi^  causes  of  abode: 
Whiles  wioter  frettes  the  seas,  and  watry  Orion, 
The  shippes  sbaiceii,  vnfrendly  the  season. 

Such  woides  enflamed  the  kindled  mind  with 
loue» 
Loosed  ai  shame,  aud  gaae  the  doutfull  hope. 
Aod  to  the  temples  first  they  hast,  and  seeke 
By  sacrifice  for  grace,  with  hogrdes  of  two  yeares 
Chosen  as  ought,  to  Ceres,  that  gaue  lawes^ 
To  Phebus,  Baehus,  and  to  luno  chiefe. 
Which  hath  in  care  the  bandes  of  mariage. 
Fsire  Dido  held  in  her  right  hand  the  cup, 
Which  twfxt  the  homes  of  a  white  oowe  ahe  shed 
lo  presence  of  the  Gods,  passing  before 
The  anlten  fatte,  which  she  renewed  oft 
With  giftes  that  day,  and  beasts  debowled; 
Casing  for  counsell  <m  the  entrales  warme. 
Ay  me,  vnskilfull  mindes  of  prophesy! 
Temples, or  vowes,  what  bootetbey  in  her  rage? 
A  gentle  flame  the  mary  doth  deuoure, 
Whiles  in  the  brest  the  silent  wouud  keepes  life. 
Unhappy  Dido  burns,  and  in  her  rage 
Througboot  the  town  she  wandreth  vp  and  down : 
like  the  stricken  Hinde  with  shaft,  in  Crete 
Throoghoot  the  woods  which  chasing  with  bis  darte 
Aloofe,  the  shepheard  smiteth  at  vnwares, 
And  leaues  unwist  in  her  the  thirling  head : 
That  thfongh  the  greoei,  and  landes  glides  in  her 

fight; 
Amid  whose  side  the  mortall  arrow  stickes. 

Aeneas  now  about  the  walles  she  leades, 
Thetowne  prepved,  and  Cartage  welth  to  shew; 
Ofiring  to  speak,  amid  her  voice,  she  whistes. 
And  when  the  day  gan  hWe,  new  feastes  she 


The  Troics  tranailes  to  heare  a-new  she  listes, 
Inngjpd  al:  and  stareth  in  his  face 
That  teb  the  tale.    And  when  they  were  al  gone. 
And  the  dimme  mone  doth  eft  withold  the  light. 
And  sliding  sterres  prouoked  vnto  sleepe; 
Alone  she  moumes  within  her  palace  voide; 
And  sets  her  down  oa  her  forsaken  bed: 
And  absent  him  she  heares,  when  he  is  gone, 
And  seeth  eke:  oft  in  her  lapiie  she  holdes 
Aicanius,  trnpt  by  bin  fathers  forme: 
Sj  to  begile  the  loue,  can  not  be  told. 

The  torrettes  now  arise  not,  erst  begonne; 
^*ether  the  youth  weldes  amtes,  nor  they  auance 
"Hie  portes,  nor  other  mete  defence  for  warr: 
Broken  there  hang  the  workes  and  mighty  frames 
^^les  high  raised,  threatening  the  skie. 
Whom  assoone  as  loues  deare  wife  saw  infect 
With  rach  a  plage,  ne  fame  resist  the  rage : 
Mtam^  daughter  thus  burdes  Uenus  then: 
Creat  praise,  quod  she,  and  worthy  spoiles  you 
You  and  your  son :  great  Gods  of  memory,  [win, 
Jy  hoth  your  wiles  one  woman  to  dcvower. 
Yet  an  I  not  deceiued,  that  foreknew 
Ye  dread  our  walles,  and  bildinges  gan  suspect 
^  Ugb  Cartage.  But  what  sh  J  be  the  ende? 
^  wbemato  now  serueth  such  debate  ? 
Bot  rather  peace,  and  bridale  bandes  knit  we, 
m  th«i  hast  spede  of  that,  thy  heart  desired : 
^  doth  bume  with  loue,  rage  fretes  her  boones; 
^people  now  as  common  to  vs  both, 
£^  •qual  fauonr  let  vs  gouern  then ; 
•j^llbe  it  to  seme  a  Troian  spouse ; 
**[  urianes  yeld  to  thy  right  hand  in  dowrei 

To  whott  Uenus  rej^lied  thus;  (that  kaewe 


Her  wordes  proceded  from  a  fained  minde, 
^To  Libian  coastes  to  turne  thempire  from  Rome.) 
j  What  wight  so  Ibnd,  such  offer  to  lefiise? 
Or  yet  with  thee  had  leuer  striue  in  warr? 
So  bet  it  fbrtune  thy  tale  bring  to  effect : 
But  detitenies  I  dout:  least  loue  will  graunt. 
That  folk  of  Tire,  and  such  as  came  ^om  Troie, 
Should  hold  one  town;  or  graont  these  nacions 
Mingled  to  be,  or  ioyned  ay  in  leage. 
Thou  ar  his  wife;  lefuli  it  is  for  the 
For  to  attempt  his  fansie  by  request: 
Passe  on  before  and  folow  the  I  shal. 

fiuene  luno  then  thus  tooke  her  tale  againe: 
This  travaile  be  it  mine:  but  by  what  meane 
Marke,  in  fewe  wordes  I  shal  thee  lerne  eftsones^ 
This  worke  in  hand  may  now  be  compassed. 
Aneas  now,  and  wretched  Dido  eke 
To  the  forest  a  hunting  minde  to  wende 
To  mome,'as  soon  as  Titan  shall  ascend. 
And  with  his  beames  hath  ouerspred  the  world: 
And  whiles  the  winces  of  youth  do  swarm  about^ 
And  whiles  they  raunge  to  ouer-set  the  groues, 
A  doudie  showr  mingled  with  haile  1  shall 
Poure  down,  and  then  with  thonder  shake  the 

skies, 
Thassemble  scattered  the  mist  shall  doke. 
Dido  a  cau'e,  the  Troyan  prince  the  same 
Shall  enter  to;  aod  I  will  be  at  hand : 
And  if  thy  will  sticke  vnto  mine,  I  shall 
In  wedlocke  sure  knit,  and  make  her  his  own: 
Thus  shall  the  maryage  be.    To  whose  request 
Without  debate  Uenus  did  seme  to  yeld. 
And  singled  soft,  as  she  that  found  the  wyle. 

Then  from  the  seas,  the  Dawning  gan  arise: 
The  Sun  once  vp,  the  chosen  youth  gan  throng 
Out  at  the  gates:  the  hayes  so  rarely  knit; 
The  hunting   staues  with  their   brod  heads  of 

Steele : 
And  of  Masile  the  horsemen  fourth  they  brake; 
Of  senting  houudes  a  kenel  huge  likewise. 
And  at  the  threshold  of  her  chamber  dore. 
The  Carthage  Lord&  did  on  the  ^uene  attend.  ^ 

The  trampling  steed  with  gold  and  purple  trapt. 
Chawing  the  fomie  bit,  there  fercely  stood. 
Then  issued  she,  awayted  with  great  train, 
Clad  in  a  cloke  of  Tyre  embradred  riche. 
Her  quyuer  hung  behind  her  back,  her  tresse 
Knotted  in  gold,  her  purple  vesture  eke 
Butned  with  gold.    The  Troyans  of  her  train 
Before  her  go  with  gladsome  lulus. 
Aeneas  eke  the  goodliest  of  the  route 
Makes  one  of  them,  and  ioyneth  close  the  throngs: 
Like  when  Apollo  leaueth  Lycia 
His  wintring  place,  and  Xanthus  floods  likewisei 
To  viset  Delos  his  mothers  mansion; 
Repairing  eft  aud  fhmishing  her  quire: 
The  Candians,and  folkea  of  Driopes, 
With  painted  Agathirsies  shoute  and  crye, 
Enuironing  the  altars  round  about : 
When  that  he  walks  vpon  mount  Cynthustop: 
His  sparkled  tresse  represt  with  garlandes  soft 
Of  tender  leaues,  and  trussed  vp  in  gold: 
His  quiuering  dartes  clattring  behind  his  back* 
So  fresh  and  lustie  did  Aeneas  seme: 
Such  lordly  port  in  present  countenaunce. 

But  to  the  hils,  and  wild  holtes  wboi  they  came: 
From  the  rooks  top  the  driuen  sauage  rose: 
Loe  from  the  hill  aboue  on  thother  side. 
Through  4he  wyde  lurnds,  they  gan  to  take  their 
COVIN : 
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The  harts  likewise,  in  troupes  taking  tbeir  flight, 
Kayslng  the  dast,  the  mountains  fast  forsake. 
Tlie  child  lulus,  blithe  of  his  swift  steedc, 
Amids  the  plain  now  pricks  by  them,  now  these : 
And  to  encounter  wisheth  oft  in  minde 
The  foming  Bore,  in-steede  of  ferefiiU  beasts; 
Or  Lion  brown  might  from  the  hill  descend. 

In  the  mean  while  the  skies  gan  rumble  sore: 
In  tayle  therof,  a  mingled  showr  with  hayle. 
The  Tyrian  folk,  and  eke  the  Troyans  youth. 
And  Uenus  nephew  the  cotages  for  feare 
Sought  round  about;  the  floods  fell  from  the  hils. 
Dido  a  den,  the  Troyan  prince  the  same, 
Chaunced  vpon.     Our  mother  then  the  Earth, 
And  luno  that  hath  charge  of  mariage, 
Firi^t  tokens  gaue  with  burning  gledes  of  flame: 
And  priuie  to  the  wedlock,  lightning  Skies: 
And  the  Nymphes  yelled  from  the  mountains  top. 
Ay  me,  this  was  the  first  day  of  their  mirth. 
And  of  tbeir  harmes  the  first  occasion  eke. 
Respect  of  fame  no  longer  her  witholdes: 
Nor  museth  now  to  frame  her  loue  by  stelth. 
Wedlock  she  cals  it:  vnder  the  pretence 
Of  which  fayre  name  she  cloketh  now  her  faut.' 
Forthwith  Fame  flieth  through  the  great  Lybian 
towns: 
A  mischefe  Fame,  there  ts  none  els  so  swift; 
That  mouing  growes,  and  flitting  gathers  force: 
First  small  for  dred,  sone  after  climes  the  skies: 
Stayeth  on  earth,  and  hides  her  bed  in  cloudes. 
Whom  our  mother  the  Earth,  tempted  by  wrath 
Of  Gods,  b^at;  the  last  sister,  they  write, 
To  Cacus,  and  to  Enceladus  eke: 
Spedie  of  foote,  of  wyng  likewise  as  swift> 
.    A  monster  huge,  and  dredfutl  to  descriae. 
In  euery  plume,  that  on  her  body  sticks, 
A  thing  in  dede  much  maruelous  to  hearc. 
As  many  waker  eyes  lurk  vnderneath, 
So  many  mouthes  to  speak,  and  listning  ear«s. 
By  night  she  flies  amid  the  cloudy  skie, 
Shriking  by  the  dark  shadow  of  the  earth, 
Ke  doth  decline  to  the  swete  slecpe  her  eyes: 
Ky  day  she  sits  to  mark  on  the  house  top,  • 
Or  turrets  bye,  and  the  great  towns  afraics : 
As  mindefull  of  yll  and  lyes,  as  biasing  truth. 
This  monster  blithe  with  many  a  tale  gan  sow 
This  rumor  then  into  the  common  ears : 
As  well  things  don,  as  that  was  never  wrought: 
As  that  there  comen  is  to  Tyrians  court 
Aeneas  one  outsprong  of  Troyan  blood. 
To  whom  fair  Dido  wold  her  self  be  wed. 
And  that;  the  while,  the  winter  long  the  passe 
In  fbule  delight,  forgetting  charge  of  reigne; 
Led  against  honour  with  vnhonest  lust. 

This  in  eche  mouth  the  filthie  Goddesse  spreds. 
And  takes  her  course  to  king  Hiarbas  straight; 
Kindling  his  minde;   with  tales  she  feedes  his 

wrath. 
Gotten  was  he  by  Ammon  lopiter 
Upon  the  rauisht  Nimph  of  Garamant. 
And  hundred  hugie  great  tt'mples  he  built 
In  his  farre  stretching  realmes  to  lupiter; 
Altars  as  many  kept  with  waking  flame, 
A  watchc  always  vpon  the  Gods  to  tend: 
The  floores  embrude  with  yelded  blood  of  beastes. 
And  threshold  spred  \vith  garlands  of  strange  hue* 
He  wood  of  minde,  kindled  by  bitter  brute, 
Toforc  thaltars,  in  presence  of  the  Gods, 
With  reared  hands  gan  bumble  love  entreate: 
Almighty  God,  whom  the  Moores  nacion 


Fed  at  rich  tables  presenteth  with. wine, 

Seest  tbott  these  things?  or  feare  we  thee  in  vaioi 

When  thou  lettesi  flye  thy  thonder  from  the 

cloudes  ? 
Or  do  those  flames  with  vaioe  noyse  us  affray? 
A  woman,  that  waqdring  in  our  coastes  hatb 

bought 
A  plot  for  price,  where  she  a  citie  set; 
To  whom  we  gaue  the  strond  for  to  manure, 
And  lawes  to  rule  our  town;  our  wedlock  lolhed. 
Hath  chose  Aeneas  to  commaund  her  realme.. 
That  Paris  now  with  his  vnmanly  sorte. 
With  mitred  hats,  with  oynted  bush  and  t>eard. 
His  rape  enioyeth:  whiles  to  thy  temples  we 
Our  offrings  bring,  and  folow  rumors  vaine. 

Whom  praing  in  such  sort,  and  griping  eka 
The  altars  fast,  the  mighty  fatlicr  heard: 
And  writhed  his  loke  toward  the  royal  walls, 
And  louers  eke,  forgetting  tbeir  good  name. 
To  Mercuric  then  gaue  he  thus  in  charge. 
Hense  son  in  haste,  and  call  to  thee  the  wiodes: 
Slide  with  thy  plumes,  and  tell  the  Troyan  prince. 
That  now  in  Carthage  loytereth,  rechlesse 
Of  the  towns  graunted  him  by  desteny : 
Swift  through  the  skies,  see  thow   these  words 

conuey: 
His  faire  mother  behight  him  not  to  vs 
Such  one  to  be;  ne  therefore  twyse  him  saued 
From  Grekish  armes;  but  such  a  one 
As  mete  might  seme  great  Italic  to  rule, 
Dreedfull  in  arms,  chaiged  with  seigniorie. 
Shewing  in  profe  his  worthy  Teucrian  race; 
And  vnder  lawes,  the  whole  world  to  subdue. 
If  glorie  of  such  things  nought  him  inflame, 
Ne  he  that  listes  seke  honour  by  som  paine: 
The  towers  yet  of  Rome,  being  his  sire 
Doth  he  enuie  to  yong  Ascanius? 
What  mindeth  he  to  frame,  or  on  what  hope 
In  enmies  land  doth  be  make  hys  abode? 
Ne  his  ofspring  in  Italic  regardes? 
Ne  yet  the  land  of  Lauin  doth  behold? 
Bid  him  make  sayle:  haue  here  the  sum  and  end: 
Our  message  thus  report.    When  loue  had  sayd, 
Then  Mercuric  gan  bend  him  to  obey 
His  mighty  fathers  will :  and  to  his  heelcs 
His  golden  wings  be  knits,  which  him  transport 
With  a  light  winde  aboue  the  earth,  and  seas. 
And  then  with  him  his  wande  he  toke,  whereby 
He  calles  from  hell  pale  gostes ;  and  other  some 
Thether  also  be  sendeth  comfortlesse: 
Wherby  he  forceth  sleepes,  and  them  bereucs; 
And  mortal  eies  he  closcth  vp  in  deth. 
By  power  wherof  he  driues  the  windcs  away; 
And  passeth  eke  amid  the  troubled  cloudes: 
Till  in  his  flight  he  gan  descrie  the  top. 
And  the  stepe  flankes  of  rocky  Atlas  hill; 
That  with  his  crowne  sustaines  the  welkin  vp: 
Whose  head  forgrowen  with  pine,  circled  alway 
With  misty  cloudes,  beaten  with  wind  and  stormc: 
His  shoulders  spred  with  snow,  and  from  his  cbln 
The  springs  descend:  his  beard  froscn  with  yse. 
Here  Mercury  with  equal  shining  winges 
First  touched;  and  with  body  beadling  bette 
To  the  water  thend  took  he  his  disccot : 
Like  to  the  fonle,  that  endlong  co^tes  and  strondei 
Swarming  with  fish,  flyes  sweping  by  the  sea: 
Cutting  betwixt  the  windes  and  Lybian  landes, 
From  his  graundfather  by  the  mothers  side 
Cyllene^s  child  so  came,  and  then  alight 
Upon  the  houses  v^ith  bis  winged  feete: 
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Tofore  the  towers  when  he  Aeneas  saw 
FouDdacioDS  cast,  arereing  lodges  new; 
Girt  with  a  sweard  of  las  per  starry  bright; 
A  shining  parti,  flamed  with  stately-  eie 
Of  Tirian  purple,  houg  his  shoulders  down, 
The  gift  and  work  of  wealthy  Didoes  hand. 
Stripped  throughout  with  a  thin  thred  of  gold. 

Thus  he  encounters  him :  Oh  careless  wight 
Sotbof  thy  realme,  and  uf  thine  own  affaires; 
A  wifebound  man  now  dost  thou  reare  the  walles 
Of  high  Cartage,  to  build  a  goodly  town ! 
From  the  bright  skies  the  ruler  of  the  Gods 
Sent  me  to  thee,  that  with  his  beck  commaundes 
Both  henen  and  earth :  in  hast  he  gaue  me  charge 
Through  this  light  aire  this  message  thee  to  say : 
What  framest  thou?  or  on  what  hope  thy  time 
In  idleness  doth  wast  in  Africk  land? 
Of  so  great  things  if  nought  the  fame  thee  stirr, 
Ne  list  by  travail  honour  to  pursue: 
Ascanus  yet,  that  waxeth  fast,  behold; 
And  the  hope  of  lulus  seede  thine  heir; 
To  whom  the  realm  of  Italy  belonges. 
And  soile  of  Rome.     When  Mercury  had  said : 
Amid  his  tale,  far  of  from  mortal  eies 
Into  light  aire,  he  vanisht  out  of  sight. 

Aeneas  with  that  vision  stricken  down, 
Well  nere  bestraught,  vpstart  his  heare  for  dread. 
Amid  his  throtel  his  voice  likewise  gan  stick. 
For  to  depart  by  night  he  longcth  now, 
And  the  sweet  land  to  leaue,  astonied  sore 
With  this  advise  and  message  of  the  Gods. 
What  may  he  do,  alas?  or  by  what  words 
Bare  he  persuade  the  raging  Queue  in  loue? 
Or  in  what  sort  may  he  his  tale  beginne? 
Now  here,  now  there  his  recklesse  mind  gan  run, 
And  dinersly  him  drawes  discoursing  all. 
After  long  doutes  this  sentence  semed  best: 
Muestbeus  first,  and  strong  Clea'ntbus  eke. 
He  calles  to  him,  with  Sergest:  rnto  whom 
He  gane  in  charge  his  nanie  secretely 
For  to  prepare;  and  driue  to  the  sea  coast 
His  people:  and  their  armour  to  addresse: 
And  for  the  cause  of  change  to  faine  excuse: 
And  that  he,  when  good  Dido  least  foreknew. 
Or  did  suspect  so  great  a  loue  could  break. 
Wold  wait  his  time  to  speke  therof  most  meete;^ 
The  nearest  way  to  hasten  his  entent. 
Gladly  his  wil,  and  biddings  they  obey. 

Ful  soouethe  S^uene  this  crafty  sleight  gan  smell. 
Who  can  deceine  a  louer  in  forecast? 
And  first  foresaw  the  motions  for  to  come: 
Things  roost  assured  fearing:  rnto  whom 
That  wicked  Fame  reported,  how  to  flight 
Was  armde  the  fleet,  all  redy  to  avale. 
Then  ill  bested  of  counsell,  rageth  she; 
And  wbiskcth  through  the  town :   like  Bacchus 

rnnne. 
As  Thias  stirres,  the  sacred  rites  begon, 
And  when  the  wonted  third  yeres  sacrifice 
I^th  prick  her   fourth,  hering    Bachus    name 
And  that  the  festful  night  of  Citheron   [hallowed : 
Both  call  her  fourth  with  noyes  of  dauncing. 

At  length  her  self  bordeth  Aeneas  thus. 
IJnfaithfnll  wight,  to  cover  such  a  fault 
Coldest  thou  hope?  vntwist  to  leaue  my  land? 
Nor  thee  our  loue,  nor  yet  right  hand  betrothed, 
Ne  cruell  death  of  Dido  may  withhold? 
'lut  that  thou  wilt  in  winter  shippes  prepare, 
^d  trie  the  seas  in  broilc  of  whorling  windes? 
Wl)#t  if  tbe  land,  thou  seek^ty  were  not  stnuinge  ? 


If  not  unknowen?  or  auncient  Troyc  yet  stoode?. 
In  rough  seas,  yet  should  Ti-oyetowne  be  sought? 
Shunnest  thou  me?   By  these  teares,  and  right 

hand, 
(For  nought  els  haue  I  wretched  lefte  my  self) 
By  our  spousals  and  ihariage  begonne, 
If  I  of  thee  deserued  euer  well 
Or  thing  of  mine  were  cuer  to  thee  leefe; 
Rue  on  this  realme,  whoes  mine  is  at  hand: 
If  ooght  be  left  that  praier  may  anaile, 
I  thee  beseche  to  do  away  this  minde. 
The  Libians  and  tirans  of  Nomadane 
For  thee  me  hate:  my  Tirians  eke  for  thee 
Ar  wroth :  by  thee  my  shamefastnes  eke  stained. 
And  good  renoume,  wherby  vp  to  the  starres 
Perelessc  1  dame.    To  whom  wilt  thou  me  leaue 
Redy  to  dye,  my  swete  guest?  sithe  this  name 
Is  all  as  now,  that  of  a  spouse  remaines. 
But  wherto  now  shold  I  prolong  my  death? 
What?  vntil  my  brother  Pigmalion 
Beate  downe  my  walls  ?  or  the  Getulian  king 
Hiarbas  yet  captiuc  lead  me  away  ? 
Before  thy  Oight  a  child  had  I  ones  borne, 
Or  sene  a  yong  Aeneas  in  my  court 
Play  vp  and  down,  that  might  present  thy  face, 
All  utterly  I  could  not  seeme  forsaken. 

Thus  sayd  the  Suene :  he  to  the  Gods  aduise 
Unmooed  held  his  eics,  and  in  his  brest 
Represt  his  care,  and  stroue  against  his  wil: 
And  these  few  wordes  at  last  then  forth  he  cast. 
Neuer  shall  X  desire  (3uene)  thy  deserte. 
Greater  than  thou  in  wordes  may  well  expresse: 
To  think  on  thee,  ne  irk  me  aye  it  shall, 
Whiles  of  my  selfe  I  shall  haue  memory. 
And  whiles  the  spirit  these  limmes  of  mine  shal 

rule. 
For  present  pnrposc  somwhat  shall  I  say. 
Neuer  ment  I  to  ciok  the  same  by  stelth, 
Sclaunder  me  not,  ne  to  escape  by  flight: 
Nor  1  to  thee  pretended  manage 
Ne  hytber  cam  to  ioine  me  in  such  leage. 
If  desteny  at  mine  own  liberty 
To  lead  my  life  would  haue  permitted  me. 
After  my  wil  my  sorow  to  redoub, 
Troy  and  the  remainder  of  our  folke 
Restore  I  shold :  and  with  these  scaped  handes^ 
The  walles  again  vnto  thee  vanquished. 
And  palace  hi^b  of  Priam  eke  repaire. 
But  now  Apollo,  called  Grineus, 
And  prophecies  of  Licia  me  aduise 
To  sease  vpon  the  reaUne  of  luly : 
That  is  my  loue,  my  country,  and  my  land. 
If  Cartage  turrettes  thee  Phenicien  borne, 
And  of  a  Libian  town  tlie  sight  deteine : 
To  vs  Trpians  why  docst  thou  then  enuy 
In  Italy  to  make  our  risting  seat? 
Lefull  is  eke  for  vs  strange  realmes  to  seeke. 
As  oft  as  night  doth  cloke  with  shadowes  darke 
The  earth  as  oft  as  flaming  starres  apere 
The  troubled  ghost  of  my  father  Anchises 
So  soft  in  sleepe  doth  fray  me,  and  advise: 
The  wronged  bed  by  me  of  my  deare  sonne. 
Whom  I  defraud  of  the  Hisperian  crown. 
And  landes  alotted  him  by  desteny. 
The  messenger  eke  of  the  Gods  but  late 
Sent  down  from  loue  (I  sware  by  eyther  bed) 
Passing  the  ay  re,  did  this  to  me  report: 
In  bright  day  light  the  God  my  self  I  saw 
£ntre  these  walles,  and  with  these  eares  hiui 
heard.  • 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SUBB£Y'S  POEMS. 


350 

Leue  then,  with  pUint  to  vert  both  the  and  me: 
'  Against  my  wilt  to  Italy  I  go. 

Whiles  in  this  sort  be  did  hn  tale  prononnce ; 
With  waiward  looke  she  gau  him  ay  behold, 
And  roliiig  eies,  that  moued  to  and  fro; 
With  silence  looke  discoursing  oner  al; 
And  foorth  in  rage  at  last  thus  pun  she  brayde: 
Faithlesse,  forsworn,  ne  Goddesse  was  thy  dam. 
Not  Daidanns  beginner  of  thy  race'; 
But  of  hard  rockes  mount  Oaucase  monstmons 
Bred  thee,  and  teats  of  Tyger  gaue  thee  suck. 
But  what  should  I  disemble  now  my  chere  ? 
Or  me  roserue  to  hope  of  greater  things? 
Mindes  be  our  teares }  or  euer  moued  his  eyen } 
Wept  he  for  ruth  ?  or  pitied  he  our  loue? 
What  shall  I  set  before?  or  where  begin? 
luno  nor  loue  with  iust  eyes  this  beholds. 
Faith  is  no  where  in  suretie  to  be  found. 
Did  I  not  him  thrown  vp  vpon  my  shore 
In  neede  receiue,  and  fonded  eke  inuest 
Of  halfe  my  real  me  ?  his  nauie  lost,  repair  ? 
From  deatbes  daunger  his  fellowes  eke  defend  ? 
Ay  me,  with  rage  and  furies  loe  I  driue  1 
Apollo  now,  now  Lycieo  prophesies. 
Another  while  the  messenger  of  Gods 
(He  sayes)  sent  down  from  mighty  lone  himself 
The  dredfoU  charge  amid  tbe  skies  hath  brought. 
As  though  that  were  the  trauail  of  the  Gods, 
Or  such  a  care  their  quietncs  might  moue. 
I  hold  thee  not,  nor  yet  gainsay  thy  words: 
To  Italy  passe  on  by  belpe  of  windes, 
And  through  the  floods  go  searche  thy  kingdom 

new. 
If  nithfol  gods  bane  any  power,  I  trust, 
Amid  the  rocks,  thy  guerdon  thou  shalt  finde ; 
When  thou  shalt  clepe  full  oft  on  Didos  name. 
With  burial  brandes  I  absent  shall  thee  trace: 
And  when  cold  death  from  life  these  limes  deuides. 
My  gost  ecbe  where  shall  still  on  thee  awaite : 
Thou  shalt  abye,  and  I  shall  here  thereof: 
Among  the  soules  below  thy  brute  shall  come.—- 
With  such  like  wordes  she  cut  of  half  her  tale. 
With  pensine  hart  abandoning  the  light: 
And  from  his  sight,  her  self  gan  for  remoue; 
Forsaking  him,  that  many  things  in  fere 
Imagined,  and  did  prepare  to  say. 
Her  swouning  lims  her  damsels  gan  releue. 
And  to  her  chamber  bare  of  marble  stone: 
And  layd  her  on  her  bed  with  tapets  sprcd. 

But  iust  Aeneas,  though  he  did  desire 
With  comfort  swete  her  sorows  to  appease. 
And  with  his  words  to  banish  all  her  cares 
Wailing  her  much,  with  great  loue  ouercome: 
The  Gods  will  yet  he  woorketh,  and  resortes 
Unto  his  nauie.    Where  the  Troyans  fost 
Fell  to  their  worke  from  the  shore  to  vnstoclc 
High  rigged  ships :  now'fleetes  the  talowed  kele : 
Their  oars  with  leaues  yet  grene  from  wood  they 

bring, 
And  ma<its  unshane  for  last,  to  take  their  flight. 
You  might  bane  sene  them  throng  out  of  the  town: 
Like  ants,  when  they  do  spoile  the  btng  of  corner 
For  winters  dred,  which  they  beare  to  tbclr  den: 
When  the  black  swarm  creeps  ouer  all  tbe  fields. 
And  thwart  the  gmsse  by  strait  pathes  drags 

their  pray :  [tnisse. 

The  great  graines  then  som  on  their  shoulders 

Some  driue  the  troupe,  some  chastice  eke  the  slow : 

That  with  their  trauail  chafed  is  ecbe  pathe. 

BehoUiog  this,  what  thought  might  Dido  baue  ? 


What  sigbes  gave  she?  when  from  her  towers  hyft 
Tbe  large  coasts  she  saw  haunted  with  Troyans 

workes, 
And  in  her  sight  the  seas  with  din  oonfoonded  ? 
O  witlesse  loue,  what  thing  is  that  to  do 
A  mortal  mtnde  thou  cans!  not  force  theseto  ? 
Forced  she  is  to  teares  ay  to  retame. 
With  new  reqoestes,  to  yeld  her  hart  to  loue : 
And  least  she  should  before  her  canselease  death 
Leaue  any  thing  vntrted:  O  sister  Anne, 
l3ooth  she,  behold  tbe  whole  coast  round  about, 
How  they  prepare,  assembled  euery  wliere: 
The  streming  sailes  abiding  but  for  wynde : 
Tbe  sbipmen  crowne  their  ships  with  bows  for  joy. 

0  sister,  if  so  great  a  sorow  1 
Mistrusted  had,  it  were  more  light  to  beare. 
Yet  nathelesse  this  for  me  wretched  wight, 
Anne,  shalt  thou  do:  for  foithles,  thee  alone 
He  reuerenced,  thee  eke  his  secretes  tolde : 

The  metest  time  thou  knewest  to  borde  the  maa* 
To  my  proud  foe,  thus  sister  humbly  say; 

1  with  the  Grekts  within  the  port  Aulide 
Coniured  not  the  Troyans  to  destroy : 

Nor  to  tbe  walles  of  Troy  yet  sent  my  fleete : 
Nor  cynders  of  his  father  Anchises 
Disturbed  haue  out  of  his  sepulture. 
Why  lettes  he  not  my  wordes  sinke  in  bis  eant 
So  harde  to  ouertreatc?  whither  whirles  he  ? 
This  last  boone  yet  graunt  he  to  wretched  lone: 
Prosperous  windes  for  to  depart  with  ease 
Let  him  abide :  tbe  foresayde  mariage  now. 
That  he  betraied,  I  do  not  him  require; 
Nor  that  he  should  fa  ire  Italy  forego: 
Neither  I  would,  he  should  his  kiQgdom  leaue. 
Suiet  I  aske,  and  a  time  of  delay, 
And  respite  eke  my  furye  to  asswage. 
Till  my  mishap  teach  me,  all  comfortlesse. 
How  for  to  waylc  my  grief.    This  latter  giace^ 
Sister,  1  craue;  have  thou  remorse  of  me  : 
Whiche  if  tbou  shalt  vouchsafe,  with  heapes  I 

shall 
Leaue  by  my  death  redoubled  vnto  thee,  [plajrns: 
Moisted  with  teares,  thus  wretched  gan  she 
Which  Anne  reportes,  and  answere  brings  againe; 
Nought  tears  him  moue,  ue  yet  to  auy  wordoi 
He  can  be  firamed  with  gentle  minde  to  yelde. 
Tbe  Werdes  withstande,  a  God  stopt  bismeke 

eares. 
Like  to  the  aged  boysteous  bodied  ohe, 
The  which  among  the  Alpes  the  Nortbeme  windc* 
Blowyng  now  from  this  quarter,  now  from  that, 
Betwixt  them  striue  to  ouerwhelme  with  blastes; 
The  wbistlyng  ayre  among  the  braunches  rores; 
Which  all  at  once  bow  to  the  earth  her  Cfoppes, 
.The  stocke  once  smit:  whiles  in  tbe  rockes  tke 

tree  [toppe 

Stickes  fast:  and  loke,  how  bye  to  the  h^aneo  ber 
Reares  vp,  so  deepe  her  roote  spredea  downe  to 

hell. 
So  was  this  Lorde  now  here  now  there  beset. 
With  wordes,  in  whose  stoute  bcest  wrought  many 

cares: 
But  still  his  minde  in  one  remaines,  in  vaine 
The  teares  were  shed.   Then  Dido  frayde  of  fatesb 
Wisbeth  for  death,  irked  to  see  the  sl^es. 
And  that  she  might  the  rather  worke  her  will» 
And  leaue  the  light  (a  gri^ely  thing  to  tell) 
Upon  tbe  altars  buroyng  full  of  cense 
When  she  set  giftes  of  sacrifice,  she  saw 
Tbe  holy  watir  stocks  waxe  blacke  vithiai 
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The  ^oe  eke  sbed  chaiuige  into  filthy  gore. 
This  she  to  none,  not  to  her  sister  told. 
A  marUe  temple  in  her  palace  eke, 
la  memory  of  her  old  spouse,  there  stood, 
In  ^reat  lionour  and  worship,' which  she  held, 
'With  tnow  white  clothes  deckt,  and  with  bows  of 
feast:  [speche 

'Whterout  wem  heard  her  husbandes  Toyce,  and 
CleptttfT  for  her,  when  dark  night  hid  the  earth: 
A  ad  oft  the  Owle  with  ruitill  song  complaind 
FVom  the  house  top,  drawing  long  dolefiill  tunes. 
And  many  things  forespoke  by  prophets  past 
"With  dredfoll  warning  gan  her  now  affiray: 
And  stem  Aeneas  semed  in  her  slepe 
To  chase  her  stil  about,  distraught  in  rage: 
And  still  her  thought,  that  she  was  left  alone 
Uncompanied  great  viages  to  wende. 
In  desert  land  her  Xyriau  folk  to  seeke. 
Uke  Pentheus,  that  in  his  madnes  saw 
Swarming  in  flocks  the  furies  all  of  hell. 
Two  sons  remoue,  and  Thebes  town  shew  twaine, 
Or  like  Orestes  Agamemnons  son: 
In  tragedies  who  represented  aye 
As  driueo  about,  that  from  hb  mother  fled 
Armed  with  brands,  and  eke  with  serpents  black  j 
That  sitting  found  within  the  temples  porche 
The  wgtie  fUries  his  slaughter  to  reuenge. 

Yelden  to  wo,  when  phrensie  had  her  caught, 
Within  her  selfe  then  gan  she  weU  debate. 
Full  bent  to  dye,  the  time,  and  eke  the  meane: 
And  to  her  wofull  sister  thus  she  sayd. 
In  ontwaid  chere  dissembling  her  entent. 
Presenting  hope  vnder  a  semblant  glad: 
Sister  leioyce,  for  1  haue  found  the  way 
Him  to  retome,  or  lose  roe  from  bis  loue. 
Towaid  the  end  of  the  great  Ocean  flood. 
Whereas  the  wandring  Sun  discendeth  hence. 
In  the  extremes  of  Ethiope,  is  a  place. 
Where  huge  Atlas  on  his  sholders  tume 
The  sphere  so  nmd  with  flaming  starres  beset 
Borae  of  Massyle,  I  heare  should  be  a  Nunne  i 
That  of  th'  Hesperian  sisters  temple  old 
And  of  their  goodly  garden,  keper  was; 
That  genes  vnto  the  Dragon  eke  his  foode. 
That  on  the  tree  preserues  the  holy  fruit; 
That  honie  moyst,  and  sleeping  poppey  castes. 
This  woman  doth  auaunt,  by  force  of  charme 
WhsKt  hart  she  list  to  set  at  libertie : 
And  other  some  to  perce  with  beuy  cares: 
In  running  flood  to  stop  the  waters  course; 
And  eke  tibe  sterres  their  mouings  to  reuerse : 
TassemUe  eke  the  gostes  that  walk  by  night: 
Under  thy  fipete,  thearth  thou  shalt  behold 
Tresnbie  and  rore:  the  okes  come  from  the  hill* 
The  Gods  and  thee,  dere  sister,  now  I  call 
In  witaes,  and  thy  bed  to  roe  so  sweete. 
To  Diagtke  arts  against  my  will  I  bend. 
Right  secretly  within  our  inner  court. 
In  open  ay  re  reare  rp  a  stack  of  wood; 
And  hang  thereon  the  weapon  of  this  man, 
The  which  he  left  within  my  chamber  stick: 
His  weedes  despoiled  aI1»  and  bridal  bed 
(Wherein  alas,  sister,  I  found  my  bane) 
Chjuge  thereupon :  for  so  the  Knnne  commaodes 
To  do  away  what  did  to  him  belong. 
Of   that  fidse  wight  that  might  remembrauiice 
bring. 

Then  whisted  she;  the  pale  her  face  gan  staine, 
Ke  could  yet  Anne  bdeue,  ber  sister  ment 
To  cloke  her  death  by  this  new  sacrifice; 


Nor  in  her  brcst  such  furie  did  conceiue : 
Neither  doth  she  now  dred  more  greuous  thing:^ 
Then  followed  Sichees  death :  wherefore 
She  put  her  will  in  rre.    But  then  the  Sucne, 
When  that  the  stak  of  wood  was  reared  vp 
Under  the  ayre  within  the  inward  court 
With  clouen  oke,  and  billets  made  of  fyrre, 
With  garlandes  she  doth  all  beset  the  place. 
And  with  grene  bows  eke  crown  the  funeral!. 
And  thereupon  his  wedes  and  swerd  yieft. 
And  on  a  bed  his  picture  she  bestowes, 
As  she  that  well  foreknew  what  was  to  come. 
The  altars  stande  about,  and  eke  the  Nunne 
With  sparkeled  tresse;  the  which  thre  hundred 

Gods 
With  a  loude  voice  doth  thunder  out  at  once« 
Erebus  the  grisely,  and  Chaos  huge. 
And  eke  the  threefolde  Goddesse  Hecate, 
And  three  faces  of  Diana  the  virgin: 
And  sprincles  eke  the  water  couuterfet 
Like  vnto  blacke  Auernus  lake  in  hell: 
And  springyng  heibes  reapt  up  with  brasen  sithes 
Were  sought  i^er  the  right  course  of  the  Moone; 
The  venim  blacl^e  intermingled  with  milke; 
The  Inmpe  of  fleshe  twene  the  new  borne  foalcs 

eyen 
To  reue,  that  winneth  firoim  the  damme  her  loue. 
She  with  the  mole  all  in  her  handes  devout    - 
Stode  neare  the  aultier,  bare  of  the  one  foote. 
With  vesture  loose,  the  bander  vnlaced  all ; 
Bent  for  to  dye,  calls  the  Gods  to  recorde, 
And  gilty  starres  eke  of  her  desteny : 
-And  if  there  were  any  God  that  had  care 
Of  loners  hartes  not  moued  with  loue  alike. 
Him  she  requires  of  iusticc  to  remember. 

It  was  then  night;  the  souiide  and  quiet  slepe. 
Had  through  the  earth  the  weried  bodyes  caught ; 
The  woodes,  the  ragying  seas  were  falne  to  rest ; 
When  that  the  starres  had  halfe  their  course  de- 
clined; (bue. 
The  feldes  whist,  beastes,  and  fowles  of  diners 
And  what^so  that  in  the  brode  lakes  remainde. 
Or  yet  among  the  bushy  thickes  of  bryar, 
Laide  downe  to  slepe  by  silence  of  the  night 
Gan  swage  their  cares,  mindlesse  of  trauels  past. 
Not  so  the  spirite  of  this  Phenician; 
Unhappy  she  that  on  no  slepe  could  chance. 
Nor  yet  nightes  rest  enter  in  eye  or  brest: 
Her  cares  redoble;  loue  doth  rise  and  rage  againe, 
And  ooerflowes  with  swellyng  stormes  of  wrath. 
Thus  thinkes  she  then,  this  roules  she  in  her  minde$ 
What  shall  1  do?  shall  I  now  beare  the  scome 
For  to  assaye  mine  olde  wocrs  againe?  ^ 
And  humbly  yet  a  Numid  spouse  require. 
Whose  manage  thaiie  so  oft  disdayned? 
The'Txoyan  nauy,  and  Teucrian  vile  oonpmander 
Folow  shall  I  ?  as  thou  it  should  auaile. 
That  whilom  by  my  helpe  they  were  releued; 
Or  Dorbecause  with  kinde,  and  niindfull  foike 
Right  well  doth  sit  the  passed  thaukefuU  dede  ? 
Who  would  me  suffer,  admit  this  were  my  wi1l« 
Or  we  scorned  to  their  proude  shippes  recelue? 
Oh,  wo  begone  I  (all  little  koowest  thou  yet 
The  broken  othes  of  Laomedons  k>iKl& 
What  then  ?  alone  on  mery  mariners. 
Shall  I  waite?  or  horde  them  with  my  power 
Of  Tjrrians  assembled  me  about  ? 
And  such  as  I  with  trauaile  brought  from  Tyre, 
Driue  to  the  seas,  and  force  them  saile  a.^nint'  ? . 
But  rather  dye,  cuen  as  thou  ha^t  de&eruedi 
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And  to  this  vo  with  iron  geue  thou  end«. 
And  thuu,  sister,  first  vaoqulst  with  my  teares, 
Thou  in  my  rage  with  all  these  mischiefes  firbt 

Didst  bui'den  me,  and  ydde  me  to  my  foe. 

Was  it  not  graunted  me  frpm  spousais  free. 

Like  to  wilde  beastes,  to  Hue  without  offence. 

Without  taste  of  such  caros  ?  Is  there  no  fay  th 

Resprued  to  the  cinders  of  Sichee? 

Such  great  complaints  brake  forth  out  of  her 
brest: 

While  Aeneas  full  minded  to  depart, 

All  thtnges  prepared,  slept  in  the  poupe  on  high. 

To  whom  in  slepe  the  wonted  godbeds  forme 

Gan  oy  appere,  returning  in  like  shape 

As  semed  him;  and  gan  him  thus  aduise: 

Like  nnto  Mercury  in  voice,  and  hue. 

With  yelow  bushc,  and  comely  lymmes  of  youth. 

O  Goddesse  sonne,  in  such  case  canst  thou  slepe? 

Ne  yet,  bestraught,  the  daungers  doest  foresee 

Thatcompasse  thee?  or  hearst  the  faire  windes 
blowe  ? 

Dido  in  minde  ronles  uengeance  and  desceite; 

Determd  to  dye,  swells  with  unstable  ire. 

Wilt  thou  not  flee  whiles  thou  hast  time  of  fiight? 

Straight  shalt  thou  see  the  seas  couered  with 
sayles. 

The  blasyng  brondes  the  shore  all  spred  with  flame 

And  if  the  morow  stcale  vpon  thee  here. 

Come  of,  have  done,  set  all  delay  aside : 

For  fiill  of  change  these  women  be  alway. 

This  sayd,  in  the  dark  night  he  gan  him  hide. 
Aeneas  of  this  sodain  uision 

Adred  starts  vp  out  of  his  sleepe  in  hast; 
Cals  up  his  feera:  Awake,  get  up,  my  men, 

Aborfl  your  ships,  and  hoyse  vp  sayl  with  speede: 
A  God  me  wills,  sent  from  aboue  againe. 
To  hast  my  flight,  and  writhen  cabels  cut. 
Oh  holy  God,  whatso  thow  art,  we  shall 
Folow  thee,  and  all  blithe  obey  thy  will ; 
Be  at  our  hand,  and  frendly  vg  assist; 
Adresse  the  sterres  with  prosperous  influence. 
And  with  that  word  his  glistening  sword  unshethes; 
With  which  drawen,  he  the  cabels  cut  in  twaine. 
The  Tike  desire  the  rest  embraced  all; 
All  thing  in  hast  they  cast,  and  fourth  they  whurle ; 
The  shores  they  leave;  with  ships  the  seas  are 

spred; 
Cutting  the  fome,  by  the  blew  seas  they  swepe. 

Aurora  now  from  Titans  purple  bed 
With  new  day  light  had  onerspread  the  earth ; 
When  by  his  windowes  the  ^uene  the  peping  day 
Eapycd,  and  nanie  with  splaid  sailes  depart 
The  shore,  and  eke  the  porte  of  vessels  voyde. 
Her  comely  brest  thrise  or  f)uretime8  she  smote 
With  her  own  hand,  and  tore  her  golden  tresse. 
Oh  loue,  quoth  she,  shall  he  then  thus  depart, 
A  straunger  thus,  and  scome  our  kingdom  so? 
Shall  not  my  men  do  on  their  armure  prest. 
And  eke  pursue  them  throughout  all  the  town  ? 
Out  of  the  rode  sone  shall  the  vessel  warpe. 
Hast  on,  cast  flame,  set  saylc,  and  welde  your 

owers. 
What  said  I  ?  but  where  am  I?  what  phrensie 
Alters  thy  minde  ?  Vnhappy  Dido,  now 
Hath  thee  beset  a  froward  destenie. 
Then  it  behoued,  when  thou  didst  geve  to  him 
His  scepter.    So  his  faith  and  his  right  hand ! 
That  leades  with  him   (they  say)  his  countrie 
That  on  his  back  his  aged  father  bore :      [goddes, 
His  body  might  I  not  haue  caught  and  rent? 


And  in  the  seas  drenched  him,  and  bis  feers? 
And  from  Ascanius  his  life  with  iron  reft. 
And  set  him  on  his  flithers  bord  for  meate? 
Of  such  debate  perchaunce  the  fortune  might 
Hauc  been  doutfull;  would  God  it  were  assaiedl 
Whom  should  1  feare,  sith  I  my  selfe  must  die? 
Might  1  haue  throwen  into  that  nauy  brandes. 
And  filled  eke  their  deckes  with  flaming  fire. 
The  father,  sonnc,  and  all  their  nacion 
Dcstroied,  and  fallu,  my  self  ded  ouer  al!  [criest; 
Sunnc,  with  thy  beames,  that  mortal  workes  dis- 
And  thou  luno,  that  wel  these  trauailes  knovest: 
Proserpine  thou,  vpou  whom  folk  do  vse 
To  houle,  aud  call  in  forked  waies  by  night; 
Infernal  furies,  ye  wreakers  of  wrong : 
And  Didos  Gods,  who  standesat  point  of  death, 
R«ceiuo  these  wordes,  and  eke  your  heauy  power 
Withdraw  from  me,  that  wicked  folk  dcserue: 
And  our  request  accept,  we  you  besecbe: 
If  so  that  yonder  wicked  head  must  needes 
Recouer  port,  and  saile  to  laade,  of  force; 
And  if  loues  wil  haue  so  resolued  it. 
And  such  ende  set  as  no  wight  can  foidoe; 
Yet  at  the  least  assailed  mought  he  be 
With  armes,  and  warres  of  hardy  nacions; 
From  the  boundes  of  his  kingdom  farre  exiled ; 
lulus  eke  ravyshed  out  of  his  armcs; 
Driuen  to  call  for  heipe,  that  he  may  see 
Thegiltlesse  corpses  of  his  folke  lie  dead: 
And  aftt'r  hard  condicions  of  peace. 
His  realme,  nor  life  desired  may  he  brooke; 
But  fall  befbre  his  time  vngrauexl  amid  the  sandes. 
This  I  require,  these  wordes  with  blood  I  shed. 
And  Tirians,  ye  his  flocke  and  all  his  race 
Pursue  with  hate;  rcwarde  our  cinders  so: 
Nor  loue  nor  leage  betwixt  our  people  be; 
And  of  our  bones,  some  wreaker  may  there  spring, 
With  sword  and  flame  that  Troians  may  pursue: 
And  from  hencefoorth,  when  that  our  powr  may 
Our  costes  to  them  contrary  be  for  aye,  [stretcb, 
I  eraue  of  God;  and  our  streames  to  their  fluddes; 
Armes  vnto  armes;  and  ofspring  of  eche  race 
With  mortell  warr  eche  other  may  fordoe. 

This  said,  her  mind  she  writhed  on  al  sides, 
Seking  with  spede  to  end  her  irksome  li(e. 
To  Sichees  nurse  Darcen  then  thus  she  said 
(For  hers  at  home  in  ashes  did  remaine) 
Cal  unto  me,  dcare  nurse,  my  sister  Anne: 
Bid  her,  in  hast  in  water  of  the  fludde 
She  sprincklc  the  body,  and  bring  the  beastes. 
And  purging  sacrifice,  I  did  her  shewe : 
So  let  her  come:  and  thou  thy  temples  bind 
With  sacred  garlandes :  for  the  sacrifice. 
That  I  to  Pluto  haue  begonnc,  my  mind 
/s  to  performe,  and  geve  end  to  these  cares: 
And  Trojan  statue  throw  into  the  flame. 
When  she  had  said,  redouble  gan  her  nurse 
Her  steppes,  forth  on  an  aged  womans  trot 

But  trembling  DFdo  egerly  now  bent 
Upon  her  stern  dctermi nacion  ; 
Her  bloodshot  eies  roling  within  her  head; 
Her  quiuering  chokes,  flecked  with  deadly  staiae^ 
Both  pale  and  wan  to  think  on  death  to  come; 
Into  the  inward  wardes  of  her  padace 
She  rusheth  in,  and  clam  vp,  as  distraught. 
The  burinl  stack»  and  drew  the  Troian  sweni, 
Her  gift  sometime,  but  meant  to  no  such  vsc. 
Where  when  she  saw  hU  weed,  and  well  knowen 
Weping  a  while  in  study  gan  she  stay,         [bed, 
Fell  on  the  bed,  and  these  last  wordes  she  said. 
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Swete  spoiles,  whiles  God  and  destenies  it  wold, 
Receiue  this  sprite,  aod  aid  me  of  these  cares : 
1  lined  and  ranue  the  courtfe,  fortune  did  graunt; 
Aod  TDder  earth  my  great  gost  now  shall  wende: 
A  goodly  town  I  built,  and  saw  my  waJles  j 
Happy,  alas  too  happy,  if  these  costes 
The  Troyan  sbippes  had  neuer  touched  ave. 

This  said,  she  laid  her  mouth  close  to  the  bed. 
Why  then,  quoth  she,  vawroken  shal  we  die? 
Bat  let  Ts  die:  for  this!  and  in  this  sort 
It  lilEeth  vs  to  seeke  the  shadowcs  darck! — 
And  from  the  seas  the  cruel  Troyans  eies 
Shal  vel  discern  this  flame{  aud  take  with  him 
Eke  theso  vnlucky  tokens  of  my  death ! 
Ac  she  had  said,  her  damseUs  might  perceue 
Her  with  tliese  wordes  fal  pearcod  on  a  sword ; 
The  Made  embroed  and  hands  besprent  with  go/e. 
The  clamor  rang  vnto  the  pallace  toppe: 
The  brute  ranne  throughout  al  thastonied  towne: 
With  wailing  great,  and  womens  shrill  yelling 
The  roofes  gan   roare:    the   aire  resound   with 

plaint: 
As  though  Cartag:e,  or  thanncient  town  of  Tyre 
With  prease  of  entred  enemies  swarmed  full: 
Or  when  the  rage  of  furious  flame  doth  take 
The  temples  toppes,  and  mansions  eke  of  men. 

Her  sister  Anoe,  spritelesse  for  dread  to  heare 
This  fearefiiU  sturre,  with  nailes  gan  teare  her 

&ce. 
She  smote  her  brest,  and  rushed  through  the  rout: 
And  herdieng  she  cleapes  thus  by  her  name: 
Sister,  for  this  with  craft  did  you  me  board? 
The  itak,  the  flame,  the  altars,  bred  they  this? 
What  shall  1  first  complaine,  forsaken  wight? 
Lothest  thou  in  death  thy  sisters  fellowship  ? 
Thou  sfaoiddst  haoe  calld  me  to  like  destiny; 
One  wo»  one  sword,  one  houre  mougbt  end  vs  both. 
This  funeral!  sUk  built  I  with  these  handes, 
And  wKh  this  voice  cleped  our  natiue  Gods ; 
And  cruel  so  abaentest  me  fit>m  thy  death? 
Destroyd  thou  hast,  (sister)  both  thee  and  me. 
Thy  people  eke,  and  princes  borne  of  Tyre. 
Geue  here :  I  shall  with  water  washe  her  woundes; 
And  such  with  mouth  her  breath,  if  ought  be  left. 

This  said,  vnto  the  high  degrees  shee  mounted, 
£iDbrasiog  fiast  ber  sister  now  half  dead. 
With  wailefull  plaint:  whom  in  her  lap  she  layd, 
The  black  swart  gore  wiping  dry  with  her  oiotbes. 
Bot  Dido  striueth  to  lift  vp  againe 
Her  heauy  eyen,  and  hath  no  power  therto: 
Beepe  in  her  breat  that  fixed  wound  doth  gape. 
Tbrise  leaning  on  her  elbow  gain  she  raise 
Her  self,  ypwaid:  and  thrise  she  ouerthrewe 
Upon  the  bed:  ranging  with  wandring  eies 
The  skies  for  light,  and  wept  when  she  it  found. 

Almighty  lano  bauiug  ruth  by  this 
Of  her  long  paanes,  and  eke  her  lingring  death : 
From  beaoen  she  sent  the  Goddesse  Ins  downe. 
The  throwing  spirit,  and  iointed  Hmmes  to  loose. 
For  that  neither  by  lot  of  destiny. 
Nor  yet  by  kindly  death  she  perished. 
But  wretchedly  before  her  faUll  day. 
And  kindled  with  a  spdein  rage  of  flame, 
Proserpine  had  not  from  ber  head  bereft 
The  golden  beare,  nor  judged  her  to  hell. 
The  dewye  Iris  thus  with  golden  wings, 
A  thousand  hues  shewing  against  the  sunne. 
Amid  the  skies  then  dkl  she  flye  adowne 
On  Didos  bead :  where  as  she  gan  a  light. 
This  beare  (quod  she)  to  JKuto  consecrate 

TOI-II. 


Comroaunded  I  reue;  and  thy  spirit  rnloos^ 
From  this  body.     And  when  she  thus  bad  said, 
With  her  right  hand  she  cut  the  hearc  in  twatiie: 
And  therwitb  al  the  kindly  heat  gan  quench. 
And  into  wind  the  life  foorthwithresolue. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


I  Salamon  Dauids  sonne,  king  of  Jerusalem, 

Chosen  by  God  to  teache  the  J  ewes,  and  in  his 

lawes  to  leade  them,  [vayne, 

Confesse,  vnder  the  sonne  that  eury  thing  is 

The  world  is  false,  man  he  is  frayle,  and  all  his 

pleasures  pasme.  [fynde 

Alas !  what  stable  frute  may  Adams  childeren 

In  that  they  seke  by  sweate  of  browes,  and  travill 

of  their  myiide  ?  [decay : 

We  that  liue  on  the  earthc,  drawn  toward  our 

Ower  childeren  fill  our  place  a  whille,  and  then 

they  Aide  awaye. 

Such  chaunges  makes  the  earthe^  and  dothe  re- 

moue  for  none, 

But  serues  us  for  a  place  to  play  our  tragedes 

▼ppon.  [course  hath  ronue. 

When  that  the  restlesse  sonne  westwarde.  bis 

Towards  the  east  he  hasu  as  fast,  to  ryse  where  he 

begonne.  [blast, 

When  hoarey  Boreas  bathe  blowcn  his  froscn 

Then  Zephirus  with  his  gentill  breathe  dissolucs 

the  ise  as  fast : 

Fludds,  that  drinke  vpp  small  bruks,  and  swel 

by  rage  of  rayne. 

Discharge    in  sees,  which  them    replesse,    and 

swallowe  strayce  againe.  fronne  their  race. 

These  worldly  pleasures,  (Lord,)  so  swift  they 

That  skarce  our  eyes  may  them  disceme,  they 

byde  so  littel  space.  [shall: 

What  bathe  bin,  but  is  now,  the  like  hereafter 

What  new  denice  grounded  so  suer,  that  dreadeth 

not  the  foil :  [tymes  past 

What  may  be  called  new,  but  suche  things-  in 

As  time  buryed,  and  dothe  reuiue,   and  tyme 

agayne  shall  waste.  [brute  at  all ; 

Things  past  right  worthey  fame,  have  now  no 

Even  so  shall  dey  suche  things,  as  now  the  simple 

wounders  call. 

1,  that  in  Dauides  seate  sit  crowned,  and  rejoice. 

That  with  my  septer  rule  the  Jewes,  and  teach 

them  with  my  voyce,  [sonne. 

Have  serchied  long  to  know  all  things  vnder  the 

To  see  how  in  this  mortal  lyef  a  suerty  mi.vht  be 

wonne :  [to  desyer: 

This  kyndled  will  to  knowe,  straunge  things  for 

God  bathe  grafte  in  our  gredye  breasts  a  torment 

for  our  hyer.  [knoo 

The  end  of  cache  travell  fnrthwith  I  sought  to 

I  found  them  uaine  mixed  with  gall,  and  burdepd 

with  muche  woo 
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Defaults  of  natures  worke  no  mans  hand  may 

restore; 

Wbiche  be  in  nomber  like  the  sandes  ypon  the 

sa]tc  ilouds  shore.  [mynd 

Then,  vaunting  in  my  witte,  I  gan  call  to  my 

What  rewles  of  wisdom  I  hadde  taught,  that  elders 

could  not  find.  [use, 

And  as  by  contraries  to  trcye  most  things  we 

Mens  follies  and  their  errors  eke  I  gan  them  all 

peruse:  [clime: 

Therby  with  more  delight  to  knowledge  for  to 

But  this  I  found  an  cndles  wourkc  of  payne,  and 

losse  of  tynip.  [mynd. 

For  he  to  wisdomcs  skoole,  that  doth  applie  hys 

Thcfurthcr  that  he  wades  therin,  the  greater  doubts 

shall  find ;  [ure. 

And  such  as  enterprise  to  put  newe  things  in 

Of  some  that  shall  skome  their  deuisc  may  well 

them  selfes  assure. 

CHAPTER  II. 

From  pensif  fenzies  then  I  gau  my  hart  reooke, 
And  gaue  me  to  such  sporting  plaics,  as  laughter 
rayght  prouoke:  [blinded  me. 

But  euen  suchc  uain  delight,  when  the  moste 
Allwaycs  me- thought  with  smiling  grace  a  king 
did  yll  agre.  [muche  wine, 

Then  sought  I  how  to  please  my  belly  with 
To  fccde  me  fatte  with  costly  feasts  of  rare  de- 
lights, and  fine;  [rest. 
And  other  plesures  eke  too  purehace  me  with 
In  so  great  choise  to  find  the  thing,  that  might 
content  me  best;                  [stormes  of  ire, 
But,  Lord  I  what  care  of  mynd,  what  suddaine 
With  broken  [slepes  endgryed  T,  to  compasse  my 
desier.  [cure 
The  buylde  my  bowses  faier,  then  set  I  all  my 
By  princely  actes  thus  straue  I  still  to  make  my 
fame  indure. 
Delicius  gardens  eke  I  made  to  please  my  sight, 
And  grofte  therin  all  kindes  of  fnites  that  might 
my  mouth  delight:                         [I  drewe, 
Condits  by  liuely  springs  from  their  owld  course 
For  to  refreshe  the  frutefull  trees,  that  in  my 
gardynes  g^ewe : 
Of  catell  great  encreace  1  bred  in  littell  space; 
-Bondmen  I  bought;    I  gave  them   wyfes;    and 
saru'd  me  with  ther  race: 
Create  heapes  of  shiuing  gold  by  sparing  gan  I 
saue>                                                 [to  haue 
With  things  of  price  so  furnyshed,  as  fitts  a  piince 
To  heare  faier  women  sing  sometyme  I  did  re- 
ioyce, 
Rauyshed  with  theif  pleasaunt  tunes,  and  swetnes 
of  tht'ir  voyce: 
Lemans  I  had  so  faier,  and  of  so  liuely  hewe, 
That  who  so  gased  in  their  face,  myght  well  their 
bcwty  re  we:                                          [seate; 
Never  erste  sat  there  king  so  riche  iu  Dauyds 
Yet  still  me  thought,for  so  small  gaine,  the  trauaile 
was  too  great. 
From  my  desirous  eyes  I  hyd  no  pleasaunt  siglit, 
Nor  from  my  hart  no  kind  of  myrth,  that  might 
peve  Ihem  delyght:                           [p&yne, 
Which   was  the  only  freule  I  rcpt  of  all  my 
To  feade  my  eyes,  and  to  reioyce  my  hart  with  all 
my  gaine.                              [care  of  mynd, 
But  when  I  made  by  compte,  with  howe  great 
And  herts  vnrest,  that  I  had  sought,  so  wastfuU 
frutc  to  iynd: 


Then  was  I  streken  strayte  with  that  abofled  fier. 

To  glorey  in  that  goodly  witte,  that  compast  my 

desyer.  [renewe; 

But  freshe  before  myne  eyes  grace  did  my  faults 

What  gentill  callings  I  hadd  fledd^  my  myne  to 

pursewe;  [eskape: 

What  raging  pleasurs  past,  perill,  and  baid 

What  fancis  in  my  bed  bad  wrought  the  licor  of 

the  grape.  [doth  mooe; 

The  erroure  then  I  sawe,that  their  firaiie  hartes 

Which  striue  in  vaine  for  to  compare  with  him 

that  sitts  aboue :  [pcryth  playne, 

In  whose  most  perfect  woreks  sache  cnft  ap- 

That  to  the  least  of  them  there  may  no  mortal 

hand  attayne. 

And  lyke  as  lightsome  day  dothe  shine  aboue 

the  night:  [beames  as  bright: 

So  darke  to  me  did  folly  seme,  and  wisdomes 

Whose  eyes  did  seme  so  clere  mots  to  discern 

and  fynde. 

But  will  had  closed  follies  eyesy  which  greped 

like  the  biynde.  [worldly  fune; 

Yet  death,  and  time  consume  all  witt,  and 

And  looke  what  ende  that  folly  hath>  and  wisdoms 

hathe  the  same.  [care 

Then  sayd  I  thus,  O  Lord,  may  not  thy  wifdon 

The  wayfuU  wrongs,  and  hard  conflicts,  that  My 

doth  endure  ? 

To  sharpe  my  witte  so  fine,  then  why  toke  I 

this  payne? 

Now  finde  I  well  this  noble  serche  masre  eke  be 

called  vayne.  [reward, 

As  slanders  lothsome  brute  sonndes  follies  iust 

Is  put  to  silence  all  be-time,  and   brongbt  ia 

smale  regard:  [fiune, 

Euin  so  dothe  tyme  deuoure  the  noble  blast  of 

Which  showld  resounde  their  glories  great,  that 

do  deserue  the  same. 

Thus  present  changes  chase  away  the  wonders 

past:  [tolast* 

Ne  is  the  wise  mansfattal  thred  yet  lengerspnmie 

Then  in  this  wreatched  Tale  our  lyef  I  lotbed 

playne. 

When  I  beheld  our  frutles  paynes  to  compasse 

pleasurs  vayne; 

My  trauayll  this  availe  hath  me  produced,  loo ! 

An  heire  unknowen  shall  reape  the  fnite  that  I  ia 

sede  did  so  we; 

But  whervnto  the  Lord  his  nature  shall  inclyne 

Who  can  fore-knowe,  into  whoose  lands,  I  must 

my  goods  resine? 

But  Lord,  how  pleasaunt  swete  then  seamd  the 

idell  liefc, 

That  never  charged  was  with  care,  nor  burdened 

with  stryefe:  [sore, 

And  vile  tlie  gredye  trade  of  them,  that  toil  to 

To  leaue  to  suche  ther  trauells  frute,  that  neuer 

swet  therfore.  [relief. 

What  is  that  pleasant  gaine,  what  is  that  swet 

That  showld  delay  the  bitter  tast,  that  we  fele  of 

our  gref  ?  [gaioe, 

The  gladsome  dayes  we  passe  to  serche  a  simple 

The  quiete  nights  wit|i  broken  slepes,  to  fead  a 

restles  brayne.  [remayne, 

What  hope  is  left  us  then,  what  comfort  doth 

Our  quiet  herts  for  to  reioj'ce  with  the  frvteof  oar 

payne  ?  [call, 

Yf  that  be  trew,  who  may  him  selfe  so  happy 

As  I,  whose  free  and  sumptius  spence  doth  shyne 

beyondc  them  all  ? 
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Sewerly  it  is  a  gift,  and  faToar  of  the  Lorde, 

liberally  to  spcode  our  goods,  the  grounde  of  all 

discorde.  [tressures  mold, 

ADd  wretched  herts  baue  they,  that  let  their 

Aod  Carrey  the  rodde  that  skbrgeth  them,  that 

glory  in  their  gold. 

But  I  do  knowe  by  proofe,  whose  rycbes  beres 

suche  brute,  [sache  freute. 

What  stable  welth  may  stand  in  wast,  or  keping  of 

CHAPTER  III. 

Like  to  the  stereles  boate,  that  swames  with  every 
wynde,  [prof  I  finde. 

The  slipper  topp  of  worldely  welthe  by  creaell 
Skarce    bathe  the    seade,  whereof   that  nature 
formethe  man, 
Receuid  lief,  when  deathe  him  yields  to  earth 
wher  he  began :  [frutc. 

The  grafted  plants  with  payn,  whereof  wee  hoped 
To  roote  them  vpp  with  blossomes  sprcde  then 
is  our  cheif  porsute : 
That  erst  we  rered  vpp  we  undermyne  againe, 
Andahred  the  spraies,  whose  groutbe  some-tyme 
we  laboured  with  paine: 
£ach  froward  thretning  cbere  of  fortune  maiks  us 
playne,  [herts  againe. 

And  every  pleasant  showe  reuiues  our  wofull 
Auncient  walles  to  race  is  our  unstable  gayse. 
And  of  then*  wetherbeten  stones  to  buylde  some 
new  devyse.  [moo ; 

New  iancyes  dayly  springs  which  vadde,  returning 
And  now  we  practyse  to  obtaine  that  strayt  we 
must  forgoo.  [wast ; 

Some  tyme  we  seke  to  spare,  that  afterward  we 
And  that  we  traveled  sore  to  knitt,  for  to  uniose 
asfost. 
In  sober  sylence  now  our  quiet  lipps  we  close : 
And  with  unbrydled  toungs  forthwith  our  secret 
herts  disclose. 
Suche  as  in  folded  armes  we  did  embrace,  we  hate : 
Whom  strayte  we  reconsili  againe,  and  banishe 
all  debate.  [ine; 

My  sede,  with  labour  so wne,8uche  firute  produceth 
To  waste  my  lief  in  contraries,  that  never  shall 
agre. 
From  God  these  heuy  care«  ar  sent  for  our  unrests, 
And  with  suche  burdens  for  our  welth  he  fraut* 
cth  foil  our  brests. 
All  that  the  Lord  bathe  wrought,  hath  bewtey  and 
good  grace;  [and  place; 

And  to  cache  thing  assined  is  the  proper  tyme 
And  graunted  eke  to  man  of  all  the  worldes  estate, 
And  of  cache  thing  wrought  in  the  same   tu 
argue  and  debate:  [ledge  moste 

Which  arte  though  it  aproche  the  heuenly  know- 
To  serehe  the  naturall  grounde  of  things,  yet 
all  is  labour  loste. 
But  then  the  wandering  eyes,  that  longe  for  suertey 
sought, 
Founde  that  by  paine  no  ce rtayne  welth  might 
in  this  world  be  bought. 
Who  Hveth  in  delight,  and  sekes  no  gredy  thryste, 
But  frely  spends  his  goods  may  thinke  it  is  a 
secret  gifte. 
Fulfilled  shall  it  be  what  so  the  Lord  intende. 
Which  no  device  of  mans  witt  may  aduaunce, 
nor  yet  dMende:  [dren  might 

Who  made  all  things  of  nought,  that  Adams  chyl- 
Lerne  how  to  drrad  the  I^rd,  that  wrought  such 
wonders  in  their  sight. 


The  gresly  wonders  past,  which  tyme  wears  out  of 

mynde. 

To  be  renewed  in  our  days  the  Lord  hath  so 

assynde. 

Lo  thus  he  carfuU  skoutge  dothe  stele  on  us  vn- 

ware,  [doth  againe  repaire. 

Which  when  the  ileshe  hath  dene  forgott,  he 

When  I  in  this  uaine  serehe  had  wanderyd  ore  my 

witt,  [should  have  sitt: 

I  saw  a  roiall  throne  eke  where  as  Justice 

In  stede  of  whom  1  saw,  with  fyerce  and  ere  well 

mode  [drounke  the  giltles  blode. 

Wher  Wrong  was  set,  that  blody  beast,  that 

Then  thought  I  thus,  one  day  the  Lord  shall  sit  ia 

dome  [spotted  have  no  rome. 

To  vewc  his  flock,  and  chose  the  pure;  the 

Yet  be  suche  skourges  sent,  that  each  agreuid 

mynde, 

Lyke  the  brute  beasts  that  swell  in  rage,  and 

fury  by  ther  kynde,  [longe. 

His  errourt  may  confesse,  when  he  hath  wreasteled 

And  then  with  pacience  may  him  arme,  the 

sure  defence  of  wronge. 

For  death,  that  of  the  beaste  the  carion  doth  de^ 

uoure,  ffatal  bower. 

Unto  the  noble  kynde  ef  men  presents  the 

The  perfitt  forme,  that  God  bathe  geuen  to  ether 

man,  [began; 

Or  other  beast,  dissolve  it  shall  to  earth  wher  it 

And  who  can  tell  yf  that  the  sowle  of  man  ascende. 

Or  with  the  body  if  it  dye,  and  to  the  groun 

decende:  [gayne, 

Wherfore  each  gredy  haft,  that  riches  seks  to 

Gather  may  he  that  sauery  frute,  that  springeth 

of  his  payne. 

A  dieane  conuenient  welth,  I  meane  to  take  in 

worth,  [powre  it  forth: 

And  with  a  hand  of  larges  eke  in  measure 

For  treasure  spent  in  lyef,  the  bod  ye  dothe  sus« 

teyne;  [amassed  with  muche  payne. 

The    heire    shall   waste    the    whourded  gold» 

Ne  may  foresight  of  Man  such  order  geve  in  lyef. 

For  to  foreknow,  who  shall  rejeyce  their  gotten 

good  with  stryef. 

CHAPTER  lY. 
When  I  bethought   me  well,  under  the  restles 
soon  [chastyced  were  doon; 

By  fooike  of  power  what  crewetl  wourks  un« 
I  saw  wher  stoode  a  heard  by  power  of  such  op- 
prcst. 
Out  of  whose  eyes  ran  floods  of  tears,  that  bayned 
all  ther  brest : 
Devoyde  of  comfort  dene,  in  terroure  and  dis- 
tresse ;  [to  represse : 

In  whose  defence  none  wolde  aryse,  such  rigour 
Then  tliought  I  thus:  O  Lord,  the  dead,  whose 
fatal  bower 
Is  ciene  ronne  out,  more  happy  ar;  whom  that 
the  wormes  de uoure : 
And  happiest  is  the  sede,  that  neuer  did  conceue; 
That  neuer  felt  the  way  Hull  wrongs,  that  mortal 
fullce  receue.  [gayne 

And  then  I  saw,  that  welth,  and  euery  honest 
By  trauill  wonne,   and  swete  of  browes,  gan 
growe  into  disdayne. 
Through  sloth  of  carelesfoike;  whom  ease  so  fat 
doth  feade; 
'  Whose  idell  hands  doo  nought  but  waast  the 
frute  of  other  seedc : 
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Which  t6  themselres  peivwade,  that  little  gott 
trith  ease. 
More  thaDkefu)!  is  then  kyuddomes  won  by 
trauayle  and  disease. 
Another  sort  I  saw  without  both  frend  or  kynne ; 
Whose  gredy  wayes  yet  neuer  sought  a  faith- 
ful! freud  to  wyiine;  [couid; 
Whose  wretched  corps  no  toile  yet  euer  wcry 
Nor  glutted  euer  wer  their  eyne  with  heaps  of 
shyntng  gould: 
But  yf  it  might  appear  to  their  abused  eyne. 
To  whose  auayle  they  trauill  so,  and  for  whose 
sake  they  pyne : 
Then  should  they  see  what  cause  they  haue  for  to 
repent 
The  frutles  paynes,  and  eke  the  tyme,  that  they 
in  vayne  haue  spent. 
Then  gan  1  thus  resolue:  More  pleosant  is  the  lyef 
Of  &ythefull  frends,  that  spend  their  goods  in 
commone  without  stryef : 
For  as  the  tender  frend  appeasith  euery  gryef ; 
So  yf  he  falls  that  Hues  alone,  who  shall  be  his 
relyef  ?  [faste ; 
The  frcndly  feeres  ]y  warme,  in  annes  embraced 
Who  sleapes  aloone  at  euery  toume  dothe  feale 
the  winter  blast : 
What  can  he  doo  but  y eld,  that  must  resist  aloone  ? 
Yf  ther  be  twaine,  one  may  defend  the  tother 
ouer-throwne:  [dure. 
The  single  twyned  cordes  may  no  such  stresse  in- 
As  cables  brayded  thre-fould  may,  together 
wretbed  sure. 
In  better  far  estate  stand  children  poore  and  wyse, 
Then  aged  kyngs  wedded  to  will,  that  worke 
without  aduyse. 
In  prison  haue  I  sene,  or  this,  a.wofull  wyght. 
That  neuer  knewe  what  fredom  ment,  nor  tast- 
ed of  delyght,                                    [mette. 
With  each  un helped  happ,  in  most  despaier,  hath 
Within  the  bands,  that  erst  ware  gyves,  to  haue 
a  septure  sette;                                fstaate, 
And  by  conjures  the  seade  of  kyngs  is  thrust  from 
Whereon  agreuyd  people  worke  oftejrmet  their 
hidden  haate. 
Other,  without  respect  I  saw  of  frend  or  foo 
With  feet  worne  bare  in  tracing  such  whereas 
the  honours  groo. 
And  at  deth  of  a  prynce  great  rowtes  reuiued 
strange, 
Which,  faine  thear  owld  yoke  to  discharge,  re- 
joyced  in  the  change.                         [more. 
But  when  I  thought  to  theise,  as  heauy  even,  or 
Shal  be  the  burden  of  his  raigne,  as  his  that 
wen  t  before ;                                      [pend : 
And  that  a  trayne  like  great,  vpon  the  dead  de- 
I  gan  conclude  each  gredy  gayne  hath  bis  uu- 
certayne  end. 
In  humble  sprite  is  set  the  temple  of  the  Lorde; 
Wher  yf  thow  enter,  loke  thy  mouth  and  con- 
scyence  may  accorde : 
Whose  cbarche  is  buylte  of  loae,  and  decte  with 
hotte  desyre, 
And  simple  fayth:  the  yolden  ghoost  his  marcy 
doth  requyre: 
Wher  perfectly,  for  aye,  he  in  his  woord  doth  rest; 
With  gentiil  eare  to  beare  thy  sate,  and  grant 
to  thy  request. 
In  boost  of  outwarde  works  he  takith  no  delight, 
Nor  wast  of  wourds :  sucbe  sacry  fice  unsauereth 
in  his  sight. 


CICAPTKR  V. 


Wrbn  that  repentant  teares  hath  cfensed  cl«t 
from  ill  ([ameadin^will: 

The  charged  brest:  and  grace  hath  wnmgbt  tberio 
With  bold  demands  then  may  his  mercy  wdl 
assaile  [may  none  premyle: 

The  speche  man  sayth ;  without  the  which  re<]itfst 
More  shall  thy  peimytent  sighes  bis  eodles 
mercy  please,  [words  Gods  wrath  appear; 
Then  their  importune  suits,  which  dreame,  that 
For  hart  contrite  of  foult,  is  gladsome  recooi* 
pence ;  [sy  nne  dispense. 

And  praier  fruict  of  faith,  wherby  Ood  doth  vith 
As  ferful  broken  slepes  spring  from  a  rcstla 
hedde;  [hreddf. 

By  chattering  of  miboly  lippes  is  frutles  pnyer 
In  wast  of  wynde,  1  lede,  vowe  nought  vnto  the 
Lord,  [accord: 

Whereto  thy  hart  to  bynd  thy  will  freely  doth  not 
For  humble  vowes  fiillfilld  by  grace  right  svetiy 
smoke  [God  provoke. 

But  bold  behests,  broken  by  lusts,  the  wrath  of 
Yet  bctte,  with  humble  hert,  thy  frsyltyc  to 
confesse,  [firaude  expresse. 

Then  to  host  suche  perfitnes,  whose  wori(«  soch 
With  fisyned  wordes  and  othes,  contract  with 
God  no  gyle;  [thy  self  defile: 

Suche  craft  returns  to  thyn  own  barme,  and  doth 
And  thoughe  the  myst  of  sinoe  perswad  sack 
error  light,  [his  sigbl. 

Therby  yet  ar  thy  outward  works  alldampned  in 
As  sondry  broken  dreams  vs  dyoerdye  abase: 
So  ar  his  errors  manifold,  that  many  woids  dothc 
use 
With  bumble  secret  playnt,  fewe  words  of  hotte 
eflfect,  [oeglect. 

Honor  thy  Lord ;  alowance  vaine  of  vojd  desert 
Thoughe  wronge  at  times  the  right,  and  veithe 
eke  nede  oppresse, 
Thinke  not  the  hand  of  justice  slows  to  fbllote 
the  redresse:  [dred, 

For  suche  unrighteous  folke,  as  role  withoateo 
By  some  abuse,  or  secret  lost,  he  suflereth  to  be 
led.  [Iwt, 

The  cheif  blisse,  that  in  earth  to  liuing  maa  it 
Is  moderat  weltfa»  to  nourish  lief,  yf  he  can  be 
content. 
He  that  hath  but  one  felde,  and  gredely  seke 
the  nought  [in  his  thoiaht. 

To  fence  the  tillers  hand  from  nede,  Is  king  with 
But  such  as  of  ther  golde  ther  only  idoll  makCi 
Noe  treasure  may  therauyn  of  their  hungry  haods 
aslake.  [pjof* 

For  he  that  gapes  for  ^ood,  and  hordeth  all  b»i 
Trauells  in  vayne  to  hyde  the  sweet,  that  shoaM 
releue  his  payne. 
Wher  is  gret  treltb,  there  should  be  many  > 
nedy  wight  [man's  cheife  delight 

To  spend  the  same,  and  that  should  be  the  ricbe 
The  sweet  and  quiet  slepes  that  weryd  limDei 
oppresse, 
Begile  the  night  in  dyet  thynne,  and  feasts  of  gfeat 
excesse:  L*^^ 

But  wakenlye  tbe  ricbe,  whose  lynely  heat  with 
Their  charged  boolks  with  change  of  meats  ctnno« 
so  sonedygest. 
An  other  righteous  dome,  1  sawe,  of  gredy  gtynj 
With  busy  cares  sncbe  tieasures  oft  prescmyca 
to  their  bayne: 
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The  plentoOQs  houttes  sackt,  the  owners  end 
with  shame  [should  rejoyce  the  same 

Their  sparkelid  goods;  their  nedy  hejrres,  that 
From  welth  dyspoyled  bare;  from  whence  they 
came  they  went,  [them  sent: 

Clad   in  the  clothes  of  ponerti,  as  nature  fyrat 
Naked,  as  from  the  wombe  we  came,  if  we  de- 
part, I  to  rex  the  hart  ? 
What  toyle  to  seeke  that  we  must  leue?  what  bote 
What  lyef  leade  testey  men,  they  that  consume 
their  dayes  [sum  alwaies^ 
lo  inwarde  freets,  untemperd  bates,  as  stryef  with 
Then  gan  I  prayce  all  those,  in  suche  a  world  of 
stryfTc,  [in  lyffe; 
Ar  take  the  profite  of  the  goods,  that  may  be  had 
For  sure  the  liberall  hand  that  hath  no  hart  to 
spare                                         [vertu  rare: 
This  fading  welthe,  bnt  powres  it  fbrthe,  it  is  a 
That  maks  welthe  slave  to  nede,  and  gold  be- 
com  his  thrall,               [his  chest  with  all ; 
Clings  not  his  gatts  with  niggeshe  fiiire  to  heape 
Bat  feeds  the  lusts  of  kynde  with  costly  meats 
and  wyne,                                   [that  pyne: 
And  slacks  the  hanger  and  the  thurst  of  nedy  fbike 
No  gluttons  feast  1  meane  in  wast  of  spence  to 
stryve,                                   [thus  to  reuiue 
Bat  temprat  mealies  the  dullest  spryts,  with  joye 
No  care  may  perce  where  myrth  hath  tempted 
such  a  brest ;                            [may  digest 
The  bitter  gaull,  seasond  with  swete  such  wysdome 
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Whbr  recheles  youthe  in  a  unquiet  brest. 
Set  on  by  wrath,  revenge,  and  crueltye. 

After  lodg  warr,  pacyens  had  opprest. 
And  justice  wrought  by  pryncelye  equitie. 

My  devy  then,  myne  errour  depe  imprest. 
Began  to  worke  dispaire  of  libertye; 

Had  not  David,  the  perfyt  warriour,  tonght 

That  of  my  faolt  thus  pardon  should  be  sought 
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Oh  Lorde  uppon  whose  will  dependeth  my  wel- 
fare, [night  I  spare; 
To  call  uppon  thy  hoUye  name  syns  day  nor 
Graunt  that  the  just  request  of  this  repentaunt 
mynd. 
So  perce  th3me  eares,  that  in  thy  sight  som  fa- 
vour it  may  fynd.  [past, 
My  sowle  is  fraoghted  full-  with  greif  of  follies 
My  restles  bodye  doth  consume  and  death  ap- 
procheth  fast;                     •       [in  twayne, 
like  them  whose  fatall  threde  thy  hand  hath  cut 
Of  whome  ther  is  no  further  brewte,  which  in 
their  graves  remeyne. 
Oh,  Lorde,  thou  hast  cast  me  bedlong,  to  please 
my  fooe,                                             [wooe, 
Into  a  pitt  all  botomeles,  where  as  I  plaync  my 
The'burthen  of  thy  wrath  it  doth  me  sore  oppresse ; 
And  sundrye  stormes  thou  bast  me  sent  of 
terronr  and  distresse: 
The  fisitbfuU  frends  ar  fled  and  bannyshed  from  my 
sight:                                 [frendkhipp  light 
And  sttch  as  I  hive  held  full  dere  have  sett  my 


My  durance  doth  perBwade  of  fredom  such  dis- 
paire, [eye  sight  doth  appaire : 
That  by  the  teai^es  thai  bayne  my  brest,  myne 
Yet  did  I  never  cease  thine  ayde  for  to  desyre. 
With  humble  hart  and  stretched  hands,  for  to 
appease  thy  yre. 
Wherfore  dost  thou  forbeare  in  the  defence  of 
thyne,  [Adams  lyne; 
To  show  such  tokens  of  thy  power  in  sight  of 
Wherby  cch^  febl^  hart  with  fayth  might  so  be 
fedd,                                  [might  be  spredd. 
That  in  the  mouthe  of  thy  elect  thy  mercyes 
The  fleshe  that  fedeth  wormes  can  not  thy  love  de- 
clare,                                 [land  of  dispaire; 
Nor  suche  set  forth  thy  faith  as  dwell  in  the 
In  blind  endured  herts  light  of  thy  lovely  name 
Can  not  appeare,  as  can  not  judge  the  brightnes 
of  the  same: 
Nor  blasted  may  thy  name  be  by  the  mouth  of 
those                              [may  not  disclose: 
Whom  death  hath  shatt  in  sylence,  so  as  they 
The  lively  voyce  of  them  that  in  thy  word  delight. 
Must  be  the  trumppe  that  must  resound  the 
g^orye  of  thy  myght: 
Wherfore  I  shall  not  cease  in  chief  of  my  distresse. 
To  call  on  Thee  till  that  the  sleape  my  weryd 
tymes  oppresse; 
And  in  the  morning  eke  when  that  the  slepe  is 
fledd,                                 [my  restles  bedd. 
With  floods  of  salt  repentaunt  teres  to  washe 
Within  this  carefiill  mynd,bourdnyd  with  care  and 
greif,  [he  his  relief. 
Why  dost  thou  not  appere,  oh  Lord,  that  sholdest 
My  wretched  state  beholde,  whom  death  shall  strait 
assaile,  [butwaile; 
Of  one,  from  youth  afflicted  still,  that  never  did 
The  dread,  loo !  of  thyne  yre  had  trod  me  under 
feet,                           [deth  seme  full  sweet. 
The  scourgis  of  thyne  angrye  hand  hath  made 
Like  to  the  roring  waves  the  sunken  shippe  sur- 
rounde,                                [succour  found  ; 
Great  heaps  of  care  did  swallow  me,  and  I  no 
For  they  whom  no  myschaunce  could  from  my 
love  devyde,                           [face  to  hyde. 
Ar  forced^  for  my  greater  greif,  from  me  their 
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The  soudden  stormes  that  heave  me  to  and  froo, 

Had  wel  neare  perced  faith,  my  guyding  saile. 
For  I,  that  on  the  noble  voyage  goo 

To  succher  trueth  and  falshed  to  assaile, 
Constrayned  am  to  beare  my  sayles  full  loo. 

And  never  could  attayne  some  pleasaunt  gai!e: 
For  unto  such  the  prosperous  winds  doo  bloo 

As  ronne  from  porte  to  porte  to  seke  availe: 
This  bred  dispayre,  whereof  such  doubts  did  groo. 

That  I  gan  faint,  and  all  my  courage  faile; 
But  now,  my  blage,  mine  ^rror  well  I  see, 
Such  goodlye  light  king  David  giveth  me. 


QUAM  BONUS  UBABL,  DEVS.     PSALM  LXXIIf. 

Thocghb,  Lord,  to  Israeli  thy  graces  plenteous 

be, 
I  meane  to  such,  with  pure  intent  as  fix  their 

trust  in  The; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


358 


SURREYS  POEMS. 


Yet  whiles  the  faith  did  feynt  that  shold  have 

been  my  guyde,  [began  to  slyde : 

Lyke  them  that  walk  in  slipper  pathes  my  feet 

Whiles  I  did  grudge  at  those  that  glorey  in  their 

golde,  [they  wolde. 

Whose  lothsom  pryde  rejoyseth  welth  in  quiet  as 

To  se  by  course  of  yeres  what  nature  doth  ap* 

pere,  [heire  to  heire; 

The  palayces  of  princely  fourme  succede  from 

From  all  such  travailes  free  as  longe  to  Adams 

sede,  [nor  by  dread. 

Neither  withdrawne  from  wicked  works  by  daunger 

Whereof  thire  skornfuU  pryde,  and  gloried  "with 

their  eyes;  [clad  in  vyce: 

As  garments  clothe  the  naked  man,  thus  are  they 

Thus,  as  they  wisbe,  succcds  the  mischief  that 

they  roeane, 

Whose  glutten  chekes  slouth  feads  so  fatt,  as  scant 

their  eyes  be  sene.  [fayne 

Unto  whose  crewel  power  most  men  for  dred  ar 

To  bend  and  bow  with  loftyc  looks,  whiles  they 

rawnt  in  their  rayne;  [frame. 

And  in  their  bloody  hands  whose  creweltye  that 

The  wailfull  works  that  skourge  the  poore,  without 

regard  of  blame, 

To  tempt  the  living  God  they  think  it  no  offence, 

And  perce  the  symple  with  their  tungs  that  can 

make  no  defence.  [to  wnver. 

Such  proofes  bifore  the  just,  to  cause  the  harts 

Be  sett,  lyke  cupps  myngled  with  gall,  of  bitter 

tast  and  saver:  [fbode. 

Then  saye  thy  foes  in  skome,  that  tast  no  other 

But  suc'ke  the  fleshe  of  thy  elect  and  bath  them  in 

their  bloode,  [this? 

Shold  we  beleve  tbe  Lorde  doth  know  and  suffer 

Foled  be  he  with  fables  vayne»  that  so  abused  is. 

In  terrour  of  the  just,  thus  raignes  iniquitye, 

Armed  with  power,  laden  with  gold,  and  dred  for 

crueltye,  [faythe  mayntayne 

Then  vayne  the  warr  might  seme,  that  I  by 

Against  the  fleshe,  whose  folse  affects  my  pure 

hart  wold  distasme.  [doon, 

For  I  am  scourged  still  that  no  ofience  have 

By  wrathes  children,  and  from   my  byrth  my 

chastenin?  begoon.  [thy  hand, 

When  I  behelde  their  pryde,  and  slackness  of 

I  gan  bewaile  the  wofull  state  wherin  thy  chosen 

stand; 

And  as  I  sought  wherof  thy  sufferaunce.  Lord, 

shold  groo, 

I  found  no  witt  could  perce  so  far,  thy  holy  domes 

to  knoo;  [trust, 

And  that  no  mysteryes  nor  dought  could  be  dis- 

Tili  1  com  to  the' holly  place,  the  mansion  of  the 

just;  [prepare, 

Where  I  shall  se  what  ejid  thy  justice  shall 

For  such  as  buyld  on  worldly  welth,  and  dye  their 

colours  fai re,  [buylding  vayne, 

Oh !  how  their  ground  is  false,  and  ail  their 

And  they  shall  fall,  their  power  shall  faile  that  did 

their  pryde  mayntayne,  [pleasaunt  toumc. 

As  charged  harts  with  care,  that  dreme  some 

Afteer  their  steape  fynd  their  abuse,  and  to  their 

plaint  retourne:  [geaunce  shall 

So  shall  their  glorye  faade,  thy  sword  of  ven^- 

Unto  their  dronken  eyes  in  blood  disclose  their 

errours  all.  [yshorne, 

And  when  their  golden  fleece  is  from  the  backe 

The  spotts  that  under  neth  were  hidd,  thy  chosen 

■hepe  shall  skorae: 


And  till  that  happye  daye,  my  hert  shall  svtll 

in  care. 

My  eyes  yeld  teares,  my  yeres  consume,  bitwene 

hope  and  dispayre.  [ments  darke, 

Loo,  how  my  spnts  ar  dull,  and  as  thy  judg- 

No  mortall  hedd  may  skale  so  highe,  but  vnoder 

at  thy  warke. 

Alas !  how  oft  my  foes  have  framed  my  decaye. 

But  when  I  stode  in  drede  to  drenche,  thy  hands 

still  did  me  stay.  [synne, 

And  in  cache  voyage  that  I  tooke  to  conqa«r 

Thou  wert  my  guyd,  and  gave  me  grace  to  cooh 

fort  me  therin;  [did  cleoe, 

And  when  my  withered  skyn  unto  my  bones 

And  flesh  did  wast,  thy  grace  did  then  my  simple 

spirits  releue.  [tniat: 

In  other  succour  then,  O  Lord,  why  should  I 

But  only  thyn,  whom  I  have  found  in  thy  bebisht 

so  just:  [refuse, 

And  sucfae  for  drede  or  gayne  as  shall  thy  name 

Shall  pcrishe  with  their  golden  godds  that  did  their 

harts  reduce ;  [and  jore, 

Where  I,  that  in  thy  worde  have  ^t  my  tnist 

The  high  reward  that  longs  thereto  shall  quietlye 

eiyoye:  [grace, 

And  my  unworthye  lypps,  inspired  with  thy 

Shall  thus  forespeke  thy  secret  works,  in  sight  of 

Adams  race. 


5\      
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Give  eare  to  my  suit.  Lord,  fromward  hide  not 

thy  face, 
Beholde,  sinking  in  grief,  lamenting,  how  I  praye: 
My  fooes  they  bray  so  lowde,  and  eke  threpc  on 
so  fast, 
Buckeled  to  do  me  scathe,  so  is  their  malice  bent. 
Care  perceth  my  entrayles,  and  traveyleth  my 
spryte; 
The  greslye  feare  of  death  envyroneth  my  brcst 
A  trembly nge  cold  of  dred  cleue  overwhelmeth 
my  hert: 
O,  thinke  1,  hadd  I  wings  like  to  the  symple  dore, 
This  peryll  might  1  flye,  and  seke  some  place 
of  rest  [cares. 

In  wylder  woods,  where  I  might  dwell  for  from  these 
"What  speady  way  of  wing  my  playnts  shold 
ther  lay  on,  [ro^J 

To  skape  the  stormye  blast  that  threatned  is  to 
Rayne  those  unbrydled  tungs,  breake  that  con- 
jured league. 
For  I  decyphred  have  amydd  our  towne  the  stryfie; 
Glle  and  wrong  do  kepe  the  walles,  they  ward 
both  day  and  night:  [ket  stedc, 

And  mysclieif  joynd  with  care  doth  kepe  fte  mar- 
Whilst  wickidness  with  craft  in  heaps  swarme 
through  the  strete. 
Ne  my  declai-ed  foo  wrought  me  all  this  reproche. 
By  harme  so  loked  for,yt  wayeth  balfe  the  lesse; 
For  though  myne  enemyes  bapp  had  byn  for  to 
p^e^'aile,  ['7^' 

I  cold  not  have  hidd  my  face  from  venym  of  his 
It  was  a  frendly  foo,  by  shadow  of  good  will, 
Myne  old  fere  and  dere  frende,  my  gnyde  that 
trapped  me,. 
Where  I  was  wont  to  fetche  the  cure  of  all  my  csre, 
And  in  his  bosome  hyde  my  secreat  zeale  to 
God. 
Such  soden  surprys  qnicke  may  bym  bell  devours, 
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Whilst  I  invoke  the  Lprdi  whose  power  shall  me 
defend:  [discend 

My  prayer  shall  not  cease,  from  that  the  sunne 
Till  he  his  aolture  trynn,  and  byde  them  in  the 
see.  [contr3rte. 

With  trords  of  bott  effect,  that  rooveth  from  hert 
Such  humble  sute,  O  Lord,  doth  perce  my  pay- 
cent  eare.  [of  those 
It  was  the  Lord  (hat  brake  the  bloody  compackts 
That  preloked  on  with  yre,  to  slaughter  me  and 
myne. 
The  enerlasting  God,  whose  kingdom  hath  no  end, 
Wbome  by  no  tale  to  died  he  could  diuert  from 
synne.  [hand, 
Tbe  conscyence  unquyet  he  strykes  with  bevy 
And  proves  their  force  in  fiiyth,  whome  be  sware 
to  defend. 


Butter  fals  not  so  soft  as  doth  his  pacyence*  longer 

And  over  passeth  fine  oyle  runuing  not  halfe  so 

smothe :  [provolcB, 

But  when  his  suffraunce  fynds  that  brydled  wrath 

He  thremcth  wrath,  be  whets  more  sbarppe  than 

any  tool  can  fyle,  [wicked  sort, 

Friour,  whose  barme  and  tounge  presents  the 

Of  those  false  wolves  with  cooles  which  doo  their 

ravin  byde;  [Lord, 

That  sweare  to  me  by  heaven,  the  fotestole  of  the 

Who  though  force  had  hurt  my  fame  they  did 

not  touch  my  life. 

Such  patching  care  I  lothe,  as  feeds  the  welth 

with  lies: 

But  in  the  thother  psalme  of  David  find  I  ease, 

lacta  curem  tuam  super  Domiaum  et  ipse  to 

tnutriet. 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  SIR  THOMAS  WYAT. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


A  LIFE  of  sir  Thomas  Wyat  appeared  in  the  second  number  of  lord  Orford's  Miscel- 
laneous  Antiquities^  from  materials  collected  in  the  British  Museum,  by  his  frieqd  Gray, 
the  poet;  and  augmented  by  his  lordship  from  other  writers^  particularly  Anthony 
Wood  and  Lloyd,  but  not  without  some  inaccuracy.  A  few  notices  are  now  added  of 
more  recent  authority. 

Sir  Thomas  Wyat,  the  only  son  and  heir  of  sir  Henry  Wyat  of  Allington  Castle  in 
Kent,  was  bom  in  the  year  1503.  His  mother  was  the  daughter  of  John  Skinner  of  the 
county  of  Surrey.  His  father  was  imprisoned  in  the  Tower  in  the  ^-eign  of  Richard  HL, 
when  he  is  said  to  have  been  preserved  by  a  cat  which  fed  him  while  in  that  place,  for 
which  reason  he  was  always  pictured  with  a  cat  in  his  arms,  or  beside  h)m^  On  the 
accession  of  Henry  VH.  he  had  great  marks  of  favour  shewn  him,  among  which  wastlie 
honour  of  knighthood,  and  a  seat  in  the  privy  council.  One  of  the  last  services  in 
which  he  was  employed  by  that  king  was  conducting  to  the  Tower  the  unfortunate  earl 
of  Suffolk,  who  was  afterwards  beheaded  by  Henry  VHl.  He  was  also  a  member  of 
Henry  VIIFs  privy  council,  master  of  the  jewel  office,  and  of  the  van -guard  of  that 
anny,  commanded  by  the  king  in  person,  which  fought  the  memorable  battle  of  the 
fSpun\    He  died  in  1533. 

The  honour  of  educating  our  poet  has  been  claimed  for  both  universities,  by  Carter 
for  St.  John*s  College,  Cambridge,  and  by  Anthony  Wood  for  Oxford,  because  he  resided 
for  some  time  on  the  establishment  of  cardinal  Wolsey's  new  college,  now  Christ  Church. 
He  then  set  out  on  his  travels  according  to  the  custom  of  that  age^  and  returned  after 
•ome  years,  a  gentleman  of  high  accomplishments  and  elegant  manners,  and  of  such 
^nversation  talents,  both' as  to  sense  and  wit,  as  to  have  attracted  the  admiration  of  all 
nnks,  and  particularly  of  his  sovereign,  who  bestowed  on  him  the  order  of  knighthood, 
^d  employed  him  in  various  embassies.  Mr.  Warton  appears  offended  with  Wood  for 
■^ymg  that  "  the  king  was  in  a  high  manner  delighted  with  his  witty  jests;"  while  he 

*  Ha$ted»»  History  of  Kent,  vol.  ii.  p.  183.  *  Lodge's  Illustrations,  vol.  i.  p.  1. 
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allows  tbat  Henry  was  probably  as  much  pleased  with  his  repartees  as  his  politics. 
Lloyd,  whom  Mr.  Gray  and  lord  Orford  have  adopted  as  an  authority,  reports  enough 
of  his  wit  to  convince  us  that  he  might  delight  a  monarch  of  Henry's  fickleness  and 
passionate  temper.  Persons  of  this  character  are  often  more  easily  directed  or  diverted 
by  a  striking  expression  than  by  a  train  of  argument. 

According  to  Lloyd,  Wyat  was  frequently  honoured  with  the  king*s  familiar  convcrsa- 
lion,  which  never  put  him  so  much  off  his  guard  a^  to  betray  him  into  any  fooleries 
inconsistent  with  his  character.  When  urged  by  the  king  to  dance  at  one  of  the  court- 
balls,  he  replied  that,  "  He  who  thought  himself  a  wise  man  in  the  day-time,  would  not 
be  a  fool  at  night."  His  general  deportment  is  said  to  have  been  neither  too  severe 
for  Henry  VIU's  time,  nor  too  loose  for  Henry  VH's;  with  whose  court,  however,  he 
could  have  little  acquaintance.  In  him  als9  was  said  to  have  been  combined  the  wit  of 
sir  Thomas  More,  and  the  wisdom  of  sir  Thomas  Cromwell.  It  is  no  small  confirma- 
tion of  this  character  that  his  friend  Surrey  describes  him  as  of  **  a  visage  stem  and 
mild 3"  a  .contrariety  which  seems  to  be  very  happily  preserved  in  Holbein's  iucom- 
parable  drawing  lately  published  by  Mr.  Chamberlain. 

But  his  wit  was  not  evanescent.  We  are  told  that  he  brought  about  the  Reformation 
by  a  bon  mot,  and  precipitated  the  full  of  Wolsey  by  a  seasonable  story.  When  the 
king  was  perplexed  respecting  bis  divorce  from  queen  Catherine,  which  he  affected  to 
feel  as  a  matter  of  conscience,  sir  Tliomas  exclaimed,  "  Lord!  that  a  man  cannot 
repent  him  of  his  sin  without  the  pope's  leave!"  A  truth  thus  wittily  hinted  was 
afterwards  confirmed  by  the  opinion  of  Cranmer  and  of  the  universities ;  and  became  a 
maxim  of  church  and  state.  The  story  by  which  he  promoted  the  fall  of  Wolsey  has 
not  descended  to  our  times.  Lloyd  merely  says  that  when  the  kin^  happened  to  be  dis- 
pleased with  Wolsey,  **  sir  Thomas  ups  with  a  story  of  the  curs  baiting  the  butchers' 
dog,  which  contained  the  whole  method  of  that  great  man's  ruin."  Few  readers  reqnup^ 
to  be  told  that  Wolsey  was  the  son  of  a  butcher  at  Ipswich « 

In  the  early  state  of  the  Reformation  the  clergy  were  discontented,  because  afraid  of 
losing  their  valuable  lands.  "  Butter  the  rooks  nests,"  said  sir  Thomas,  *'  and  they  will 
never  trouble  you.'*  The  meaning,  not  very  obvious,  was  that  the  king  should  give 
the  church  lands  to  the  great  families,  whose  interest  it  would  then  be  to  prevent  the 
re-establishment  of  popery.  The  wit,  however,  of  this  advice  is  more  remarkable  than 
the  wisdom;  for  notwithstanding  the  robbery  of  the  church,  which  has  kept  her  poor 
ever  since,  popery  was  effectuully  re-established  in  queen  Mary's  reign.  The  liberality 
'  of  the  only  other  bon  mot  recorded  of  sir  Thomas  may  be  questioned.  One  day  he 
told  the  king  that  he  had  found  out  a  living  of  >Cl^/0  a  year  more  than  enough^  and 
prayed  him  to  bestow  it  on  him ;  and  when  the  king  answered  that  there  was  do  such  in 
England,  sir  Thomas  mentioned  '<  the  provost-ship  of  Eaton ;  where  a  man  hath  his  diet, 
his  lodging,  his  horsemeat,  his  servant's  wages,  his  riding  charge,  and  an  hundred 
pounds  per  annum  besides." 

Sir  Thomas  was  a  man  whose  acquaintance  was  much  courted,  for  his  splendid  enter- 
tainments; his  knowledge  of  the  political  relations  of  the  kingdom;  his  discernment  in 
discovering  men  of  parts,  and  his  readiness  to  encourage  them;  and  for  the  interest  be 
was  known  to  possess  at  court.  It  became  a  proverb,  when  any  person  received  prefer- 
ment, that  ^'  he  had  been  in  sir  Thomas  Wyat's  closet."  To  this  may  be  added,  that 
his  conversation  had  that  happy  mixture  of  the  grave  and  gay  which  excludes  dul- 
ness  as  well  as  levity;  and  his  manners  were  so,  highly  polished  that  he  differed  in 
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opmiMi  with  the  utmost  civility,  and  expressed  his  doubts  as  if  he  needed  the  iDforma- 
tion  which  he  was  able  to  impart. 

Amidst  thb  prosperous  career,  he  hlid  the  misfortune,  like  most  of  the  eminent 
characters  of  this  reign,  to  fall  under  the  severe  displeasure  of  the  king,  and  was 
twice  ifflprisc»led^  but  for  what  offences  his  biographers  are  not  agreed.  Fuller 
says  he  had  heard  that  he  fell  into  disfavour  about  the  business  of  queen  Anne 
Bttllen.  Lloyd  insinuates  the  same,  and  some  have  gone  so  far  as  to  accuse  him  of  a 
criminal  connection  with  her.  But  this  is  in  part  erroneous.  From  the  oration 
which  he  delivered  on  his  second  trial,  and  ^hich  lord  Orford  has  printed  in  his  Mis- 
cellaneous Antiquities,  he  expressly  im[mtes  his  first  imprisonment  to  Charles  Brandon, 
duke  of  Suffolk.  '*  His  first  misfortune  flowed  from  a  court-cabal ;  the  second  from 
the  villainy,  jealousy,  and  false  accusation  of  that  wretch  Bonner,  bishop  of  London, 
whose  clownish  manners,  lewd  behaviour,  want  of  religion,  and  malicious  perversion 
of  truth,  sir  Thomas  paints  with  equal  humour  and  asperity."  Bonner  accused  him 
of  a  treasonable  correspondence  with  cardmal  Pole,  and  this'  with  some  treasonable 
expressions  conceromg  the  king,  formed  the  principal  charges  against  him,  which  he 
repelled  with  great  spirit,  ease,  and  candour.  The  words  which  he  was  accused  of 
having  uttered  were,  '*  that  the  king  should  be  cast  out  of  a  cart's  a-^e:  and  that  by 
God's  blood,  if  he  were  so,  he  was  well  served,  and  he  would  he  were  so."  Sir 
Thomas  acknowledged  the  possibility  of  hb  having  uttered  the  first  part  of  this  sen- 
tence, and  explained  his  meaning,  viz.  that  between  the  emperor  and  the  king  of 
France,  his  master  Henry  would  probably  be  left  b  the  lurch. 

He  was  tried  for  this  by  a  jury  before  a  committee  of  the  council,  and  probably 
acquitted ;  as  we  find  that  he  regained  the  confidence  of  the  king,  and  was  afterwards 
sent  ambassador  to  the  emperor.  His  eagerness  to  execute  this  commission,  whatever 
it  was,  proved  fatal ;  for  riding  fast  in  the  heat  of  summer  he  was  attacked  by  a  ma- 
lignant fever,  of  which  he  died  at  Shireboume  in  Dorsetshire,  1541,  in  the  thirty-eighth 
year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  in  the  great  conventual  church  there  ^. 

Lord  Orford  informs  us,  tliat  in  Vertue's  manuscript  collections  he  found  that 
Vertue  was  acquainted  with  a  Mr.  Wyat,  who  lived  in  Charterhouse-yard,  and  was  the 
representative  descendant  of  that  respectable  family.  In  1721,  and  at  other  times, 
Vertue  says,  at  that  gentleman's  house  he  saw  portraits  of  his  ancestors  for  seven  de- 
scents, and  other  pictures  and  ancient  curiosities^. 

Our  poet  has  usually  been  termed  sir  Thomas  Wyat  the  Elder,  to  distinguish  him 
from  sir  Thomas  Wyat,  his  son,  who  suffered  death  for  high  treason  in  the  reign  of 
queen  Maiy.  His  lady,  according  to  Wood,  was  Elizabetli,  daughter  of  Thomas 
Brooke,  lord  Cobham^.  His  son  left  issue,  by  Jane  his  wife,  daughter  and  co-heir  of 
AVilliam  Hawte  of  Bourne,  knight,  a  son  named  George  Wyat  of  Boxley  in  Kent^  re- 
stored 13.  Elizabeth. 


*  See  his  Sonnet  to  sir  Francis  Bryan.    C. 

*  Lord  Orford  contradicts  Anthony  Wood's  account  of  sir  Thomas's  death,  by  playing  in  his  usual 
way  apoo  words,  but  unfortunately  upon  words  which  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  Athenae.  See  Misc. 
Antiquities,  p.  18.  note,  and  compare  with  Wood,  vol.  i.  col.  .57.     C. 

^  **  Drayton,  in  his  Verses  to  Master  Georj^  Sandys,  treasurer  for  the  English  colony  in  Virginia, 
mentions  the  name  of  a  Wyat,  who  probably  diight  be  a  descendant  of  our  poet's.  Sandys  was  re- 
lated to  the  Wyat  fomily.''    UeadJey's  Beauties,  i.  Ixvi. 

*  She  afterwards  married  sir  Edward  Warner,  biirt,    Hasted's  Kent,  vol.  II.  p.  183. 
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Sir  Thomas's  biographers  are  in  general  silent.on  the  subject  of  his  connection  with  lord 
Surrey.  It  is  known,  however,  that  they  were  closely  allied  by  friendship,  and  simila- 
rity of  taste  and  studies.  Surrey's  character  of  Wyat  is  a  noble  tribute  to  his  memory. 
The  year  following  his  death,  Leland  published  a,  volume  of  elegiac  verses,  some  of 
which  are  very  elegant,  and  all  highly  encomiastic,  entitled  '<  Na^nise  in  mortem  Thorns 
Wiati,  equitis  incomparabilis,  Joanne  Lelando  Antiquario,  Auctore,  4to.''  This  scarce 
pamphlet  has  a  wood  cut  of  Wyat,  supposed  to  be  by  Holbein,  but  representing  him 
as  a  much  older  man  than  he  was,  and  with  a  huge  bushy  beard  hiding  more  than  half 
his  features.    The  copy  in  the  British  Museum  is  dated  1552*^ 

His  poems  were  first  published  by  Tottcll^  along  with  Surrey's,  and  the  coUectioo  bv 
uncertain  autliors.  The  authenticity  of  Surrey's  and  Wyat*s  poems  seems  to  be  con- 
firmed by  this  care  of  Tottell  to  distinguish  what  he  knew  firom  what  he  did  not  know, 
and  what,  from  the  ignorance  of  an  editor  of  so  much  taste,  I  apprehend  were  not 
generally  known.  Mr.  Warton  has  favoured  us  with  a  very  elaborate  and  elegant  criti- 
cism on  Wyat,  but  has  found  it  impossible  to  revive  his  poetical  lame.  He  cratiibuted 
bat  little  to  the  refinement  of  £nglish  poetry,  and  his  versification  and  language  are  de- 
ficient in  harmony  and  perspicuity.  From  a  close  study  of  the  Italian  poets^  his  imagi- 
nation dwells  too  often  on  puerile  conceits  and  contrarieties,  which,  however,  to  some 
are  so  pleasing  that  they  are  not  to  this  day  totally  excluded  from  our  poetiy.  As  a 
lover,  his  addresses  are  stately  and  pedantic,  with  very  little  mixture  of  feeling  or  pas- 
sion ;  and  although  detached  beauties  may  be  pointed  out  in-a  few  of  his  sonnets,  bis 
genius  was  ill  adapted  to  this  species  of  poetry.  In  all  respects  he  is  inferior  to  bis 
friend  Surrey^  and  claims  a  place  in  the  English  series  chiefly  as  being  the  first  moral 
satirist,  and  as  having  represented  the  vices  and  follies  of  his  time  in  the  true  spirit  of 
the  didactic  muse. 

Lord  Surrey,  we  have  seen,  praises  his  version  of  David's  Psalms,  a  work  about  the 
existence  of  which  bibliographers  are  not  agreed.  No  copy  is  known  to  be  extant,  nor 
is  it  noticed  in  any  history  of  the  English  press,  nor  in  any  library  printed  or  manu- 
script In  1549  were  published  Certayne  Psalms,  «  transcript  of  which  has  been 
made  for  the  present  edition^  without,  I  am  afraid,  adding  much  to  the  author's  repu- 
tation. Mr.  Warton  observes,  that  the  pious  Thomas  Stemhold  and  John  Hopkins  are 
the  only  imniortul  translators  of  David's  Psalms.  But  indifferent  as  they  are  now 
thought,  there  is  nothing  to  be  found  of  a  superior  kind  before  their  time,  hi  tbe 
library  of  Bene't  College,  Cambridge^  is  a  manuscript  translation  of  tlie  Psalms  into 
Scotch  metre  of  the  fourteenth  century. 

Tottel's  edition  of  Surrey  and  Wyat  contains  abo  tlie  Poems  of  UNCERTAIN  au- 
thors, on  which  Mr,  Warton  has  bestowed  the  whole  of  sect.  xxi.  and  part  of  xxii.  of 
his  History  of  Poetry.  He  notices  this  collection  as  the  first  printed  poetical  miscellanY 
in  the  English  language,  and  is  of  opinion  that  sir  Francis  Bryan,  George  Bolep,  lord 
Rochford  (brother  to  queen  Anne  Boleyn),  and  lord  Vaux,  "  all  professed  rhymers 
and  sonnet-writers,"  were  large  contributors.  Sir  Francis  Bryan's  and  lord  Rochford's 
shares  have  not  been  ascertained.  Lord  Thomas  Vaux'  is  the  author  of  The  Image 
of  Death,  and  of  the  Assault  of  Cupide  upon  the  Fort  in  which  the  Lover's  Heart 
lay  wounded.  He  has  been  confounded  by  some  writers  with  Nicholas  Vaux,  his 
father,  who  was  no  poet ;  and  with  his  son  Wilham,  who  wrote  several  poems  in  die 

*>  See  Mr.  Park's  Life  of  this  noblemaa  ia  his  editioD  of  the  Royal  and  Noble  Authors,  rol.  I 
p.  S09. 
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collection  called  The  Paradise  of  Dainty  Deuises.  Mr.  Ritson*  has  produced 
Churchyard's  authority  that  he  also  was  a  contributor  of  '*  many  things''  to  this  collec- 
tion, but  they  are  not  specified. 

Mr.  Warton  is  of  opinion  that  all  these  pieces  were  written  between  the  years  1530 
and  1550,  and  most  of  them,  periiaps,  within  the  first  part  of  that  period.  The 
Songes  written  by  N.  G.  at  the  close  of  the  collection  are  attributed  to  Nicholas 
Grimoald,  a  man  of  extensive  leammg,  a  critic,  and  a  poet,  and  the  second,  after  lord 
Surrey,  who  wrote  in  blank  verse.  Mr.  Warton  gives  him  the  high  praise  of  having 
added  to  Surrey's  efibrts  new  strength,  elegance,  and  modulation,  and  thinks  that  as 
a  writer  of  verses  in  rhyme,  he  yields  to  none  of  his  contemporaries,  for  a  masterly 
choice  of  chaste  expression,  and  concise  elegancies  of  didactic  versification.  The 
remainder  of  these  poems  await  the  researches  and  conjectures  of  some  fiiture  and  in« 
deiatigable  antiquary. 

s  Ritson's  Bibliographia  Poetica,  in  ait.  Churchyard. 
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POEMS 


OF 


SIR   THOMAS   WYAT. 


THE  LOVER  FOR  SHAMEFASTNESSE  BID- 
ETH  HIS  DESIRE  WITHIN  HIS  FAITH- 
FUL HEART. 

'pHEIong  love,  that  in  my  thought  I  harber 
And  in  my  hart  doth  kepe  his  residence, 
Into  my  lace  preaseth  with  lK>ld  pretence, 
And  there  campetb,  displaying  his  banner; 
She  that  me  leanes  to  loue,  and  to  suffer. 
And  willes  that  my  trust,  and  lustes  negligence 
fie  reined  by  reason,  shame,  and  reuerence 
With  hit  haidinesse  takes  displeasure. 
Wherewith  loue  to  the  hartes  forest  be  fleeth. 
Leaning  his  enterprise  with  paine  and  crye. 
And  there  him  hidetb  and  not  appearetb. 
What  may  I  do  ?  when  my  maister  fearetb. 
But  in  the  field  with  him  to  liue  and  dye, 
For  good  is  the  life,  ending  faithfully. 


THE  LOXTER  WAXETH  WISER,  A7W  WIIX 
.  JVOT-DKE  FOR  AFFECTION. 

Yet  was  I  newer  of  your  lone  agreucd, 
Nor  neuer  shall,  while  that  my  life  doth  last; 
But  of  hating  my  self,  that  date  is  past. 
And  tcarct  continual  sore  hath  me  weried: 
I  nill  not  yet  in  my  graue  be  buried; 
Nor  on  my  tombe  your  name  haue  fixed  fast, 
As  cruel  cause,  that  did  my  sprite  sone  hast. 
Prom  thunhappy  boones  by  great  sighes  stirred. 
Tr:en  if  an  hait  of  amorous  feith  and  will 
Content  your  minde  withouten  doing  grief; 
Please  it  you  so  to  this  to  do  relief; 
If  otherwyse  you  seke  for  to  fulfyll 
Your  wfath,  you  crre,  and  shall  not  as  you  xrenej 
And  yon  yonr  tdf  the  cause  thereof  hare  bene. 

VOL.  U. 


THE  ABUSED  LOUER  SEETH  HIS  FOIY 
AND  ENTENDKTH  TO  TRUST  NO  MORE. 

Was  never,  file  yet  halfe  so  well  y  filed, 

To  file  a  file  for  any  smithes  entent. 

As  1  was  made«  filing  instrument. 

To  frame  other,  while  that  I  was  begiled. 

But  reason  loe,  hath  at  my  foly  smiled. 

And  pardoned  me,  sins  that  I  me  repent, 

.Of  my  last  yeres,  and  of  my  time  mispent. 

For  youth  led  me,  and  falshod  me  misguided, 
Yc't,  this  trust  I  bane  of  great  apparance,  ^ 

Sins  that  disceit  is  ay  returnable. 
Of  very  force  it  is  agreable, 
That  therwithall  be  done  the  recompence, 
Thf>n  gile  begiled,  playnd  should  be  neuer. 
And  the  reward  is  little  trust  for  ever. 


THE   LOUER   DESCRIBETH   HIS    BEING 
STRIKEN  WITH  SIGHT  OF  HIS  LOUE. 

The  liucly  sparkes,  that  issue  from  those  eyes, 
Against  the  which  there  vaiieth  no  defence* 
Have  perst  my  hart,  and  done  it  none  offence. 
With  quaking  pleasure,  more  than  once  or  twise. 
Was  neuer  mair*  could  any  thing  deui&c^ 
Sunne  beamos  to  tume  with  so  great  vehemence 
To  dase  mans  sight,  as  by  their  bright  presence 
Dased  am  I,  much  like  vnto  the  gi)ie. 
Of  one  striken  with  dint  of  lightening, 
Blind  with  the  stroke,  and  crying  here  and  there: 
So  call  I  for  helpi  1  not'  when  or  where; 
The  payn  of  my  fall  paciently  bearing. 

For  streight  after  the  blase  (a  is  no  wonder); 

Of  deadly  noyse  heare  I  the  fearfiiU  thunder. 

>  I  know  not 
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THE  WAXmnWQ  LOVER  WILLETH  AND 
DREADETH  TO  MOVE  HIS  DESIRE, 

Such  yainc  thought,  as  wonted  to  mUleade  me, 

In  d«sert  hope  by  well  assured  mone, 

Makes  me  from  company  to  liue  alone. 

In  folowing  her,  whom  reason  bids  me  flee. 

And  after  her  my  hart  would  fiune  be  gone. 

But  armed  sighes  my  way  do  stop  anone, 

Twixt  hope  and  dreade  locktnge  my  libertie; 

So  fleeth  she  by  gentle  crueltie. 

Yet  as  I  gesse  vnder  disdainfull  brow. 

One  beam  of  ruth  is  in  her  cloudy  looke, 

Which  comfortes  themind,  that  erst  for  fearshooke; 

That  boided  straiglit  the  way;  then  seke  I  how 

To  vtter  forth  the  smart  I  byde  within  i 

But  such  it  is,  1  not'  how  to  b^in. 


THE  LOUER  HAVIKG  DREAMED  ENJOY- 
ING OF  HIS  WUE,  COMPLAINETH 
THAT  THE  DREAME  IS  NOT  EITHER 
LONGER  OR  TRUER. 

IJnstablb  dreame,  according  to  the  place, 
Be  litedfast  ones,  or  els  at  least  be  true; 
By  tasted  swetnesse,  make  me  not  to  rew 
The  sodeyn  losse  of  thy  false  fayned  gnce. 
By  good  reftpcct  in  such  a  dangerous  case. 
Thou  broughtest  not  her  into  these  tossing  seas; 
Bnt  madest  my  sprite  to  liue,  my  care  t'  encrease> 
My  body  in  ten^ppst  her  delight  t'  embrace. 
The  bod^  dead,  the  sprite  had  his  desire, 
Painless  was  th'  one,  the  other  in  delight. 
Why  then,  alas!  did  it  not  kepe  it  right, 
Sut  thus  returne  to  leape  into  the  fier; 

And  where  it  was  at  wish,  could  not  remained 
Sucbmockesof  dreames  do  turn  to  deadly  payne. 


THE  LOITER  VNHAPPY,  SIDDETH  HAPPY 
I.OUFRS  REJOICE  IN  MAfE,  WHILE 
HE  WAILETH  THAT  MONTH  TO  HIM 
MOST  UNLVCKLY. 

Yb  that  in  loue  And  lucke  and  swete  abundance. 

And  liue  in  lust  of  joyful  jolitie* 

Arise  for  shame,  do  way  your  sluggardy; 

Arise,  I  say,  do  May  some  observance, 

JiCt  me  in  bed  lye,  dixamyog  of  mischaunce, 

I^t  me  remember  my  mishappes  vnhappy. 

That  me  betyde  in  May  most  cnmmonly. 

As  one  whome  loue  list  little  to  advance. 

Stephen  saide  true,  that  my  natinitie 

Mischanced  was  wfth  the  ruler  of  May : 

He  gest  (I  prove)  of  that  the  veritte, 

In  May  my  welth,  and  eke  my  wtttes,  I  say, 

Haue  stand  so  oft  in  such  perplexitie, 

Joy,  let  me  dreame  of  your  feliciiie. 


THE  LOVER  CONFESSETH  HIM  IN  LOUE 
WITH  PHILUS. 

If  waker  care,  if  sodayn  pale  colour; 

If  many  sighes  with  little  speche  to  plaine; 

^  J  know  not. 


Now  joy,  now  wo,  if  they  my  chere  distaine; 
For  hope  of  smal,  if  much  to  feare  therefore. 
To  hast  or  slacke,  my  pace  to  lesse,  or  more 
Be  signe  of  loue,  then  do  I  loue  agaioe* 
If  thou  aske  whome ;  sure  sins  I  did  refiraine, 
Brunet,  that  set  my  welth  in  such  a  rore, 
Th*  unfained  chere  of  Phyllis  hath  the  place 
That  Brunet  had;  she  hath  and  ever  shall; 
She  fipom  my  self  now  hath  me  in  her  grace  ; 
She  hath  in  hand,  my  wit,  my  will  and  all: 
My  hart  alone  wel  woorthy  she  doth  stay, 
Without  whose  helpe  skant  do  1  Hue  a  day. 


OF  OTHERS  FAINED  SOROW,   AND  THE 
LOUERS  FAINED  MIRTH 

Cbiar,  when  that  the  traytour  of  Egipt 
With  t'  honorable  bed  did  him  present, 
Couering  his  hartes  gladnesse,  did  represent 
Plaint  with  bis  teares  outward,  as  it  is  writ. 
Eke  Hannibal,  when  fortune  him  out  shit 
Clene  from  his  reigne,  and  from  al  his  entent, 
Laught  to  his  folkc,  whom  sorow  did  torment. 
His  cruel  dispite  for  to  disgorge  and  qaiu 
So  chaonced  me,  that  euery  passion 
The  minde  hideth  by  colour  contrary. 
With  fained  visage,  now  sad,  now  mery; 
Wbeiby  if  that  I  laugh  at  any  season. 
It  is  because  I  have  none  other  way 
To  doake  my  care,  but  vnder  sporte  and  play. 


OF  CHANGE  IN  MYNDE. 

£cHB  man  me  telth,  I  change  most  my  deviise; 
And  on  my  faith,  methinke  it  good  reason 
To  change  purpose,  like  after  the  season. 
For  in  eche  case  to  kcpe  still  one  guise, 
b  mete  for  them,  that  would  be  taken  wise; 
And  I  am  not  of  such  maner  condlciou; 
But  treated  after  a  diucrs  fashion ; 
And  thereupon  my  diuersencsse  doth  lyse. 
But  you,  this  diuersenesse  that  blamen  most. 
Change  you  no  more,  but  still  after  one  rate 
Treate  yon  me  well;  and  kepe  you  in  that  state; 
And  white  with  me  doth  dwell  this  weried  ghost. 

My  word  nor  1  shall  not  be  variable; 

But  always  one,  your  own  both  finne  and  stable. 


HOW  THE  LOUER  PERISHETH  IN  ms 
DEUGHT,  AS  THE  FUE  IN  THE  FIRE. 

Some  fowles  there  be  that  haue  so  perfite  sight. 
Against  the  sunne  their  eyes  for  to  defende; 
And  some,  because  the  light  doth  them  offende, 
Neuerappere,  but  in  the'darke  or  night: 
Other  reioyce  to  see  the  fire  so  bright. 
And  wene  to  play  in  it,  as  they  pretende; 
But  fiiide  contrary  of  it,  that  they  entende. 
Alas,  of  that  sort  may  I  be  by  right: 
For  to  withstand  her  loke  I  am  not  able; 
Yet  can  I  not  hide  me  in  no  darke  place; 
So  foloweth  me  remembrance  of  that  face. 
That  with  hiy  teary  eyen,  swolne,  and  Tnitable, 
My  dcsteoy  to  behold  her  doth  me  leade. 
And  yet  I  know  I  runne  into  the  gleade. 
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AGAINST  ms  TONG  THAT  FAILED  TO 
VTTER  HIS  SUTES. 

Because  I  still  kept  thee  fro  lyes  and  blame, 
Aod  to  my  power  alumys  thee  booourcd, 
Unkiade  U>n^e»  to  yll  hast  thou  me  rendred, 
For  such  desert  to  do  me  wreke  and  shame. 
In  nede  of  succour  most  when  that  1  am» 
To  ask  rewarde,  thou  standes  lyke  one  afraid; 
Alway  most  cold,  and  if  one  woord  be  said, 
^s  in  a  dreme,  vnperfit  is  the  same; 
And  ye  salt  teares,  against  my  wyll  eche  night. 
That  are  with  me,  when  I  would  be  alone; 
Then  are  ye  gone,  when  I  should  make  my  mone. 
And  ye  so  ready  sighes,  to  make  me  shright, 
I1icn  are  ye  slacke,  when  that  ye  should  out  start. 
And  onely  doth  my  loke  declare  my  hart. 


DESCRIPTION    OP    THE    CONTRARIOUS 
PASSIONS  IN  A  LOVER. 

I  nRDB  no  peace,  and  all  my  warre  is  done, 
1  feare  and  hope;  I  borne,  ami  frese  lyke  yse, 
I  fl;e  aloft,  yet  can  1  not  arise, 
And  uoogbt  I  bane,  and  all  the  world  I  season. 
That  lockes  nor  loseth,  holdeth  me  in  prison. 
And  boldes  me  not,  yet  can  1  scape  no  wyse: 
Nor  iettes  me  live,  nOr  dye,  at  my  deuise. 
And  yet  of  death  it  geueth  me  occasion. 
Without  eye  I  se,  without  toog  I  plajrne : 
I  wish  to  perish,  yet  I  aske  for  beltb, 
I  lore  another,  and  1  hate  my  selfe; 
1  fede  me  in  sorow,  and  laugh  in  all  my  paine. 
l/if  thus  dis|»leaaetb  me,  both  death  and  life. 
And  my  delight  is  causer  of  this  strife. 


WE  LOUER  COMPARETH  MISSTATE  TO 
A  SHIPPE  JN  PERILOUS  SWRME  IXiSS- 
ED  ON  THE  SEA. 

My  gaily  chained  with  forgetfulnesse, 
Tbroagh  sharp  seas,  in  winter  nightes  doth  passe, 
Tweoe  rocke,  and  rocke,  and  eke  my  foe  (alas) 
That  is  my  lord,  stereth  with  cruelnesse. 
And  eoery  houre,  a  thought  in  readinesse, 
Ai  though  that  death  were  light  in  such  a  case, 
An  endlesse  wynde  doth  teare  the  sayle  apace 
Of  forced  sighes  and  trusty  fearfulnesse : 
A  rayne  of  trares,  a  clowde  of  darke  disdaine. 
Have  done  the  weried  coaides  great  hinderance; 
^Vrethed  with  errour,  and  with  ignorance. 
The  surres  be  hidde,  that  lead  me  to  this  paine. 
Drounde  is  reason  that  sboukle  be  my  comforte, 
And  1  remaync,  dispairing  of  the  porte. 


OP  DOUBTFUL  LOVE. 

AvTtlHG  the  bright  beamcs  of  those  faire  eyes, 
^liere  he  abides  that  mine  oft  moyttes  and  washeth ; 
The  weried  mynde  streight  from   the  hart  de- 
To  rest  within  his  woridly  paradyse;      [parteth, 
And  bitter  findes  the  swete^  nnder  his  gise. 
What  webbes  there  be  hath  wrought,  well  he  per- 

ceireth, 
Wherby  then  with  himselfs  on  lo?e  he  plaineth, 
That  spun  with  l^re,  and  bridleth  eke  with  yse: 


In  such  extremitie  thus  is  he  brought, 

Prosen  now  cold,  and  nQw  he  standes  in  flame : 

Twixt  wo  and  wealth,  betwixt  earnest  atid  game. 

With  seldome  glad,  and  many  a  diners  thought; 

In  sore  repentance  of  his  hardinesse. 

Of  such  a  roote,  loe,  commeth  frute  frutelesse. 


THE  LOUER  SHEWETH  HOW  HE  IS  FOR^ 
SAKEN  OF  SUCH  AS  HE  SOMETYME 
ENIOYED. 

TiiEY  flee  from  me,  that  sometime  did  me  soke. 
With  naked  fote  stalking  within  my  chamber: 
Once  haue  I  sene  them  gentle,  tame,  and  meke. 
That  now  are  wilde,  and  do  not  once  remember. 
That  sometime  they  haue  put  themselves  in  danger. 
To  take  bread  at  my  hand,  and  now  they  range, 
Busely  seking  in  continual  change. 

Thanked  be  fortune,  it  hath  ben  otherwise 
Twenty  times  better;  but  once  especial!. 
In  thynne  aray,  after  k  pleasant  gise. 
When  her  loose  gowne  did  from  her  shoulders  fall 
And  she  me  caught  in  her  armes  long  and  small; 
And  therwithall,  so  swetely  did  me  kisse. 
And  softly  sayd,  dear  hearte,  how  like  you  this  ? 

It  was  no  dreame;  for  I  lay  broade  awaking: 
But  all  is  turnde  now  through  my  gentlenesse. 
Into  a  bitter  fashion  of  forsaking: 
And  I  haue  leaue  to  go  of  her  goodnesse; 
And  she  also  to  use  new  fanglenease. 
But,  sins  that  1  tnkindly  so  am  serued. 
How  like  you  this,  what  hath  she  now  desemed? 


THE  LADY  TO  AUNSWERE  DIRECTLY 
WITH  YEA  OR  NAY. 

Madame,  withouten  many  woitles, 

Once  \  am  sore,  you  wyll,  or  no : 

And  if  you  wyll,  then  leaue  your  boordeSi 

And  vse  your  wit,  and  shew  it  so. 

For  with  a  becke  yon  shall  me  call; 

And  if  of  one,  that  bnrnes  alway, 

Ye  haue  pitie,  or  ruth  at  all, 

Aunswere  him  faire  with  yea  or  nay. 

If  it  be,  yea;  I  shall  be  faine. 

If  it  be  nay;  frendes  as  before. 

You  shall  another  man  obtnine; 

And  I  mine  own,  and  yours  no  more. 

TO  HIS  LOUE   WHOM  HE  HAD  KISSED 
AGAINST  H^R  WYL. 

Alas,  madam>  for  stealing  of  a  kisse, 

Have  I  so  much  your  mynde  therin  offended  ? 

Or  have  I  done  so  greuously  amisse. 

That  by  no  nteanes  it  may  not  be  amended? 

Revenge  you  then:  the  readiest  way  is  this; 

Another  kisse,  my  life  it  shall  haue  ended. 
For,  to  my  mouth  the  fi«t  my  hart  did  sucke, 
The  iiext  shall  cleue  out  of  my  brest  it  plucke. 

OF  THE  lELOUS  MAN  THAT  LOUED 
THE  SAME  WOMAN.  AND  ESPIED  THIS 
OTHER  SITTING  WITH  HER. 

The  wandering  gadling  in  the  sommer  tide, 
Tha  findes  the  adder  with  bis  rechlesse  foote. 
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Startes  not  dismayde  so  sodeinly  aside. 
As  iealous  despite  di(l,  though  there  were  no  boote : 
When  that  he  saw  me  sitting  by  ber  side. 
That  of  my  health  is  very  crop  and  roote. 
It  plesed  me  then  to  haue  so  faire  a  grace. 
To  styoge  the  hart,  that  would  haue  had  my  place. 


TO  HIS  LOUE  FROM   WHOM  HE  HAD 
HER  GLOUES, 

What  nedes' these  threatniug  wordes,  and  wasted 

winde? 
Al  this  cannot  make  me  restore  my  pray. 
To  robbe  your  good,  ywts  is  not  my  mynde: 
Nor  causelesse  your  fair  hand  did  I  display. 
Let  loue  be  judge,  or  els  whom  next  we  finde, 
That  may  both  heare  what  yon  and  1  can  say. 
She  rcfl  my  hart,  and  I  a  gloue  from  her: 
Let  us  se  then,  if  one  be  worth  the  other. 


OF  THE  FAINED  FRENDE. 

Right  true  it  is,  and  sayd  full  yore  ago; 
Take  hede  of  him 'that  by  the  back  the  claweth: 
For  none  is  worse  than  is  a  frendty  fo. 
Though  thee  seme  good,  alt  thing  that  the  deliteth, 
Yet  know  it  well,  that  in  thy  bosome  crepeth. 
For  many  a  man  such  fire  oft  times  he  kindletb, 
That  with  the  blase  his  beard  himself  he  singeth. 


THE    LOUER    TAUGHT,    MISTRUSTETH 
ALLUREMENTES. 

It  may  be  good  like  it  who  list, 

But  I  do  doubt:  who  can  me  blame? 

For  oft  assured,  yet  haue  J  mist; 

And  now  againe  I  fear  the  same. 

The  wordes,  that  frum  your  mouth  last  came, 

Of  sodeine  change  make  me  agast, 

For  dread  to  fall,  I  stand  not  fast. 

Alas!  1  tread  an  endles  mase, 
That  seke  t' accord  two  contraries; 
And  hope  thus  still,  and  nothing  base. 
Imprisoned  in  liberties : 
As  one  ynheard,  and  still  that  criei); 
Always  thirsty,  and  nought  doth  taste; 
For  dread  to  fall,  I  stand  no  tiast. 

Assured,  I  dont  I  be  not  sure'; 
Should  I  then  trust  unto  such  suert^; 
That  oft  hath  put  the  profe  in  nre. 
And  nfever  yet  have  found  it  trustie. 
Nay,  Sir,  in  faith,  it  were  great  folly : 
And  yet  my  life  thus  do  I  wast; 
For  dread  to  fall,  1  stand  nut  fast. 


THE  LOITER  COMPLAINETH  THAT  HIS 
LOUE  DOTH  NOT  PITIE  HIM. 

Rbsounde  my  voyce,  ye  woods,  that  heare  me 
Both  hils  and  vales  causing  reflexion,         [plaine, 
And  riuers  eke,  record  ye  of  my  payne, 
Which  have  oft  forced  ye  by  compassion. 
As  judges,  lo,  to  heare  my  exclamacioD, 


Among  whom  rath  U  finde)  yet  doth  remayne; 
Where  I  it  seke,  alas!  there  is  disdaine. 

Oft,  ye  riuers,  to  heare  my  wofiill  aounde 
Have  stopt  your  cours,  and  plainly  to  expresse 
Many  a  teare  by  moisture  of  the  ground. 
The  earth  hath  wept  to  heare  my  Iteauinesse: 
Which  causelesse  I  endure  without  redrcsse. 
The  hugy  okes  haue  roared  in  the  winde : 
£che  thing,  me  thought,  complaining  in  tbejfr  kind. 

Why  then  alas!  doth  not  she  on  me  rew? 
Or  is  her  hart  so  harde  that  no  pitie, 
May  in  jt  sinke,  my  joy  for  to  renew? 
O  stony  hart,  who  hath  thus  framed  thee 
So  cruel,  that  art  cloked  with  beautie; 
That  from  thee  may  no  grace  to  me  procede. 
But  as  rewarde,  death  for  to  be  my  mede? 


THE  LOUER  REIOYSETH  AGAINST  FOR^ 
TUNE  THAT  BY  HINDERING  HISSUTE 
HAD  HAPPELY  MADE  HIM  FORSAKE 
HIS  FOLLY 

In  faith  I  wote  not  what  to  say. 

Thy  cbaunces  ben  so  wonderous, 

Thou  Fortune  with  thy  diucrs  play. 

That  makst  the  ioyfiil  dolorous. 

And  eke  the  same  right  ioyons. 

Yet  though  thy  chaine  hath  me  enwrapt. 

Spite  of  thy  hap,  hap  bath  well  hapt. 

Though  thou  hast  set  me  for  a  wonder, 
And  sekest  by  change  to  doe  me  paine: 
Mens  mindes  yet  mayst  thou  not  so  order. 
For  honestie,  if  it  remaine, 
Shall  shine  for  all  thy  cloudy  raine; 
In  vaine  thou  sekest  to  have  metrapt; 
Sipte.ofthy  hap,  hap  hath. well  hapt. 

In  hindering  me,  me  didst  thou  further. 
And  made  a  gap,  where  wa:>  a  stile. 
Cruel  1  willes  ben  oft  put  vndor, 
Weuing  to  lower,  then  didst  thou  smile: 
liord,  how  thy  self  thou  didst  begile, 
That  in  thy  cares  would  haue  me  wrapt? 
But  spite  of  hap,  hap  hath  well  hapt. 


A  RENOUNCING  OF  HARDLY  ESC APEn 
LOUE. 

pAREWErx  the  hart'of  crueltie; 
Though  that  with  paine  my  libertie, 
Deare  haue  I  bought,  and  wofully^ 
Finisht  my  frareftiU  tragedy. 
Of  force  I  niu$t  forsake  such  pleasure, 
A  good  cause  just,  sins  I  indure, 
Therby  my  wo,  which  be  ye  sure. 
Shall  theiwiLh  gu  me  to  recure. 

I  fare,  as  one  escapt,  that  (leeth ; 
Glad  he  is  gone,  and  yet  still  feareth. 
Spied  to  be  caught  and  so  dredeth 
That  he  for  nougjit  bis  pain  leseth. 
In  joyful  paine,  reioyce  my  hart. 
Thus  to  sustains  of  eche  apart. 
Let  not  this  song  from  thee  astart, 
Welcome  among  my  pleasi^ut  smart. 
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THE  LOXTEft    TO  HIS  RFD,    WITH  DE- 
SCRIBING OF  HIS  UNSUIET  STATE, 

The  restfo]]  place,  reiiuer  of  my  smart, 
The  laboan  salue  encreasing  my  sorow, 
The  bodies  ease,  and  troubler  of  my  hart, 
Suieter  of  minde,  mine  unquiet  foe, 
Forsretter  of  payne,  remembrcr  of  my  woe. 
The  place  of  skpe,  wherein  I  do  but  wake, 
Besprent  with  tearcs,  my  bed,  I  thoe  forsake. 

The  frosty  snowes  may  not  redresse  my  heat, 
Kor,  heat  of  Sunne  abate  my  fervent  cold, 
I  know  nothing  to  ease  my  paines  so  great 
Kobe  cure  cause th  encrease  by  twenty  fold. 
Renewing  cares  upon  my  sorowes  old. 
Such  ouerthwart  eflTectes  in  mc  they  make. 
Besprent  with  teares,  my  bed  for  to  forsake. 

But  all  for  nought,  I  find  no  better  ease 
Id  bed  or  out:  this  most  causeth  my  painc. 
Where  I  do  seke  how  best  that  1  may  please; 
My  lost  labour  (alas)  is  all  in  raine: 
My  hart  once  set,  I  cannot  it  refraine; 
No  place  from  me  my  grief  aturay  can  take; 
Wherfore  with  teares,  my  bed  1  thee  forsake. 


COMPARISON  OF  LOUE,  TO  A  STREAMS 
FALLING  FROM  THE  ALPES. 

From  these  hie  hilles  as  when  a  spring  doth  fall, 

It  trilleth  downe  with  still  and  suttle  course. 

Of  this  and  that,  it  gathers  aye  and  shall. 

Till  it  have  iust  downe  flowed  to  streame  and  force. 

Then  at  the  foote  it  ragcth  ever  all: 

So  fareth  loue,  when  he  hath  tane  a  sourse. 

Rage  is  his  raiilie,  resistance  vaileth  none. 

The  first  eschue  is  remedy  alone. 


WYATES  COMPLAINT  VPON  LOUE    TO 
REASON,  WITH  LOVES  AUNSWERE. 

AiiNE  old  dere  enemy,  my  froward  maister. 
Afore  that  quene  I  causde  ta  be  aclted. 
Which  holdeth  the  dinine  part  of  our  nature; 
That  like  as  golde  in  fire  he  mought  be  tryed. 
Charged  with  dolour,  that  I  me  presented 
W'ith  horrible  fcare,  as  one  that  greatly  dredeth 
A  wroof^U  death,  and  iustice  alway  scketh. 

And  thus  I  sayd:  *'  Once  my  left  foote,  madame, 
When  I  was  yong,  I  set  within  his  raigne; 
Whereby  other  then  fyry  burning  flame, 
1  ncuer  felt,  but  many  a  grevous  paine. 
Torment  I  suffred,  anger  and  disdaiue: 
That  mine  oppressed  pacience  was  past, 
And  I  mine  owne  life  hated  at  the  last. 

Thus  hitherto  have  I  my  time  passed 
In  paine  and  smart;  what  waies  is  profitable. 
How  many  pleasant  daies  have  me  escaped, 
In  aeraing  this  false  Iyer  so  deceauable } 
What  wit  haue  wordes  so  prcst  and  forcenbl'>, 
That  may  containe  my  great  mishappincsse? 
Aad  iust  coroplaiotes  of  his  vngentlenesse? 

So  small  bony,  much  aloes,  and  gal), 
In  bittemesse,  my  blinde  life  haue  I  tasted: 
His  Cilte  lembUnce,  tJiat  tumeth  a?  a  ball. 


With  faire  and  amorous  daunce,  mademe  be  tracfd, 
And  where  I  had  my  thought  and  minde  araced    , 
Prom  earthly  frailntsse,  and  from  vaine  pleasure. 
Me  from  my  rest  he  toke  and  set  in  errour. 

God  made  he  me  regardlesse,  than  I  ought. 
And  to  my  self  to  take  right  little  hede: 
And  for  a  woman  haue  I  set  at  nought, 
Al  other  thoughtes,  in  this  only  to  spede: 
And  be  was  onely  counselor  of  this  dede. 
Whetting  alwaies  my  youthly  frailc  desire, 
Oh  cruel  whetston,  tempered  with  fire. 

But  (oh  alas!)  where  had  I  eoer  wit,    v  ^ 

Or  other  gift  geuen  to  me  of  nature? 
That  sooner  shal  be  changed  my  werted  sprite. 
Then  the  obstinate  will,  that  is  my  ruler: 
So  robbeth  he  my  fredome  with  displeasure. 
This  wicked  traitour,  whom  I  thus  accuse; 
That  bitter  life  hath  turned  in  pleasant  vse. 

He  hath  me  hasted,  through  diners  regions. 
Through  desert  woodes,  and  sharpehyemountaines, 
Tlirongh  froward  people,and  through  bitter  passions. 
Through  rocky  seas,  and  ouer  hilles  and  plaines: 
With  wery  traucl,  and  with  laborous  paines, 
Alwaies  in  trouble  and  in  tediousnesse, 
All  in  errour,  and  daungerous  distresse. 

But  nother  he,  nor  she,  my  tothcr  foe. 
For  all  my  flight  did  euer  me  forsake; 
That  though  my  timely  death  hath  boen  to  slow* 
That  me  as  yet,  it  hath  not  ouertakei 
The  heavenly  gods  of  pite  doe  it  slake. 
And  note  they  this  bis  cruel  tiranny. 
That  feedes  him,  with  my  care,  and  misery. 

Sins  I  was  his,  hower  rested  I  never. 
Nor  looke  to  do,  and  eke  the  waky  nightes. 
The  banished  slepe  may  in  no  wise  reoouer. 
By  guile  and  force,  ouer  my  thralled  sprites. 
He  is  ruler,  sins  which  bell  neuer  strikes. 
That  I  heare  not  as  sounding  to  renue 
My  plaintes.  Himself  he  knoweth  that  I  say  true. 

For  neuer  worroes  olde  rotten  stocke  have  eaten. 
As  \tt  my  hart,  where  he  is  resident. 
And  doth  the  same  with  death  dayly  threaten; 
Thence  come  the  teares,  and  thence  the  bitter  tor- 

roeut, 
The  sighes,  the  wordes,  and  eke  the  languishment. 
That  noy  both  me,  and  pera venture  other. 
Judge  thou  that kuowcst the  oneandeke  Uietother." 

Mine  adversair  with  such  greuous  reproofe, 
Thus  he  began,  **  Heare  lady  the  other  part: 
That  the  plaintrouth,  from  whichheHrawethaloofe, 
This  vnkind  man  may  shew,  ere  that  I  part: 
In  his  yong  age,  1  tooke  him  fi-om  that  art, 
That  selleth  wordes,  and  make  a  clattering  knight, 
And  of  my  wealth  I  gaue  him  the  delight 

Now  shames  he  not  on  me  for  to  complain, 
That  held  him  evermore  in  pleasant  game. 
From  his  desire  that  might  houe  been  his  pliine. 
Yet  therby  alone  I  brought  him  to  some  frame. 
Which  now  as  wrctchednes,  he  doth  so  blame; 
And  toward  honour  quickned  I  his  wit. 
Whereas  a  dastard  els  he  mought  haue  sit. 

He  knoweth  how  great  Atride  that  made  Troy 
And  Hannibnl  to  IV»me  so  tnmbelous,  [freat. 

Whom  Homer  bouoicdj  Achilles  that  gre^t ; 
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And  th*  Affricne  Sc'ipion  the  famous, 
And  many  other,  hy  much  honour  glorious. 
Whose  fame  and  actes,  did  lift  them  Tp  aboue, 
I  did  let  fall  in  base  dishonest  loue. 

And  vnto  him,  though  he  vnworthy  were, 
I  chose  the  best  of  many  a  million; 
That  vnder  sunne  yet  neuer  was  her  pere, 
Of  wisdom,  womanhod,  and  of  discnecion ; 
And  of  my  grace  I  gave  her  such  a  facion, 
And  eke  such  way  1  taught  her  for  to  teache 
That  neuer  base  thought  his  hart  so  hie  might 
reache. 

Euer  more  thus  to  content  his  maistresse, 
That  was  hj's  only  frame  of  honestie, 
I  stirred  him  still  toward  gentlencsse; 
And  causde  him  to  regard  iltdelitie; 
Pacience  I  taught  him  in  adversitie: 
Such  vertues  learned  he  in  my  great  schoole, 
Wherof  repenteth  now  the  ignorant  foole, 

These  were  the  same  deceites,  and  bitter  gall. 
That  I  have  vsed,  the  torment  and  the  anger, 
Sweter  than  euer  did  to  other  fall ; 
Of  right  good  sede,  ill  fruite,  lo,  tbns  1  gather 
And  80  shall  he  that  the  unlcinde  doth  further: 
A  serfient  nourish  I  vnder  my  wingf 
And  now  of  nature  ginneth  he  to  sting. 

And  for  to  tell  at  last,  my  great  seruice, 
From  thousand  dishonestieji  have  I  him  drawen. 
That,  by  my  meanes,  him  in  no  maner  wyse, 
Neuer  vyle  pleasure  once  hath  ovorthrowen; 
Wher  in   his    dede,   shame    hath   him    aluraies 

gnawen ; 
Douting  report  that  should  come  to  her  eare: 
Whom  now  he  blames,  her  wonted  he  to  feare; 

What  euer  he  hath  of  any  honevt  cnstome. 
Of  her,  and  me,  that  holds  he  euery  whit: 
But  lo,  yet  neuer  was  there  nightly  fentome, 
So  ferre  in  errour,  as  he  is  from  his  wit. 
To  plain  on  vi :  he  striveth  with  the  bit. 
Which  may  rule  him,  and  do  him  ease,  and 

paine. 
And  in  one  bower,  make  al  his  griefe  his  gaine. 

But  one  thing  yet  there  is  aboue  all  other: 
I  gaue  him  wjnges^  wherewith  he  might  up  0ie 
To  honour  and  fame;  and  if  be  woulde  to  hygher 
Then  mortal  things,  aboue  the  starry  skye; 
Considering  the  pleasure,  that  an  eye 
Might  geue  in  earth,  by  reason  of  the  loue ; 
What  should  that  be,  that  lasteth  sdll  aboue? 

Aud  he  the  same  himself  hath  sayd  ere  tliis, 
-  But  now,  (urgotten  is  both  that  and  1, 
That  gaue  him  her,  his  only  wraith  and  blisse/* 
And  at  this  word,  with  dedjy  skreke  andcryc: 
'*  Thou  gaue  her  once  (quod  I)  bi:t  by  and  by 
Thou  tooke  herayen  from  me,  thatwoworth  the!'* 
**  Not  I,  but  price,  more  worth  than  thuu,"  (quod 
be.) 

At  last,  erhe  other  for  himself  concluded, 
I  trembiiug  still,  but  he,  with  small  reuereiice, 
"  Lo,  thus,  aj  we  eche  other  have  nccuMod, 
Dene  lady,  now  we  wayte  thine  only  sentence;*' 
She  smilmg,  at  the  whisted  audience, 
It  liketh  me,  qui  d  she,  to  haue  heard  your  question, 
ttut  lenger  time  doth  aske  a  resolucion.** 


THE  LOITERS  SOROWFULL  STATE  MAK- 
ETH  HIM  HTRiTE  SOROWFULL  SONGES, 
BUT{SOUCHE,)  HJS LOUE  MAY  CBANGE 
THE  SAME. 

Marueil  no  more  altho 
The  songs,  I  sing  do  mone  j 
For  other  life  then  wo, 
I  neuer  proucd.none. 

And  in  my  hart  also. 
Is  graucn  with  letters  depe, 
A  thousand  sighes  and  m» 
A  flood  of  teares  to  wepe. 

How  many  a  man  in  smart. 
Find  a  matter  to  rejoyce! 
How  many  a  moorning  hart. 
Sent  forth  a  plesnnt  voice : 

Play  who  so  can  that  par^ 
Nedes  most  in  me  appere, 
•    How  fortune  ouerthwart 
Doth  cause  my  moorning  chere. 

Perdy  there  is  no  man 
If  he  saw  neuer  sight. 
That  perfitty  tell  can. 
The  nature  of  the  light. 

Alas,  how  shoulde  I  than. 
That  never  tast  but  sowre^ 
But  do  as  I  began. 
Continually  to  lowre. 

But  yet  parchance  some  chance. 
May  chance  to  change  my  tune. 
And  when  (Souch)  chance  doth  chance. 
Then  shall  I  thanke  fortune. 

And  if  I  have  (Soocii)  chance. 
Perchance  or  it  ^e  long. 
For  (Souch)  a  pleasant  chance. 
To  smg  some  pleasant  song. 


THE    LOUER    COMPLAINETH   HIMSILF 
FORSAKEN. 

Where  shall  I  haue  at  mine  owne  will, 
Teares  to  complaine?  where  shal  I  fet 
Such  sighes,  that  I  may  sigh  my  fill, 
And  then  again  my  plaintes  repete? 
For  though  my  plaint  shall  have  none  end. 
My  teares  cannot  suflSse  my  woe 
To  mone  my  harme,  have  I  no  frend. 
For  fortunes  frend,  is  mishaps  foe. 
Comfurt  (God  wot)  eb  haue  I  none. 
But  in  the  wind  to  wast  my  wordes; 
Nought  moucth  you  my  dedly  mone. 
But  still  you  turn  it  into  hordes: 
I  speak  not  now  to  moue  your  heart, 
That  you  should  rue  vpon  my  pain ; 
The  sentence  gcuen  miy  not  reuert, 
1  know  such  labour  were  but  vain. 
But  sins  that  I  for  you  (my  dere) 
Have  lost  that  thing,  that  was  my  bes^ 
A  right  small  lusse  it  must  appere 
To  Icse  these  wordes,  and  all  the  rest. 
But  though  they  sparkle  in  the  winde, 
Yet  shall  they  shew  your  falshed  ftiitb. 
Which  is  returned  to  biskinde; 
For  like  to  like,  the  prouerbe  saith. 
Fortune,  and  you  did  me  auance. 
Me  thought  I  swam,  and  could  not  drciraj 
Happiest  of  al;  but  my  mischance, 
Did  lift  me  vp,  to  throw  me  down. 
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And  you  with  ber,  of  enielnesse. 
Did  fet  your  Ibote  upon  my  necko. 
Me,  and  my  welfare  to  oppresae; 
Witboot  offcoce  yoar  heart  to  wi'eke. 
Where  are  your  pleasant  vordes  (alas} 
Where  is  your  fiiitb?  your  stedfsistnesse? 
There  is  no  more  but  al  doth  passe, 
And  I  am  left  all  comfortlesse. 
But  sins  so  much  it  doth  you  greue^ 
And  also  me  my  wretched  life^ 
Have  here  my  troth:  nought  shall  releoe, 
But  death  alone,  my  wretched  strife. 
Therfore  fisrewel,  my  life,  my  death, 
My  gmine,  my  losse,  my  salue,  my  sore. 
Farewell  also,  with  you  my  breath. 
For  1  am  gone  for  evermore. 


OF  HIS  LOUE  THAT  PRICKED  ffER  FIN- 
GER IVITH  A  NEDLE. 

Shb  sate,  and  sowed,  that  hath  done  me  the  wrong, 
Wherof  1  plain,  and  haue  done  many  a  day, 
And,  whilst  she  heard  my  plaint,  in  piteous  song. 
She  wisht  my  hart  the  sampler,  that  it  lay. 
The  blind  maister,  whom  I  have  serued  so  long, 
Gnidging  to  beare  that  he  did  heare  her  say. 
Made  ber  own  weapon  do  her  finger  blede^ 
To  feele,  if  pricking  were  so  good  indede. 


OP  THE  SAME. 

What  man  hath  hearde  such  cruelty  before? 
That,  when  my  plaint  remembred  her  my  wo. 
That  caused  it,  she  cruetl  more  and  more. 
Wished  eche  stiche  as  she  did  sit  and  sow. 
Had  prickt  my  hart,  for  to  increase  my  sore; 
Aad  as  I  thinke,  she  thought  it  had  been  so. 
For  as  she  thought,  this  is  his  hart  in  dede. 
She  pricked  hacd,  and  made  her  self  to  blede. 


REQUEST  TO  CUPIDE  FOR  REUENGE  OF 
HIS  VNKINDE  LOUE. 

Bbuold,  Loue,  thy  power  how  she  despiseth. 
My  greuotts  pain  how  little  she  regardeth: 
The  solemne  otbe  wherof  she  takes  no  cure. 
Broken  she  bath,  and  yet  she  bydeth  sure. 
Right  at  her  ease,  and  littlti  thes  she  dredeth: 
Wtaponed  thou  art,  and  she  vnarmed  sittethj 
To  the  disdainfiill,  all  ber  life  she  leadeth 
To  me  spitefully  without  iust  cause  or  measure: 
BeheU  Loue,  how  proudly  sh^triumphcth. 
1  am  in  hold,  but  if  the  pitie  meueth, 
Oo,  bend  thy  bow,  that  stony  hartes  breaketh. 
And  with  some  strokct  reuenge  the  great  displea- 
Of  thee,  and  him  that  sorow  doth  endure,      [sure 
And  as  his  k>nl  thee  lowly  here  entreateth. 


COMPUIST  FOR    TRUE    LOUE   FMRE- 
QUITED. 

What  TaileUi  troth?  or  by  it,  to  tsdte  pain? 
To  striue  by  stedfastnesi  for  to  attain 
How  to  be  iust,  and  fiee  from  douUenetie? 
Since  all  alike,  where  ruleth  crafttnesse, 


Rewarded  is  both  crafty,  false,  and  plahi^ 
Soonest  he  spedes,  that  most  can  lye  and  faine. 
True  meaning  hart  is  bad  in  bye  disdaine. 
Against  deceit  and  cloked  doublencsse. 
What  vaileth  trouth,  or  parfil  stedfastnesse? 
Deociued  is  he,  by  false  and  craftie  train. 
That  mfeanes  no  gile,  and  faithful)  doth  remaine 
Within  the  trap,  without  help  or  redresse. 
But  for  to  love,  lo,  such  a  steme  maistresse^ 
Where  crueltle  dwelles,  alas,  it  were  in  vain. 


THE   LOUER    THAT  FLED    LOUE,   NOW 
FOLOfVES  IT  IVITH  HIS  HARME. 

Sometime  I  fled  the  fire,  that  me  so  brent. 
By  sea,  by  land,  by  water,  and  by  winde ; 
And  now  the  coales  I  folow,  that  be  quent, 
From  Dover  to  Cales,  with  willing  minde. 
Lo  how  desire  is  both  forth  sprong,  and  spent; 
And  he  may  see,  that  whilome  was  so  blinde. 
And  all  his  labour  laughes  he  now  to  scorne,    ' 
Meashed  in  the  breers,  that  erst  was  onely  torne^ 


THE  LOUER  HOPETH  OF  BETTER 
CHAUNCE. 

He  is  not  dead,  that  somikime  had  a  fall, 
The  sunne  retnmes,  that  bid  was  under  clowde, 
And  when  fortune  hath  spit  out  all  her  gall, 
I  trust,  good  luck  to  me  shal  be  alowed. 
Fori  have  sene  a  ship  in  hauen  fall, 
After  that  storme  hath  broke  both  maste  and  shroud; 
The  willow  eke,  that  stoupeth  with  the  winde, 
Doth  rise  againe,  and  greater  wood  doth  binde. 


THE  LOUER  COMPAMETH  HIS  HART  TO 
THE  OUER-CHARGED  GONSE. 

The  furious  gonne,  in  his  most  raging  yre. 
When  that  the  boule  is  rammed  in  too  sore. 
And  that  the  flame  cannot  part  from  the  fire; 
Crackes  in  sunder,  and  in  the  ayer  do  rore 
The  sheuered  peces:  so  doth  my  desire. 
Whose  flame  encreaseth  ay  from  more  to  more; 

Which  to  let  out,  1  dare  not  loke,  nor  speake; 

So  inward  force  my  hear',  doth  all  to  breake. 


THE  LOUER  SUSPECTED  OF  CHANGE^ 
PRAIETH  THAT  IT  BE  NOT  BELEUKU 
AGAINST  HIM. 

Accused  though  I  be,  without  desert, 
Sith  none  can  proue,  beleue  it  not  for  true: 
For  never  yet,  since  that  you  had  my  hert. 
Intended  1  to  false,  or  be  vntrue. 
Sooner  I  would  of  death  sustain  the  smart. 
Than  breake  one  word  of  that  I  promised  yo«| 
Accept  therfore  my  seniice  in  good  part: 
None  is  aliue,  that  can  il  tonges  eschew. 
Bold  them  as  &lsc,  and  let  not  vs  depart, 
Our  frendship  old  in  hope  of  any  new; 
Put  not  thy  tirust  in  such  as  vse  to  fiiyu, 
lixcept  thou  minde  to  put  thy  frand  to  jftLjm 
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THE  LOITER  ABUSED  RENOUNCETH 

LOVE. 

Mt  loue  to  scorn,  my  seruice  to  retaine, 
Therin  in«  thought  you'  vsed  crueltie. 
Since  with  cood  wyll  I  lost  my  libertie. 
Might  never  wo  yet  cause  me  to  refraine; 
But  only  this,  which  is  extremitie, 
Togeue  me  nought  (alas)  not  to  agree 
That  as  I  was,  your  man  I  might  remaine: 
But  since  that  thus  ye  list  to  order  me, 
That  would  have  been  your  seruant  true  and  fest. 
Displease  you  not,  my  doting  time  is  past, 
And  with  my  losse  to  leaue  1  must  agree; 
For  as  there  is  a  oertaine  time  to  rage. 
So  is  there  tyme  such  madnes  to  asswage. 


THE  LOVER  PROFESSETH  BIMSELFE 
'  CONSTANT, 

WiTHTif  tny  brest  1  neuer  thought  it  gainc 
Of  gentle  mtndes  the  fredome  for  to  lose; 
Not  in  my  hart  sank  neuer  such  disdaine^ 
To  be  a  forger,  fiiultes  for  to  disclose. 
Nor  I  can  not  endure  the  truth  to  glose. 
To  set  a  glosse  vpon  an  earnest  paine. 
Nor  I  am  not  in  nomber  one  of  those. 
That  list  to  blow  retreate  to  euery  traine. 


THE  LOVER  SENDETH  HIS  COM- 
PLAIN! ES  AND  TEARES  TO  SVE  FOR 
GRACE. 

Passe  forth  my  wonted  cryes, 
Those  cruel  eares  to  pearce. 
Which  in  most  hatefull  wyse. 
Do  still  my  plaintes  reuerse. 
Do  you,  my  teares,  also 
So  wet  her  barrein  hart 
That  pitle  there  may  grow, 
Aod  crueltie  depart 

For  though  hard  rockes  among 
She  semes  to  haue  ben  bred. 
And  of  the  tigre  long 
Bene  nourished  and  fed. 
Yet  shall  not  nature  change^ 
If  pitie  once  win  place; 
Whom  as  vnknowen  and  strange 
She  now  away  doth  chase. 

And  as  the  water  soft. 
Without  forcing  or  strength, 
Where  that  it  &lleth  oft. 
Hard  stones  doth  pcrce  at  length : 
So  in  her  stony  hart. 
My  plamtes  at  last  shall  graue. 
And  rigour  set  apart, 
Wynne  graunt  of  that  I  craue. 

Wherlbfe,  my  plaintes,  present 
Stil  so  to  her  my  sute. 
As  ye  through  her  assent. 
May  brmg  to  me  some  frute. 
And  as  she  shall  me  proue, 
So  bid  her  me  regarde, 
And  render  loue  for  loue. 
Which  is  a  just  rawarde. 


THE  LOVERS  CASE  CANNOT  BE  HIDDEK 
HOW  EVER  HE  DISSEMBLE, 

Your  lokes  so  often  cast. 
Your  eyes  so  frendly  rolde. 
Your  sight  fixed  so  fast, 
Alwaycg  one  to  beholde: 
Though  hide  it  faine  ye  wonlde. 
It  plainely  doth  declare, 
Who  hath  your  hart  in  hold» 
And  where  good  will  ye  bare. 

Fayne  would  ye  finde  a  cloke. 
Your  brenning  fire  to  hide. 
Yet  both  t^ie  flame  and  smoke, 
Breakes  out  on  every  side. 
Ye  cannot  loue  so  guidCf 
That  it  no  issue  winae: 
Abrode  nodes  must  it  glide. 
That  brens  so  hotte  within. 

Four  cause  your  self  do  wink^ 
Ye  judge  all  other  btinde. 
And  secret  it  you  think, 
Whieh  euery  man  dothe  finde. 
In  wast  oft  spende  ye  winder 
Your  self  in  loue  to  quit; 
For  agues  of  that  kinde, 
Wyll  show,  who  hath  the  fit. 

Your  sigbes  you  fet  from  £uTe^ 
And  all  to  wry  your  wo ; 
Yet  are  ye  ner  thcnarre. 
Men  are  not  blinded  so. 
Depely  oft  swere  ye,  No; 
But  all  those  othes  are  vaine. 
So  well  your  eye  doth  shew. 
Who  puttes  your  hart  to  paine, 

Thinke  not  theribre  to  hide. 
That  still  it  self  betrayes. 
Nor  seke  meanes  to  provide 
To  dark  the  sunny  dayes. 
Forget  those  wonted  i^yMy 
Leave  of  such  frowning  chere. 
There  wyll  be  found  no  stayes. 
To  stoppe  a  thing  so  elf  re. 


THE  LOVER  PRAIETH  NOT  TO  BE  DIS- 
DAINED; REFUSED,  MISTRUSTED, 
NOR  FORSAKEN. 

Disdains  me  not  without  desert; 
Nor  leaue  me  not  so  sodenly; 
Since  well  ye  wot,  that  in  my  hert, 
I  meane  ye  not  but  honestly. 

Refuse  me  not  without  cause  why ; 
Nor  think  me  not  to  be  unjust. 
Since  that  by  lot  of  fentasie. 
This  careful  knot  nedes  knit  I  must. 


Mistrust  me  not,  though  some  there  be, 
Tliat  faine  woulde  spot  my  stediastnesse; 
Beleue  them  not,  sins  that  ye  se. 
The  profe  is  not,  as  they  ekpresse. 

Forsake  me  not,  till  I  deserue. 
Nor  hate  me  not,  till  I  offisnde, 
Destroy  me  not,  till  that  1  swenw. 
But  sius  ye  know  what  I  entende. 
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TO  HIS  LADIE,  CRUEL  OUER  HER  YELDEN  LOVER. 
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Dndaine  me  not,  that  am  your  owm, 
Rt^use  me  not|  that  am  so  true, 
Mistrust  me  not  till  all  be  knowne. 
Forsake  me  not  now  for  no  new. 


THE  WUER  LdMENTETH  HIS  ESTATE 
WITH  SUTE  FOR  GRACE, 

For  want  of  will  in  wo  I  plaioe. 
Under  colour  of  sobernesse ; 
Ktnewing  with  my  sute  my  paine, 
My  THD  hope  with  your  stcdfastnesie. 
Awake  therefore  of  geatlenesse, 
Ri*gard  at  tenth,  1  yon  require. 
My  swdting  paines  of  my  desire. 

Betimes  who  geveth  wyllyngly. 
Redoubled  thanks  aye  doth  deserue. 
And  I  tliat  sae  unfeincdiy. 
In  fruitletie  hope,  alasl  do  sterue. 
Hov  great  my  cause  is  for  to  swerue. 
And  yet  how  stediast  is  iny  sute, 
Lo!  here  ye  see:  where  is  the  frute? 

As  hoande  that  hath  his  keper  tost, 
Seke  I  your  presence  to  obtaine;' 
In  Thich  my  hart  dclitcth  most. 
And  shall  delight  though  I  be  sliin. 
You  nay  release  my  band  of  paiue; 
Lose  then  the  care  that  makes  me  crie 
For  want  of  helpe,  or  els  I  dye, 

I  dye,  though  not  incontinent; 
Byprocesse  yet  consumiiigly; 
As  wast  of  fire,  irhich  doth  relent: 
If  yon  as  wilfull  will  deny. 
Wherefore  cease  of  such  cruelty. 
And  take  me  wholy  in  your  grace. 
Which  lacketh  will  to  change  his  place. 


THE  LOFER  WAILETH  HIS  CHANGED 

lOYES. 

If  eaery  man  might'  him  auant. 
Of  fbrtuues  friendly  chere. 
It  was  my  self  I  must  it  grnunt. 
Fur  1  haue  bought  it  dere:        * 
And  derely  haue  I  held  also 
The  glory  of  her  name. 
In  yielding  her  such  tribute,  lo. 
As  did  set  forth  her  fome. 

Sometime  I  stoode  so  in  her  grace. 
That  as  1  would  require, 
Fch  ioy  I  thoul^ht  did  me  embrace 
That  fofdered  my  desire ; 
And  all  these  pleasures  lo!  had  I, 
That  fansy  might  support; 
And  nothing  she  did  me  deny. 
That  was  unto  my  comfort. 

I  bad  (what  would  you  more  peidie?) 
Ech  grace  that  I  did  crane. 
Thus  fortunes  will  was  vnto  me 
All  thing  that  I  would  haue: 
But  all  to  rathe,  alas!  the  while. 
She  built  on  such  a  croand : 
lo  little  space,  to  gieate  a  guilty 

her  now  bane  I  found. 

s 


For 'she  hath  turned  so  her  whele. 
That  I  vuhapp^  man 
May,  wayle  the  time  that  I  dyd  fele. 
Wherewith  she  fed  me  than; 
For  broken  now  are  her  behestes. 
And  pleasant  lookes  she  gaue, 
And  therfore  now  a1  my  requestes 
From  perill  cannot  save. 

Yet  would  I  well  it  might  appere 
To  her  my  chiefe  regard; 
'Iliough  my  descrtcs  have  been  to  dere 
To  merite  such  reward. 
Sins  fortunes  will  is  now  so  hent 
To  plague  me  thus  poore  man, 
I  must  my  self  therwith  content. 
And  bear  it  as  I  can. 


TO  HIS  LOUE   THAT  HAS  GIVEN  HIMi 
ANSWERE  OF  REFUSELL 

TfiE  answere  that  ye  made  to  me,  my  dere. 
When  I  did  sue  for  my  poore  hartes  redresse. 
Hath  so  appalde  my  countoance,  and  my  chere^  ' 
That  in  this  case,  I  am  all  comfortlesse, 
Sine  I  of  blame  no  cause  can  well  expresse. 

I  haue  no  wrong,  where  1  can  claim  no  right. 
Nought  tane  me  fro,  where  I  liave  nothing  had. 
Yet  of  my  wo,  I  cannot  so  be  quite; 
Namely  sins  that  another  may  be  glad 
With  that,  that  thus  in  sorow  makes  me  sad. 

Yet  none  can  ckiime.  (I  say)  by  formed  grauo^ 
That  knoweth  not  of  any  graunt  at  all; 
And  by  desert,  I  dare  well  make  auant. 
Of  faitbfull  will ;  there  is  no  where  that  shall, 
Beare  you  more  truth,  more  ready  at  your  calL 

Now  good  then,  call  againe  that  bitter  word. 
That    toucht  your  firend   so  ncre  with  pangs  of 

paine; 
And  say,  my  dere,  that  it  was  said  in  bord: 
Late  or  to  sone,  let  it  not  rule  the  gaine, 
Wherwith  firee  will  doth  true  desert  retaine. 


TO   HIS  LADIE,    CRUEL    OUER 
YELDEN  LOVER. 


HER 


Such  is  the  course  that  natures  kind  hath  wrought. 
That  snakes  haue  time  to  cast  away  their  stinges: 
Against  chainde  prisoners  what  nede  defence  be 

sought. 
The  fierce  lyon  will  hurt  no  yelden  thinges; 
Why  should   such   spight    be   nursed   then  by 

thought? 
Sith  all  these  powers  are  prest  under  thy  winges, 
Aud  eke  thou  seest,  and  reason  thee  hath  taught. 
What  mischiefe  malice  many  wayes  it  bringes: 
Consider  eke,  that  spite  availeth  naught 
Therefore  this  song  thy  fault  to  thee  it  singes: 
Displease  thee  not,  for  saying  thus  my  thought 
Nor  hate  thou  him  from  whom  no  hateforth  springes. 
For  furies,  that  in  hell  be  execrable. 
For  that  they  hate,  are  made  mutt  miserable. 
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WYArS  POEMS. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  THAT 
DEADLY  SiCKNESSE  CANNOT  HELP 
HIS  AFFECT/ON. 

THSenmy  of  life,  decayer  of  al  ktnde. 
That  with  his  colde  withers  away  the  greoe 
This  other  night  me  in  my  bed  did  fiode. 
And  ofierd  me  to  rid  my  fever  clenB, 
And  I  did  graunt  so  did  dispaire  me  blinde: 
He  drew  his  bow  with  arrotres  sharp  and  kene. 
And  strake  the  place  where  love  had  hit  before. 
And  dnve  the  first  dart  deper  more  and  more. 

THE  LOUER  REIOYCETH  THE  ENJOY- 
ING  OF  HIS  LOUE, 

Once,  as  methought,  fortaoe  me  kist. 
And  bade  me  aske,  what  1  thought  best. 
And  1  should  haue  it  as  me  list, 
Therwith  to  set  my  hart  in  rest. 

I  asked  but  my  ladies  hait. 
To  haue  foreuermore  myne  owne ; 
Then  at  an  end  were  all  my  smart; 
Then  should  I  uede  no  more  to  mone. 

Yet  for  all  that  a  stormy  blast. 
Had  ouertomde  this  goodly  nay : 
And  fortune  semed  at  the  last. 
That  to  her  promise  she  said  nay. 

But  like  as  one  out  of  dispaire, 
To  sodeine  hope  reuiued  I ; 
Now  fortune  sheweth  her  selfe  so  faire. 
That  I  content  me  wondcrsly. 

My  most  desire  my  hand  may  reach. 
My  wyll  is  alway  at  my  hande, 
Me  nede  not  long  for  to  besech. 
Her  that  hath  power  me  to  commande. 

What  earthly  thing  more  can  1  crave. 
What  would  I  wishe  more  at  my  will  ? 
Nothing  on  earth  more  would  I  haue. 
Save  that  1  haue,  to  haue  it  still. 

For  fortune  now  hAve  kept  her  promesse, 
In  grauntiQg  me  my  most  desire. 
Of  mv  soueraigne  1  haue  redrcsse. 
And  I  content  me  with  my  hire. 

THE  LOUER   COMPLAINETH   THE   VN- 
KINDNES  OF  HIS  LOVE. 

Mt  lute  awake  perform  the  last 
labour,  that  thou  and  I  shall  wast: 
And  end  that  1  haue  now  begonne. 
And  when  this  song  is  song  and  past. 
My  lute  be,  still  for  I  haue  done. 

As  to  be  heard  where  eare  is  none. 
As  leade  to  graue  in  marble  stone; 
My  song  may  pearse  her  hart  ai  lone. 
Should  we  then  s:gh,  or  sing,  or  mone. 
No,  no,  my  lute,  for  I  haue" done. 

The  rocket  do  not  so  crtielly 
Repulse  the  waues  continually. 
As  she  my  sute  and  affection: 
So  that  1  am  past  remedy, 
Wherby  my  lute  and  1  haue  done. 

Proude  of  the  spoile  that  thou  hast  gotte 
Of  simple  harts  through  loues  shot, 
By  whome  vnkind  thou  hast  them  wonne: 
Think  not  he  hath  his  bow  forgot; 
Although  my  lute  and  I  haue  done, 


Vengeance  shall  fall  oo  thy  diidaioe 
That  makest  but  game  on  earnest  payne. 
Think  not  alone  vnder  the  sunae 
Unquit  to  cause  thy  lovers  plaine; 
Although  my  late  and  I  have  done. 

May  chance  thee  lie  withered  and  olde. 
In  winter  nightes  that  are  so  colde, 
Playning  in  vaine  unto  the  mone; 
Thy  wishes  then  daie  not  be  tolde: 
Care  then  who  list,  for  I  haue  done. 

And  then  may  chaunce  thee  to  repent 
The  time  that  thoa  hast  lost  and  spent, 
To  cause  thy  looers  sighe  and  swowne; 
Then  shalt  thou  know  beautie  but  lent. 
And  wish  and  want  as  I  haue  done. 

Now  cease,  my  lute,  this  is  the  last 
Labour,  that  thou  and  I  shall  wast. 
And  ended  is  that  we  begonne: 
Now  is  this  song  both  song  and  past; 
My  lute  be  still,  for  I  have  done 


H01V  BY  A  KISSE  HE  FOUND  BOTH  HIS 
LIFE  AND  DETH. 

Nature,  that  gaue  the  bee  so  feate  a  grace. 
To  finde  hony  of  so  wondrous  fashion. 
Hath  taught  the  spider  out  of  the  same  place 
To  fetch  poyson  by  straunge  alteracion. 
Though  this  be  strange,  it  is  a  stranger  ease. 
With  one  kisse  by  secret  operacion 
Both  these  at  once  in  those  your  iipe  to  finde. 
In  change  wherof,  I  leaae  my  hart  behiode. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBETH  HIS  BEISG 
"TAKEN  WITH  SIGHT  OF  HIS  LOUE. 

UnwAJtELT  SO  was  neuer  no  man  caught. 
With  stedfast  luke  upon  a  goodly  face. 
As  I  of  late;  for  sodeinely  me  thonght. 
My  hart  was  tome  out  of  his  place. 

Thorow  mine  eye  the  stroke  from  hers  did  slide, 
And  downe  directly  to  my  heart  it  ranne, 
In  help  whereof  the  blood  therto  did  glide. 
And  left  my  face  both  pale  and  wanne. 

Then  was  1  like  a  man  for  wo  amased. 
Or  like  the  fowle  that  ileeth  into  the  fire; 
For  whyle  that  I  vpou  her  beautie  gased, 
The  more  1  bumde  in  my  desire. 

Anon  the  bloud  start  in  my  face  agoine, 
Infiamde  with  heat,  that  it  had  at  my  hart. 
And  brought  therwith  throughout  in  cuery  rainc, 
A  quaking  heat  with  pleasant  smart. 

Then  was  I  like  the  strawe,  when  that  the  flamr. 
Is  drineu  therin,  by  force  and  rage  of  wynde; 
I  can  not  tell,  a  lass  I  what  I  shall  blame. 
Nor  what  to  seke,  nor  what  to  finde. 

But  well  I  wot,  the  grkfe  doth  bold  me  soce 
In  heate  and  cold,  betwixt  both  hope  and  dread^ 
That,  but  her  help  to  health  do  me  restore. 
This  restlcsse  lyfo  I  may  not  leade. 
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THE  LOUER  PRAIYETH  HIS  OFFRED  HART  TO  BE  RECEAUED.    379 


TO  HIS  LOUER  TO  LORE  VPON  HYM. 

All  in  thy  loke  my  life  doth  whole  depende, 
Thoa  hydest  thy  self,  and  1  must  dye  therefore } 
But  since  thou  maist  so  easely  helpe  thy  frend, 
"Why  doest  thou  stick  to  salue  that  thou  madest 
'Why  do  I  dye,  since  thou  maist  me  defend,  [sore  ? 
And  if  I  dye  thy  life  may  last  no  more; 

For  eche  by  other  doth  Hue  and  haue  reliefer 
I  in  thy  loke,  and  thou  most  in  my  griefe. 


THE      LOUER     EXCUSETH     HIM     OF 
fVORDES.   WHERIVITH    HE   WAS   VN- 
JUSTLY  CHARGED, 
PsRDY  1  said  it  not. 
Kor  oeuer  thought  to  do: 
As  well  as  I  ye  wot, 
I  haue  no  power  thereto. 
Andifldi4,  thelot» 
That  first  did  me  enchaine,. 
May  neuer  slake  the  knot. 
But  straite  it  to  my  paine. 

And  if  I  did  eche  thing, 
That  maie  do  harme  or  wo, 
Continually  maie  wring 
My  hart  where  so  I  go. 
Report  maie  alwais  ring 
Of  shame  on  me  for  aye. 
If  in  my  heart  did  spring 
The  words  that  you  doe  saye. 

And  if  1  did,  eche  sUrre 
That  is  in  beauen  aboue, 
May  irowme  on  roe  to  marre 
The  hope  I  haue  in  loue. 
And  if  1  did;  such  warre 
As  they  brought  vnto  Troy, 
Bring  all  my  life  as  farre 
From  all  his  lust  and  ioy. 

And  if  1  did  so  say, 
The  beautie  that  me  bounde; 
Encrease  from  day  to  day 

More  cruel  to  my  wounde. 
With  all  the  mone  that  may, 
To  plaint  may  turne  my  song; 

My  life  may  soone  decaye, 
Without  radresse  by  wrong. 
If  I  be  cleare  from  thought. 

Why  do  yon  then  complayne? 

Then  is  this  thing  but  sought 

To  turne  my  hart  to  paine. 

Then  this  that  you  haue  wrought, 

You  must  it  now  redresse; 

Of  right  therfbre  you  ought 

Such  rigour  to  represse. 
And  as  I  haue  deserued. 

So  grant  me  now  my  byre. 

You  know  I  never  swarued. 

You  neuer  found  me  Her. 

For  Rachel  haue  I  serued, 

For  Leah  carde  I  neuer. 

And  her  I  haue  reserued 

Within  ipy  hart  for  euer. 

OF  SUCH  AS  HAD  FORSAKEN  HIM. 
Lux  my  faire  fawlcon,  and  thy  fellowcs  all, 
How  well  pleasant  it  were  your  libertie. 
Ye  not  forsake  me,  that  fisyre  mought  you  faU, 
But  tbcy  that  tomettmaHkad  my  company. 


Like  Hce  away  firom  dead  bodies  they  crall, 
Loe '.  what  a  proof  in  light  adversitie. 

But  ye  my  birds  I  swere  by  all  your  belles. 
Ye  be  my  frendes  and  very  few  elles. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  SUCH  A  ONE  AS 
HE  WOULD  LOUE. 

A  FACE  that  should  content  me  wonderous  well. 
Should  not  be  fisire,  but  lonely  to  behokl» 
Of  liuely  loke  all  griefe  for  to  repell ; 
With  right  good  grace  so  would  I  that  it  should 
Speke  without  word,  such  wordes  as  none  can  tell* 
Her  tresse  also  should  be  of  crisped  golde; 
With  wit,  and  these  perchaunce it  might  be  trid^ 
And  knit  againe  with  knot  that  should  not  slide. 


HOW  IMPOSSIBLE  IT  IS  TO  FINDS 
SUIET  IN  LOUE. 

Ever  my  hap  is  slack  and  slow  in  comyng 
Desire  encreasing  aye  my  hope  vncertaine. 
With  doubtfnl  loue  that  but  encreaseth  paine; 
For,  tig^  like,  so  swift  it  is  in  parting. 
Alas!  the  snow  blacke  shall  it  bee  and  scalding. 
The  sea  waterlesse,  and  fiahe  upon  the  mountaine. 
The  Temmes  shall  back  retnrne  into  his  fountaine, 
A  nd  where  he  rose,  the  Sunne  shall  Uke  his  lodging 
Ere  I  in  this  finde  peace  or  quietnesse: 
Or  that  loue,  or  my  ladie  right  wisely, 
Leaue  to  conspire  against  me  wrongfully* 
And  if  I  haue  after  such  bittemesse 
One  drope  of  swete,  my  mouth  is  out  of  taste, 
Thai  al  my  trust  and  trauell  is  but  waste. 


OF  LOUE.  FORTUNE,  AND  THE  LOUERS 
MINDE. 

t4>uB,  fortune,  and  my  minde  whith  doe  remember 
Eke  that  is  now  and  that,  that  once  hath  bene, 
Torment  my  hart  so  sore  that  very  often 
I  hate  and  enuy  them  beyond  all  measure. 
Love  fieeth  my  hart,  while  fortune  is  depriuer 
Of  all  my  comfort;  the  foolish  minde  than 
Bumeth  and  plaineth,  as  one  that  very  seldam 
Liveth  in  rest    So  still  in  displeasure 
My  pleasant  dayes  they  tlete  and  passe 
And  dayly  doth  myne  yll  change  to  the  worse, 
Whyle  more  than  halfe  is  runne  now  of  my  course. 
Alas,  not  of  Steele,  but  of  brittle  glasse, 
I  se  that  from  my  hand  falleth  my  trust, 
And  all  my  thoughtes  are  dashed  into  dust. 


THE 


LOUER   PRAIYETH   HIS  OFFRED 
HARt  TO  BE  RECEAUED. 


How  oft  haue  I,  my  decre  and  cruell  foe. 
With  my  great  paine  to  get  some  peace  or  truca^ 
Geven  you  my  hart:  but  you  doe  not  vse. 
In  so  hie  things,  to  cast  your  minde  so  low. 
If  any  other  loke  for  it,  as  you  tiOw, 
Their  vaine  weake  hope  doth  greatly  them  abuscj 
And  that  thus  I  disdaine,  that  yon  refose. 
It  was  OHM  mill*,  U  can  na  aww  ^  w. 
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If  yoa  it  chafe  that  it  in  you  can  finde 
In  this  exile  no  manner  of  cotiiforte. 
Nor  Hue  alone,  nor  where  he  la  calde,  resort, 
He  may  wander  from  his  natural  kinde. 
So  shall  it  be  great  hurt  vnto  vs  twaine. 
And  yours  the  losse,  and  mine  the  deadly  paine. 

THE  LOUERS  LIFE  COMPARED  TO  THE 
ALPES. 

LiYKB  unto  these  mmeasurable  mountaines. 
So  is  my  painfull  life  the  burden  of  yre; 
For  hie  be  they,  and  hie  is  my  desire ;   ^ 
And  I  of  teares,  and  they  be  full  of  fountaines. 
Vnder  craggy  rockes  they  haue  barren  plaines, 
Hard  thoughts  in  me  my  wofull  minde  doth  tire: 
Small  frute  and  many  leanes  their  tops  do  attire, 
Wiih  small  effect  great  trust  in  me  remaines. 
Theboistrous  winds  oft  theire  high  bowes  do  blast, 
Hott  sighes  in  me  continually  be  shed, 
Wilde  beasts  in  them,  fierce  lone  in  me  is  fed: 
Uiimoiieable  am  I,  and  they  stedfhsL 

Of  singing-birdes,  they  haue  the  tune  and  note, 
And  I  alway  es  plaintes  passing  through  my  throte. 


CHARGING  OF  HIS  LOUE  AS  VNPtTEOUS 
AND  LOUING  OTHER. 

If  amorous  faith,  or  if  au  hart  vnfained, 
A  swete  langour,  a  greate  louely  desire. 
If  honest  wyll  kindled  in  gentle  fire, 
If  long  errour  in  a  blind  mase  chained, 
If  in  my  visage  eche  thought  distained, 
Or  my  sparkeling  voice,  lower  or  hier, 
Which  feare  and  shame  so  wofull  y  doth  tyre. 
If  pale  colour  which  loue  alas  hath  stained. 
If  to  haue  another  then  my  self  more  dere. 
If  waleing  or  sighing  continually. 
With  sorowful  anger  feding  busily. 
If  burning  farr,  of  and  if  frising  nere. 
Are  cause  that  I  by  loue  my  self  destroy. 
Yours  is  the  foult,  and  mine  the  great  annoy. 

A  RENOUNCING  OF  LOVE. 

Farewell  loue,  and  all  tby  lawes  for  ever. 
Thy  bay  ted  hookes  shall  tangle  me  no  more: 
Senec,  and  Plato  call  roe  from  tby  lore, 
To  parfit  weltb,  my  witt  for  to  endeuer. 
In  blinde  errour  when  I  did  perscuer, 
Tby  sharp  repulse,  that  pricketh  aye  so  sore 
Taught  me  in  trifles  that  I  set  no  store; 
But  scapte  forth  thence  since  libertie  is  leucr: 
Therefore,  farewell,  go  trouble  yongcr  harts, 
And  in  me  claime  uoe  more  auctoritie: 
With  ydle  youth  goe  vse  thy  propertie, 
And  tberon  spend  thy  many  brittle  dartes. 
For  hitherto  though  1  haue  lost  my  time. 
Me  list  np  lenger  rotten  boughs  to  clime. 


THE  LOiJER  FORSAKETH  HIS  VNKINDE 
LOUE. 

My  hart  I  gaue  thee,  not  to  doe  it  pain. 
But  to  presenic,  lo,  it  to  thee  was  taken, 
I  scrned  thee,  not  that  1  should  be  forsaken. 
But,  that  I  should  r«ceiue  reward  a^ainc 


I  was  content,  tby  seruanito  remained 
And  not  to  be  repayed  on  this  fashion. 
Now  srace  in  thee  there  is  none  other  reason, 
Displease  thee  not,  if  that  I  do  refrain. 
Unsaciat  of  my  wo  and  thy  desire; 
Assured  by  craft  for  to  excuse  thy  fiiult: 
But  sins  it  pleaseth  thee  to  fain  default, 
Fai-ewell  I  say,  departing  from  the  fire. 
For  he  that  doth  beleue;  bearing  in  baud, 
Ptoweth  in  the  water,  and  soweth  in  the  sand. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBETH   HIS  REST- 
LESSE  STATE. 

The  flaming  sighes  that  boyle  within  my  breast. 
Sometime  break  forth  and  they  can  well  declare. 
The  hartes  vnrest,  and  how  that  it  doth  fiire, 
The  paine  therof,  the  griefe,  and  all  the  rest. 
The  waternsd  eyen  from  whence  the  teares  do  faS, 
Do  feel  some  force  or  elce  they  would  be  dry. 
The  wasted  flesh  of  colour  ded  can  try. 
And  somtime  tell  what  swetness  is  in  gall. 
And  he  th^t  lust  to  see,  and  to  disceame. 
How  care  can  force  within  a  weried  mind. 
Come  he  to  me  I  am  that  place  a5sinde; 
But  for  all  this,  no  force,  it  doth  no  harme. 
The  wouude,  aJas,  happe  in  some  other  place, 
From  fvhence  noe  UxAe  away  the  skarre  can  nee. 

But  you  that  of  such  like  have  had  yfMir  part, 
Can  best  be  iudge.    Wherefore  my  friend  so  deie, 
1  thought  it  good  my  state  should  now  appere 
To  you,  and  that  there  is  no  great  desart. 
And  wheras  you  in  weighty  matters  great* 
Of  Ibitune  saw  the  sliadow  that  you  know. 
For  trifling  tbinges  I  now  am  stricken  so, 
Tliat  though  1  fele  my  hart  doth  wound  and  beat, 
I  sit  alone  saue  on  the  seoond  day 
My  feuer  comes,  with  whome  1  spend  my  time 
In  burning  heat  while  that  she  Ustassigne. 
And  who  hath  helth  and  libertie  alwaie,  * 
Let  him  thank  God,  and  let  him  not  proooke, 
To  haue  the  like  of  this  my  painfull  stroke. 


THE    LOUER   LAMENTES   THE  DEATH 
OF  HIS  LOUE. 

The  piller  perisht  is  wherto  I  lent. 
The  strongest  stay  of  mine  vnquiet  minde; 
The  like  of  it  no  man  again  can  finde. 
From  east  to  west  still  seking  though  he  went. 
To  mine  vnhappe.     For  happc  away  hath  rent 
Of  all  my  ioy  the  very  bark  and  rinde. 
And  1  (alas!)  by  chance  am  thus  assinde, 
Dayly  to  moorne  till  death  do  it  relent. 
But  sinfi  that  thus  it  is  by  desteny. 
What  can  I  more  but  haue  a  wofull  hart; 
My  penne  in  plaint,  my  voyce  in  carefull  crye, 
My  mynde  in  wo,  my  body  full  of  smart. 
And  1  my  self,  my  self  alwaies  to  hate, 
Tyll  dreadfuU  death  doe  ease  my  doleful]  state* 


THE  LOUER  SENDETH  SIGHES  TO 
MOUE  HIS  SUTE. 

Go  burning  sighes  unto  the  frosen  hart, 
Goe  break  the  yse  which  pities  painfull  dart 


Digitized  by 


Google 


COMPLAINT  OF  THE  ABSENCE  OF  fllS  LOUE. 


Mi^t  nerer  perCe,  and  if  that  mortall  praicr 
In  heauen  be  heard  at  lest  yet  I  desire. 
That  death,  or  mercy,  end  my  wofull  smart: 
Take  with  thee  pain,  whereof  I  haue  my  part. 
And  eke  the  flame  firom  which  T  cannot  start. 
And  leaue  me  then  in  rest,  1  you  require. 
Goe  burning  sighes  fuI6il  that  I  desire, 
I  must  go  worke,  I  see,  by  craft  and  art. 
For  troth  and  faith  in  her  is  laid  apart: 
Alas  1  cannot  therefore  now  a:»saile  her. 
With  pitiful!  complaint  and  scalding  fier, 
TLat  from  my  brest  deceioably  doth  start. 


COMPUINT  OF  THE  ABSENCE  OF  HIS 

LOUE. 
So  feeble  is  the  thred  that  doth  the  burden  stay, 
Of  my  poor  life;  in  heauy  plight  that  ialletb  in  de* 

cay,  [succours, 

Tbat  but  it  haue  elswhere  some  ayde  or  some 
The  mnning  spindle  of  my  fate  anon  shall  end  his 

course.  [part, 

For  since  thunhappy  houre  tbat  dyd  me  to  de- 
From  my  swete  wcale  one  only  hope  hath  atayed 

my  lift:  apart,  [minde, 

Which  doth  perswade  such  words  vnto  my  sored 
Maintainethy  selfe,  O  wofull  wight,  some  better 

lucktofinde:  [i^igbt, 

For  though  thou  be  depriued  from  thy  desired 
Who  can  thee  tell,  if  thy  returne  be  for  thy  more 

delight?  [coucr; 

Or  who  can  tell,  thy  loas  if  thou  mayst  once  rc- 
Somc  pleasant  bower  thy  wo  may  wrap,  and  thee 

defend  and  couer.  [taipcd, 

Thus  in  this   trust,  as  yet  it  hath  my  life  sus- 
Bat  now  (alas)  I  see  it  faint,  and  I  by  trust  am 

trained.  [bend. 

The  tyme  doth  flete,  and  I  see  how  the  bowers  do 
So  ia$t,  that  I  bane  scant  the  space  to  marke  my 

commtng  end.  [his  light, 

Westwanl  the  Sonne  from  out  the  ea^t  scant  shews 
When  in  the  west  he  hies  him  strayghte  within  the 

dark  of  night; 
And  comes  as  fast,  where  he  began  his  path  awry, 
From  east  to  west,  from  west  to  east,  so  doth  his 

ioumey  lye.  [here; 

The  lyfe  so  short  so  frayle,  that  mortall  men  liue 
Soe  great  a  weight,  so  heauy  charge  the  bodyes 

that  we  here;  [space, 

That  when  I  think  rpon  the  distaunce  and  the 
That  doth  so  fitrre  deaidemefrom  my  dere  desired 

face, 
I  know  not  how  t'attaine  the  wini^s  that  I  require, 
To  ly ft  me  up,  that  1  might  fly,  to  follow  my  desyre. 
Thus  of  that  hope  that  doth  my  life  something 

sustaine, 
Alas  I  feare,  and  partly  fele,  full  little  doth  remaine. 
£che  place  doth  bring  me  grief,  where  I  doe  not 

behold,  [wont  the  keys  to  hold. 

Tlwsc  liuely  eyes,  which  of  my  thoughts,  were 
Those  thoughtes  wer  pleasant  swete  whilst  I  en. 

ioyd  that  grace,  [well  embrace. 

My  pleasure  past,  my  present  pain,  when  I  might 
And  for  becanse  my  want  should  more  mj'  woe 

encicase,  [doth  neuer  oease. 

In  watrh  and  slepe  both  day  and  nl.?ht,  my  will 
That  thing  to  wishe  whereof  syns  I  did  loso  the 

eight,  [halt  delight 

Vas  neuer  thing  tbat  mought  in  onght  my  wofull 
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Thaneasy  life  I  leade,  doth  teach  me  for  to  mete^ 
The  flooded,  the  seas,  the  land,  the  hiUes,  that  doth 

them  entermeie.  to  olere, 

Twene  me  and  those  shene  lights  that  wonted  for 
My  darked  pangs  of  cloudy  thoughts,  as  bright  at 

Phebus  sphere 
It  teacheth  me  also,  what  was  my  pleasant  state. 
The  more  to  fele  by  such  record   how  that  my 

welth  doth  bate. 
If  such  record  (alas)  pronoVe  thenflamed  minde. 
Which  sprong  that  day  that  1  did  leaue  the  best 

of  me  behind. 
If  loue  forget  himselle.by  length  of  absence  let. 
Who  doth  me  guide  (O  wofull  wretch)  vnto  thia 

baited  net  [for  mt;. 

Where  doth  encrease  my  care,  much  better  were 
As  dumme  as  stone,  all  thing  forgot,  still  absent 

for  to  be.  [glasse* 

Alas  the  clear  cbristall,  the  bright  transplendaot 
Doth  not  bewray  the  colours  hid  which  vnderneatb 

it  base;  [throwes  discouer* 

Ab    doth     tbaccumbred     sprite   the    thoughtful! 
Of  feares  delite  of  fervent  loue,  that  in  our  bartea 

we  couer.  [light  j 

Out  by  these  eyes  it  sheweth  that  evermore  de- 
In  plaint  and  teares  to  seek  redress,  and  eke  both 

day  and  night.  [reioyce. 

Those  kindes  of  pleasures  most  wherein  men  so 
To  me  they  do  redouble  still  of  stormy  sighes  the 

voyce,  [tent. 

For,  T  am  one  of  them,  whom  playnt  doth  well  con- 
It  fittcs  me  well  my  absent  wealth  me  semes  for  to 

lament;  [twaine. 

And  with  my  teares  tassy  to  charge  mine  eyes 
Like  as  my  hart  aboue  the  brink  isiraughted  full 

of  payne :  [tp^e 

And  for  because  thereto,  that  those  ftur  eyes  to 
De  me.prouoke,  I  will  returne,  my  plaint  thus  to 

repeat: 
For  there  is  nothing  els,  so  toucheth  me  within. 
Where  they  rule  all,  and  1  alone,  nought  but  the 

case  or  skin ; 
Wherefore  I  shall  returne  to  them,  as  well,  or  spring 
From  whom  descends  my  mortal  woe,  aboue  all 

other  thing. 
So  shall  mine  eyes  in  payne  accompany  my  hart. 
That  were  the  guides,  that  did  it  lead  of  loue  to 

feel  the  smart.  [pride. 

The  crisped  gold  that  doth  surmount   AppoUos 
The  liuely  streames  of  pleasant  starres  that  vnder 

it  doth  glide.  *        [tbeire  heate. 

Wherein  the  beames  of  loue   doe  still  increase 
Which  yet  so  farre  touch  me  to  near  in  cold  to 

make  me  sweat: 
The  wise  and  pleasant  taike,  soc  rare  or  else  alone, 
Tuat  gave  to  me  the  curteis  gift,  that  carst  had 

neuer  none. 
Be  ferre  from  me  alas,  and  euery  other  thing, 
I  might  forbeare  with  better  will,  then  this  tbat  did 

me  bring  [payne. 

With  pleasand  woord  and  cheer,  redress  of  lingred 
And  wonted  ofl  in  kindled  will  to  vertue  me  to 

trayne. 
Thus  am  I  forst  to  hear  and  barken  af^er  newes. 
My  comfort  scant,  my  large  desire  in  doubtful 

trust  renrwcs. 
And  yet  with  more  delight  to  mope  my  wofidl 

.  case, 
I  must  complaine  those  hands,  those  armes,  that 

firmly  do  embrace 
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Me  from  my  self^  and  role  the  sterae  of  my  poor 

life» 
The  flwete  disdaynes,  tbe  pleasant  wrathes,  and 

eke  tbe  loaely  strife. 
That  wonted  well  to  tane  in  temper  iust  and  mete, 
The  rage,  that  oft  did  make  me  erre,  by  fiirour  vn- 

discrete. 
All  this  is  hid  fro  me  with  sharp  and  ragged  hilles. 
At  others  will  my  long  abode,  my  depe  dyspayr 

fblfilles.  [dressc. 

And  if  my  hope  sometime  rj'se  vp  by  some  re- 
It  stumbleth.  straight  for  feable  fisint  my  fear  bath 

such  excesse. 
Such  is  the  sort  of  hope,  the  less  for  more  d€syre. 
And  yet  I  trust  ere  that  1  dye,  to  se  that  I  require. 
The  resting  place  of  loue,  where  virtue  dwells  and 

growes,  [repose. 

There  I  desire  my  wery  life  sometime  may  take 
My  song  thou  shalt  attain  to  find  that  pleasant 

place,  [to  haue  this  grace. 

Where  ahe  doth  liue  by  whom  I  liue:  may  chance 
When  she  hath  read,  apd  seen  the  grtefe  wherein 

1  serae,  [thee  reserue. 

Between  her  brestsshe  shall  thee  put  there  shall  she 
Then  tell  her,  that  I  come,  she  shall  me  shortly 

see, 
And  if  for  waighte  the  body  fayle,  the  soul  shall  to 

her  flee. 


THE  LOUER  BLAMETH  HIS  LOUE  FOR 
RENTING  OF  THE  LETTER  HE  SENT 
HER. 

SuFFiSBD  not  (Madame)  that  you  did  teare, 
My  wofull  hart,  but  thus  also  to  rent 
The  weping  paper  that  to  you  I  sent; 
Whereof  ech  letter  was  written  with  a  tear? 
Could  not  my  present  paynes  (alas)  suAse 
Your  gredy  hart,  and  that  my  hart  doth  fele, 
Torments  that  prick  more  sharper  than  the  stele? 
But  new  and  new  must  to  my  lot  arise. 
Vse  then  my  death :  soe  shall  your  cruelty. 
Spite  of  your  spyte  rid  me  from  all  my  smart. 
And  1  no  more  such  torments  of  the  hart 
Fele  as  1  doe.  This  shall  you  gain  thereby. 


THE  LOUER  CURSETH  THE  TIME  WHEN 
FIRST  HE  PELL  IN  LOVE, 

WiiEN  fyrst  mine  eyes  did  view  and  marke. 
Thy  fair  beawtie  to  behold, 
And  when  my  ears  lystned  to  barke. 
The  pleasant  words  that  thou  me  told  j 

I  would  as  then  1  had  ben  free, 

FVom  ears  to  hear,  and  eyes  to  see. 
And  when  my  lips  gan  fyrst  to  moue, 
Wherby  my  hart  to  thee  was  knowne. 
And  when  my  tong  did  talke  of  loue, 
To  thee  that  hast  tme  loue  downe  throwna. 

I  would  my  lipps  and  tong  also 

Had  then  bene  duro,  no  deal  to  go. 
And  when  my  hands  haue  handled  ought, 
lliat  thee  hath  kept  in  memorie, 
Aad  when  my  feet  haue  gone  and  sought 
To  find  and  get  thee  companie. 

I  would  eche  hand  a  foot  had  bene,  ; 

And  I  eche  fDote  a  hand  bad  sene. 


And  when  in  minde  I  did  coiMenly 
To  folow  this  my  fancies  will. 
And  when  my  hart  did  first  rdeot. 
To  taste  such  bait  my  life  to  spill. 
1  would  my  hart  had  bene  as  thine. 
Or  els. thy  hart  had  been  as  myne. 


THE  LOUER  VETERMINETH  TO  SERVE 
FAITHFULLY, 

SiRCB  lone  win  needs  that  I  shall  kme» 

Of  very  foroe  I  must  agree. 

And  since  no  chance  may  it  remoue. 

In  wealth  and  in  adversitie. 

I  shall  alway  my  selfe  apply. 

To  serve  and  suffer  paciently. 

Though  for  good  will  I  finde  bat  hate^ 
And  craely  my  life  to  wast, 
And  though  that  still  a  wretched  state 
Should  pine  my  days  vnto  the  labt:  . 
Yet  I  profess  it  willingly. 
To  Bcrue  and  suffer  paciently. 

For  since  my  hart  u  bound  to  serue. 
And  I  not  ruler  of  mine  owne. 
What  soe  befaU,  till  that  I  sterue. 
By  proofe  full  well  it  shall  be  knowne. 
That  1  shall  still  my  selfe  apply. 
To  seme  and  suffer  paciently. 

Yet  though  my  griefe  findc  no  redresse> 
But  still  encrease  before  mine  eyes. 
Though  my  reward  be  cmelnesse. 
With  all  the  harme,  happe  can  deuise. 
Yet  I  professe  it  willingly 
To  serue  and  sufier  paciently. 

Yea  though  Fortune  her  pleasant  face 
Should  shew,  to  set  me  up  aloft. 
And  straight  my  wealth  for  to  deftiee. 
Should  writhe  away,  as  she  doth  oft. 
Yet  would  I  still  my  self  apply 
To  serue  and  sufier  paciently. 

There  is  no  griefe,  no  smert,  no  wo« 
That  yet  1  fele,  or  after  shall. 
That  from  this  minde  may  make  me  go. 
And  whatsoeuer  me  befall, 
I  do  profess  it  willingly 
To  serue  and  sufier  paciently. 


THE  LOUER  SUSPECTED  BLAMETH  YLL 
TONGUES. 

MifTRUSTruLL  minds  be  moved. 
To  fa«ae  me  in  suf^ct. 

The  truth  it  shall  be  proved, 
Which  time  shall  once  detect. 

Though  lalshed  go  about. 
Of  crime  me  to  accuse, 
At  length  I  do  not  dout. 
But  truth  shall  me  excuse. 
Such  sawce,  as  they  haue  sefued^ 
To  me  without  dessut, 
Euen  as  they  haue  deserued, 
Thuof  God  sead  them  part. 
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THE  LOUBR  COMPLAINBTH^  AND  HIS 
L4DiE  COMFORTEIW. 

lour,  iTbarneth  ytty  alas,  my  hartes  desire, 

Ia^.  What  is  the  thiofr,  that  hath  inflain'd  thy 

U.  A  oertaine  point  as  feraent  as  the  fyre.  [hert? 

U,  The  heat  shall  cease  if  that  thou  wilt  coauert. 

Ia  I  cannot  stop  the  feruent  rageing  yre. 

U.  What  may  I  do,  if  thy  self  cause  thy  smart? 

U.  Heare  my  request,  and  rew  my  weepiag  chere. 

lo.  With  right  good  will  say  on:  lo,  I  thee  here. 

Jjo,  That  thing  would  I,  that  maketh  two  content. 

Im.  Thou  seekett,  percbaunce  of  me,  that  1  may  not, 

lo.  Would  God,  thou  wouldest,  as  thou  mayst, 
well  assent. 

U.  That  1  may  uot  the  griefe  is  mine,  God  wot 

Lo.  But  T  it  fele,  whatso  thy  wordes  have  meot. 

Lm.  Suspect  me  not,  my  wordes  be  not  forgott. 

h.  Then  say,  alas!  shall  I  have  help  or  no? 

/a  1  fee  no  time  to  onswere,  yea,  but  no* 

lj)»  Say  yea,  dure  hart,and  stand  uo  more  in  dout* 

la,  I  may  uot  grant  a  thing  that  is  so  dere. 

hi*  Lo  with  delaies,  thou  driue^  me  still  about. 

Iff.  Thou  wouldst  my  death,  it  plainly  doth  ap- 
pere.  [out 

lo-  First  may  my  heart  his  blood,  and  life  blede 

Is. Then  for  my  sake,  alas!  thy  will  forbere. 

Ia  From  day  to  day,  thus  wastes  my  life  away. 

La.  Yet  for  the  best,  suffre  some  small  delay. 

Lo,  Now  good,  say  yea,  do  once  so  good  a  dede. 

La,  If  1  sayd  yea,  what  should  therof  ensue? 

Lo.  An  hart  in  payne  of  succour  to  should  spede, 
Twixt  yea,  and  nay,  my  doute  shall  still  renew. 
My  swete,  say  yea,  and  do  away  this  drede. 

la.  Thou  wilt  nedes  so;  be  it  so;  but  then  be  trew. 

Lo,  Nought  would  I  eb,  nor  other  treasure  none. 
Thus  hearts  be  wonne  by  loue,  request,  and 
mone. 


WHY  LOUE  IS  BLIND, 

Of  purpose,  lone  chose  first  fur  to  be  blindey 
For  he  with  sight  of  that,  that  I  bebolde, 
Vanquisht  had  been,  azainst  all  godly  kinde, 
Hii  bow  your  hand,  and  tnisse  should  haue  vnfolde. 
And  he  with  me  to  seme  had  been  as^inde, 
But,  for  he  blind,  and  reckless  would  him  holde. 
And  still,  by  chance,  his  dedly  strokes  bestow, 
With  such,  as  see,  I  serue,  and  suffer  wo. 


TO  HIS  VNKINDE  LOUE, 

Wrat  rage  is  thi<t?  what  furor?  of  what  kynde? 
What  power?  what  plage  doth  wery  thus  my e 
Withm  my  bones  to  rankle  is  assinde,  [minde? 
What  poyson  pleasant  swete? 

Lo  see  myne  eyes  flow  with  continual  teares, 
The  body  still  away  slepelesse  it  weares. 
My  foode  nothing  my  fainting  strength  repaires 
^'or  doth  my  limmes  sustaioe. 

In  depe  wide  wound,  the  dedly  stroke  doth  tume» 
Tocureles  skarre  that  never  shall  retume, 
f ''>  to,  triumph,  reioyce  thy  goodly  turne, 
'^  by  fiend  thou  doest  oppfoiae. 


Oppresse  thou  doest,  and  hast  of  him  no  curey 
Nor  yet  my  plaint  no  pitie  can  procure, 
Fierce  tygre  fell,  hard  rocke  without  recure 
Crpel  rel»ll  to  loue. 

Once  may  thou  loue,  neuer  beloued  again. 
So -lode  thou  still,  and  not  thy  loue  obtain. 
So  wrathfull  loue  with  spites  of  iust  disdain. 
May  thret  thy  cruell  hart 


THE  LOUER  BLAMETH  HIS  INSTANT 
DESIRE. 

Desirb  (alas!)  my  maister,  and  my  fo. 

So  sore  altered  thy  self,  how  maist  thou  see? 

Some  time  thou  sekest,  and  driues  me  to  and  fro; ' 

Some  time  tbou  leadst,  that  leadeth  thee  and  mee. 

What  reason  is  to  rule  thy  subjectes  so. 

By  forced  law  and  mutabilitie? 

For  where  by  thee  I  douted  to  haue  blame, 
Euen  now  by  hate  again  I  dout  the  same. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  HIS  ESTATE. 

I  SBE  that  chance  hath  chosen  me 
Thus  secretly  to  liue  in  payne. 
And  to  another  geueu  the  fee. 
Of  all  my  losse  to  haue  the  gayne. 
By  chance  assinde  thus  do  I  serue. 
And  other  haue  that  I  deserue. 

Unto  my  self  some  time  alone 
1  do  lament  my  wofuU  <!ase, 
But  what  auailcth  me  to  mone? 
Sinco  troth  and  pitie  hath  no  place 
In  them,  to  whotn  I  sue  and  serue. 
And  other  haue  that  I  deserue. 

To  seke  by  meane  to  change  this  mind, 
Alas,  I  pruoe  it  will  not  be; 
For  in  my  hart  1  cannot  finde. 
Once  to  refraiue,  but  still  a;;ree 
As  bound  by  force  alway  to  serue. 
And  other  haue  that  I  deserue. 

Such  is  the  fortune  that  I  haue. 
To  loue  them  most,  that  loue  me  lest. 
And  to  my  paine  to  seke  and  craue 
The  thing,  that  other  haue  possest: 
So  thus  in  vaine  alway  I  serue. 
And  other  haue  that  I  deserue. 

And  till  I  may  appease  the  heate. 
If  that  my  happe  will  happe  so  well. 
To  wayle  my  wo  my  heart  shall  frcate. 
Whose  pensif  paine  my  tong  can  teil ; 
Yet  thus  vnhappy  must  I  serue. 
And  other  haue  that  I  deserue. 


OF  HIS  LOUE  CALLED  ANNA, 

Wbat  wofd  is  that,  that  changeth  not. 
Though  it  be  turnde  and  made  in  twaine? 
It  is  mine  Anna,  God  it  wot. 
The  only  causer  of  my  paine; 
My  loue  that  medeth  with  disdaioe. 
Yet  is  it  luued,  wliat  will  you  more? 
It  is  my  <ialue,  and  eke  my  sore. 
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THAT  PLEASURE  IS  MIXED  WITH 
EUERY  PAINE, 

•  Venemous  thornes  that  are  so  sharped  and  keoe, 
Beare  flowers  we  se,  full  fresh  and  faire  of  hue. 
Poison  is  also  put  in  medicine, 
And  vnto  man  his  hclth  doth  oft  renue: 
The  fire  that  all  things  eke  consumeth  clene, 
May  hurt  and  heale:  then  if  that  this  be  true, 
I  trust  some  time  my  harm  may  be  my  health,' 
Sins  every  woe  is  ioyned  with  some  wealth. 


A  RIDDLE  OF  A  GIFT  GEVEN  BY  A 
LADIE. 

A  LADY  gaue  me  a  gyft  she  had  not; 

And  I  receiued  her  gift  which  I  took  not; 

She  gaue  it  me  willingly,  and  yet  she  would  not: 

And  1  receiued  it  albeit  I  eould  not. 

If  she  giue  it  me  I  force  not; 

And  if  she  (ako  it  againe  she  cares  not, 

Cpnster  what  this  is,  and  lei  not; 

For  I  am  fast  sworne,  I  may  not. 


THAT  SPEAKIXG     OR    PROFERING 
BRISGES  ALWAY  SPEDIXG. 

Sfeakb  thou  and  spede,  where  will  or  power 

ought  helpeth,  [welth: 

Where  power  doth  want,  will  must  be  woiine  by 

Tor  nede  will  sjpede,  where  will  workes  not  his 

And  gayne  thy  foes  thy  frendes  shall  cause  thee 
For  sute  and  golde,  what  do  not  they  obtayne? 
Of  good  and  bad  Xhit  tryers  are  these  twayue. 


WYATS  POEMS. 


HERULETH  NOT  THOUGH  HE  RAIGKE 
OUER  REALMES,  THAT  IS  SUBJECT 
TO  HIS  OWN  LUSTES. 

If  thou  wilt  mighty  be,  flee  from  the  rage 
Of  cruell  will,  and  see  thou  kepe  the  free 
From  the  foul  yoke  of  sensual  bondage; 
For  though  thine  empire  strctche  to  Indian  sea. 
And  for  thy  fear  trembleth  the  fardeth  Thylee, 
If  thy  desire  haue  ouer  thee  the  power. 
Subject  then  art  thou,  and  no  gouemour. 

If  to  be  noble  and  high  thy  mind  be  moued. 
Consider  well  thy  grounde  and  thy  beginning. 
For  he  that  hath  eche  starre  in  heaven  fixed. 
And  gcvf  8  the  moone  her  homes  and  her  eclipsing, 
Alike  hath  made  the  noble  in  his  working, 
So  that  wretched  no  way  may  thou  bee, 
Except  ft)ule  lust  and  viqia  doe  conquer  thee. 

All  were  it  so  thou  bad  a  flood  of  gold   ■ 
Unto  thy  thirst,  yet  should  it  not  sufllce; 
And  though  with  Indian  stones  a  thouaand  folde. 
More  precious  then  can  thy  self  deuise. 
Ycharged  were  thy  backe;  thy  couetise. 
And  busy  by  ting  yet  should  ueuer  let 
Thy  wretched  life,  ne  do  thy  death  profet. 


WHETHER  UBERTiE  BY  LOSSE  OF 
LIFE,  OR  UFR  IN  PRISON  ASD 
THRALDOM  BE  TO  BE  PREFERRED,, 

Lyse  as  the  birde  within  the  cage  enclosed, 
Tile  dore  unspared,  her  foe  the  hawke  wtlhoot 
Twixt  death  and  prison  piteoosly  oppreeed, 
Whether  for  to  choM  standeth  in  d9Ut; 
Lo  so  do  I,  which  seke  to  bring  about, 
Which  should  be  best  by  determinaeion 
By  losse  of  life,  libertie,  or  life  by  prison. 

O  mischief  by  mischief  to  be  redressed, 
Where  pain  is  best  there  Lieth  but  little  pleasure, 
By  short  deth  better  to  be  deliuered. 
Then  bide  in  painfull  life,  thraldome  and  doier. 
Small  is  the  pleasure  where  much  pain  we  suffer, 
Rather  tberibre  to  chuse  me  thinketh  visdome, 
By  loss  of  life  libertie,  then  life  by  prison. 

And  yet  me  thlnkes  although  I  Hue  and  sailer, 
I  do  but  waite  a  time  and  fortunes  chance; 
Oft  many  thinges  do  happen  in  one  bower; 
That  which  opprest  me  now  may  me  aduaoce; 
In  time  is  trust,  which  by  deathes  greuaonce 
Is  wholy  lost     Then  wer  it  not  reason 
By  death  to  chuse  libertie,  and  not  life  by  prison. 

But  death  wet  delinerance  where  life  lengths 
paine, 
Of  these  two  ylles  let  see  now  choose  the  best. 
This  bird  to  delioer  that  here  doth  plain; 
What  say  ye  loners,  which  shal.be  the  best? 
In  cage  thraldome,  or  by  the  hawke  opprest; 
And  which  to  choose,  make  plain  conclasion 
By  losse  of  life  libertie,  or  life  by  prison. 


AGAINST  HOURDERS  OF  MONEY. 
(From  thtf  Greek  Epigram.) 

For  shamefast  harme  of  great  and  batefoHncdej 
In  depe  dispaire,  as  did  a  wretch  go. 
With  ready  corde  out  of  his  life  to  spcde. 
His  stumbling  foote,  did  flnde  an  horde,  lo. 
Of  gold,  I  say,  where  he  preparde  this  dede 
And  in  eschange,  he  left  the  conle  tho. 
He  that  bad  hid  the  golde,  dnd  found  it  not, 
Of  that  he  found,  he  shapt  his  neck  a  knot 


DISCRIPTION  OF  A  GONNE. 

Vulcan  E  begat  mei  Minerua  me  taught, 
Nature  my  mother,  craft  nouriaht  me  yereby  yei« 
Thre  bodies 'are  my  foode;    my  strength  is  in 
naught.  [dere* 

Anger,  wrath,  wast,  and  noyse,  are  my  children 
Gesse  frende,  what  I  am,  and  how  I  am  wraught. 
Monster  of  sea  or  of  lande,  or  of  ds  where: 
Know  me,  and  vse  me,  and  I  may  thee  defend, 
And  if  I  be  thine  enmy  1  may  thy  life  eode. 

WYATE  BEING  IN  PRISON  TO  BRIAN, 

Skgiies  are  my  foode,  my  drink  are  my  tearcs; 
Chnking  of  fetters  would  such  musike  ciauc. 
Stink,  and  close  ayre,  away  my'  life  it  weares; 
Poor  IniXocence  is  althe  hope  1  haue. 
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lUhi,  wiiide,or  wether,  jndge  I  by  my  eeres, 
Malice  atsautes  that  righteoasoesse  sboold  haue. 
Sure  am  I^  Brian,  this  wound  shall  beale  againe. 
Bat  yet,  alas!  the  tkarre  shall  gtiU  remaine. 


OF  DISSEMBUNG  WORVBS. 

Trsoughout  the  world  if  it  were  sought, 
Fiiie  words  ynough  a  man  shall  finde; 
They  be  good  chepe,  tbey  cost  right  nought, 
Tbeir  substance  is  but  only  winde: 
But  well  to  say,  and  so  to  mene. 
That  swete  accord  is  seldom  sene. 


OP  THE  MEAN  AND  SURE  ESTATE. 
(From  Seneca's  Chorus.) 

Stond  who  so  list  upon  the  slipper  wheele> 
Of  hie  estate^  and  let  me  here  reioyce. 
And  vse  my  life  in  quietnesse  eche  dele, 
Unknowen  in  court  that  hath  the  wanton  toyes. 
In  bydden  place  my  time  shall  slowly  passe, 
And  when  my  yeres  be  past  withouten  noyse, 
Let  me  die  olde  after  the  common  trace; 
For  gripes  of  death  doth  he  too  hardly  pass; 

That  knowen  is  to  all,  but  to  himself,  alas ! 

He  dyeth  unkoowen,  dased  with  dreadfull  face. 


THE  COURTIERS  UFE. 

h  court  to  serue  decked  with  freshe  aray. 
Of  sagred  meates  feling  the  swete  repast. 
The  life  in  bankets  and  sundry  kindes  of  playe. 
Amid  the  prease  of  worldly  lookcs  to  waste. 
Hath  with  it  joyndc  oft  times  such  bitter  taste, 
That  who  so  ioyes  such  kinde  of  life  to  hokl, 
la  prison  ioyes  feitred  nith  cheincs  of  gold. 


OF  DISAPPOINTED  PURPOSE  BY  NEG- 
LIGENCE, 

Op  Carthage  be  that  worthy  warriour. 
Could  ouercome,  but  could  not  use  his  chance ; 
And  I  likewise  of  all  my  long  endeauour. 
The  sharpc  conquf*st  though  fortune  did  advance, 
Ne  couU  I  Fse.    The  hold  that  is  geven  over, 
1  vnpossesse,  so  hangeth  now  in  balance 
Of  warre,  my  peace,  rewarde  of  all  my  payne, 
At  MountzoD  thus  1  restless  rest  in  Spaine. 


OF  HIS  RETURNE  FROM  SPAINE. 

Tagpi  farewell,  that  westward  with  thy  stremes, 
Turues  vp  the  graines  of  gold  already  tried ; 
for  I  with  5:parre  and  saile  go  seke  the  Temmes, 
Oaiowaid  the   Sunnc   thut  sheweth  her    welthy 

pride; 
And  to  ^e  town  that  Brutus  sought  by  dreames. 
Like  bended  mone  that  leaucs  her  lusty  side, 
My  king,  my  countrcy  1  seke,  for  whom  I  live, 
O  mighty  Joue  the  windes  for  tl^is  me  giue. 

VUU  II. 


OF  SODAINE  TRUSTING. 

Drtuen  by  desire  I  did  this  dede. 
To  danger  my  selfe  without  cause  why. 
To  trust  thuntrue  not  like  to  spede. 
To  speake  and  promise  faithfully: 
But  now  the  proofe  doth  verify. 
That  who  so  trusteth  ere  he  know. 
Doth  hurt  himself  and  please  hys  foe. 


OF    THE    MOTHER    THAT  EATE    HER 
CHILD  AT  THE  SIEGE  OF  lERUSALEM, 

In  doutfull  brest  whiles  motherly  pity. 
With  furious  femine  standeth  at  debate 
The  mother  saitb,  O  child  vnhappy. 
Return  thy  blood  where  thou  hadst  milke  of  late. 
Yeld  me  those  limmes  that  I  made  voto  thee. 
And  entre  there  where  thou  wer  generate. 
For  of  one  body  against  all  nature. 
To  another  must  I  make  sepulture. 


OF  THE  MEANE   AND   SURE    ESTATE 
WRITTEN  TO  JOHN  POINS. 

Mt  mothers  maides  when  they  do  sowe  andspinne. 
They  sing  a  song  made  of  a  feldishe  mouse: 
That  for  bicause  her  liuelod  was  but  thinne. 
Would  nedes  go  se  her  townish  sisters  house. 
She  thought  her  self  endurde  to  greuoos  paioe. 
The  stormy  blastes  her  caue  so  sore  did  sowse; 
That  when  the  furrowse  swimmed  with  the  raine. 
She  must  lye  colde,  and  wet  in  sory  plight; 
And  worse  then  that,  bare  meate  there  did  remaine. 
To  comfort  her,  when  she  her  house  had  dtght. 
Some  time  a  barley  come,  sometime  a  beane. 
For  which  she  laboured  hard  both  day  and  night. 
In  haniest  time,  while  she  might  go  and  glcane. 
And  when  her  store  was  stroyed  with  the  floode. 
Then  welaway  for  she  vndonewas  dene: 
Tlien  was  she  faiiic  to  take,  instede  of  foode 
Slepe  if  &he  might,  her  hunger  to  begile. 
My  sister,  quod  she,  hath  a  lining  good. 
And  hence  from  me  she  dwelleth  not  a  mile; 
In  colde  and  storroe,  she  lyeth  warmc  and  drye 
In  bed  of  downe;  the  durt  doth  not  defile 
Her  tender  fote,  she  labours  not  as  I. 
Ricliely  she  fedes,  and  at  the  riche  mans  cost. 
And  for  her  meate  she  nedes  not  craue  nor  crj* ; 
By  sea,  by  land,  of  delicates  the  irk*>st 
Her  cater  sekes,  and  spareth  for  no  perdl : 
She  fedes  on  boyle  itieate,  bake  meate  and  rost 
And  bath  therefore  no  whit  of  charge  nor  travell. 
And  when  she  list,  the  licour  of  the  grape 
Doth  glad  her  hart,  till  that  her  bdly  swell. 
And  at  this  iourney  makes  she  but  a  iape. 
So  furth  she  goes,  trusting  of  all  thys  wealth. 
With  her  sister  her  part  so  for  to  shape. 
That  if  she  might  there  kepe  herself  in  health. 
To  line  a  lady  while  her  life  doth  lasL 
And  to  the  dore  now  is  she  come  by  stealth, 
And  with  her  tbote  anone  she  scrapes  full  fast. 
Thothw  for  feare  durst  not  well  scarsc  appeare; 
Of  euery  noyse  so  was  the  wretch  agnst. 
At  l^st,  she  asked  softly  who  was  there, 
And  in  her  langoas:e  as  well  as  she  could, 
Pepe  (quod  the  other)  sister,  I  am  here« 
cc 
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Peace  (quod  the  towne  moute)  why  IpMkest  tbou 

so  loude  ? 
And  by  the  band  she  toke  her  fiiii'e  ond  well. 
Weicome,  qQod  she,  my  sister  by  the  rode. 
She  feasted  her,  tiiM  Joye  it  was  to  teTl, 
The  fare  tbey  had,  they  drank  the  wyne  so  clere. 
And  as  to  purpose  now  and  then  it  fell 
She  chered  her,  with,  how,  sister,  what  chere? 
Amid  this  toy  befell  a  sory  chance, 
That,welaway,  the  stranger  bought  full  dere. 
The  fare  she  had;  for  as  she  tcK)kte  a  skance. 
Under  a  stole  sb^  spied  two  steming  eyes 
hi  a  roiinde  bead,  with  sbftrp  eares:  in  France 
Was  never  mouse  so  feard,  for  thte  vnwise 
Had  not  ysene  such  a  beast  before. 
Yet  bad  nature  taught  her  after  gise 
To  know  her  fo,  and  dread  him  euermore; 
The  towne  mouse  fled,  she  knew  whither  to  go, 
The  other  had  no  shift,  but  wonders  sore; 
Feard  of  her  life,  at  home  she  wisht  her  tho*. 
And  to  the  dore,  alas !  as  she  did  skippe. 
The  Hearen  it  would,  lo!   and  eke  her  chance 

was  so. 
Ait  the  threshold  her  sely  fote  did  trippe. 
And  ere  she  might  recouer  it  again, 
The  traytour  cat  had  caught  her  by  the  bippe, 
And  made  her  there  against  her  wyH  remahie. 
That  hath  forgot  her  power  suertie,  atid  rest, 
Forseking  welth,  wherein  she  thought  to  raigne. 

Alas  (my  Poyns)  how  men  do  seke  the  best, 
And  finde  the  worse»  by  crrour  as  they  straye^ 
And  no  maruell,  when,  sight  is  so  opprest. 
And  blindes  the  guide,  anone  out  of  the  way 
Goeth  guide  and  all  in  seking  quiet  lyfe. 
P  wretched  mindes !  there  is  no  golde  that  may, 
Graunt  that  you  seke,  no  Warre,  no  peace,  no 
strife  t  [golde, 

Kot   no,  although  thy  head  were    hoopt   with 
Serjeant  with  mace,  with  haivbart,  sword  nor  knife, 
Can  not  repulse  the  care  that  folow  should. 
Eche  kinde  of  life  hath  with  him  his  disease, 
Line  in  delites,  even  as  thy  lust  would. 
And  thou  sbalt  finde,  when  lust  doth  most  thee 

please, 
It  irketh  straight,  and  by  itself  doth  fade. 
A  small  thing  is  it,  that  may  thy  minde  appease } 
None  of  you  all  there  is,  that  is  so  madde 
To  seke  for  grapes  on  brambles,  or  on  bryers, 
^  Nor  none  I  trow,  that  hath  a  witte  so  badde 
To  set  his  hay  for  conies  ooer  riuers  j 
Nor  ye  set  not  a  dragge  net  for  an  bare; 
And  yet  the  thing,  that  most  is  your  desire, 
You  do  misseke,  with  more  travell  and  care. 
Make  plaine  thine  hart,  that  it  be  not  knotted 
With  hope  or  dreade,  and  se  thy  will  be  bare 
From  all  affectes,  whom  vice  hath  never  spotted; 
Tliy  self  content  with  that  is  the  assinde, 
And  vse  it  well  that  is  to  the  alotted: 
Then  seke  no  more  out  of  thy  selfe  to  fynde 
The  thing  that  thou  hast  sought  so  long  before; 
For  thou  shalt  feele  it  stickiug  in  thy  minde. 
Made,  if  ye  list  to  continue  your  sore, 
liet  pi^sent  passe,  and  gape  on  time  to  come, 
And  depe  thy  self  in  tiauell  more  and  more. 
Henceforth  (my  Poinit)  this  shall  be  all  and  some, 
TItcse  vretched  fooles  shall  have  nought  els  of  me: 
But,  to  the  great  God,  and  to  his  dome. 
None  other  payne  pray  I  for  them  to  be ; 
But  when  the  rage  doth  leade  them  from  the  right 
That  lokin^  backward  vertue  they  may  see 


Eaen  as  she  is,  so  gdodly  faire  iind  hrigl^ 
And  whilst  they  daspe    their  lusts   in 

acrosse,  [misbt, 

Graunt  them,  good  Ldrd,  as  thoa  maist  of  tby 
To  freat  inward,  for  losing  such  a  losse. 


OF  THE  WURTIERS  LIFE,  WRITTSN  TO 
JOHN  POJNS. 

Mynb  own  John  Foina,  since  ye  deiHe  t»  klKl» 
The  canses  why  that  homeward  I  me  4faaw, 
And  flee  the  prease  of  courtes,  where  so  they  goy 
Rather  then  to  Hue  thrall  Tnder  the  awe 
Of  lordly  lokes,  wrapped  within  my  cloke; 
To  will  and  lust  learning  to  set  a  lawe: 
It  is  not,  that  because  i  scome  or  mocke 
The  power  of  them  whom  fortune  here  hath  lent 
Charge  over  vs,  of  fight  to  strfke  the  OtcUte ; 
But  true  it  is,  that  I  haue  always  meat 
Lesse  to  esteme  them,  then  the  common  sort. 
Of  outward  thinges  that  iudg^  in  theyr  entent 
Without  regarde  what  inward  doth  resort. 
I  graunt,  9ome  time  of  glory  that  the  fire, 
.  Doth  touch  my  hart     Me  list  not  to  report 
Riame  by  honour,  and  honour  to  desire. 
But  bow  may  1  this  honour  now  attaine, 
That  cannot  dye  the  colour  blacke  a  licr? 
My  Poins,  I  cannot  frame  my  tune  to  faine. 
To  cloke  the  truth,  for  praise  without  desert 
Of  them  that  list  all  vice  for  to  rctaine. 
I  cannot  honour  them,  that  set  their  part 
With  Venus  and  Bacchus  all  theyr  life  long. 
Nor  bold  my  peace  of  them,  afthough  I  smart. 
I  cannot  crouche  nor  knele  to  such  a  wrooge; 
To  worship  theim  like  God  on  eai1;h  alone. 
That  are  as  wolves  these  sely  lambes  among. 
I  cannot  with  my  wordcs  complayne  and  mone^ 
And  suffer  nought;  nor  smart  without  complaiot: 
Nor  turne  the  word  that  from  my  mouth  is  gone. 
I  cannot  ^^peake  and  loke  like  as  a  saint. 
Use  wyles  for  wit,  and  make  desceit  a  pleaaore. 
Call  craft  counsaile,  for  lucre  still  to  painti 
I  ran  not  wrest  the  law  to  fill  the  cofier; 
With  innocent  bloud  to  fede  my  self  iatte, 
And  do  most  hurt,  where  that  most  helpe  I  offer. 
I  am  not  be,  that  can  allow  the  state. 
Of  hie  Ceaser,  and  damne  Cato  to  dye, 
TUat  with  his  death  did  scape  out  of  the  gate, 
From  Ceasers  hands,  if  Uuy  doth  not  lie. 
And  would  not  line  where  liberty  was  lost; 
So  did  his  hart  the  common  wealth  apply. 
I  am  uot  he,  sodie  eloquence  to  bort. 
To  make  the  crow  in  singing,  as  the  swamie; 
Nor  call  the  lion  of  coward  beastes  the  most ; 
That  ean  not  take  a  mouse,  as  the  cat  can; 
And  he  that  dyeth  for  honger  of  the  golde. 
Call  him  Alexander,  and  say  that  Pan 
Passeth  Apollo  in  musike  monifolde. 
Praise  syr  Topas  for  a  noble  tale. 
And  scorne  the  story  that  the  knight  tolde, 
Praise  him  for  counsell,  that  is  dronke  of  ale; 
Grinne  when  he  laughes,  that  beareth  all  the  sway, 
Frowne  when  he  fruwnes,  and  gnme  when  be  is 

pale; 
On  others  lust  to  hang  botli  night  and  day. 
None  of  these  pointcs  wonid  euer  frame  in  ne: 
My  wit  is  nought^  1  can  not  leame  the  way. 
And  much  the  lesse  of  thingliihat  greater  be. 
That  asken  helpe  of  colouni  to  4enm^ 
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To  ioyne  the  meane  with  ec^e  extremities 

With  nerest  rertue  ay  to  cloke  the  vice : 

And, » to  purpose  likewise  it  shall  fall, 

To  pieate  the  vertue  that  it  may  not  rise: 

At  drookeDnese  good  felowsfaip  to  call  $ 

The  firendly  foe  with  hisi  faire  double  fice, 

Say  he  is  gpeiitlc,  and  curties  thcrewithall^ 

Afflnne  that  Faoel  bath  a  goodly  grace 

In  eloquence  $  and  craelty  to  name, 

Zeale  of  jostioe,  and  change  in  time  and  place: 

And  be  that  suflferetb  offence  without  blame. 

Call  him  pitifull,  and  him  true  and  plaine. 

That  rayleth  rechleis  vnto  edie  mans  eham& 

Say  he  is  rude,  that  can  not  lye  and  layne. 

Tbe  lecher  a  toner;  and  tyranny 

To  be  right  of  a  princes  raigne: 

1 CBB  not  I,  no  M^  it  wyll  not  be. 

This  is  the  cause  that  I  could  nener  yet, 

Haqg  OB  their  sleues  that  weigh  (at  tbow  maist  se) 

Achippe  of  chaunce,  more  then  a  pound  of  wit ; 

This  maketh  me  at  home  to  hunt  and  hawke> 

And  in  fowle  wesitber  at  my  book  to  sit; 

lo  frost  and  snow,  then  with  my  bowe  to  stalke; 

Mb  man  doth  marke  whereto  I  ride  or  go, 

in  lusty  leas  at  Ubertie  I  walke; 

And  of  these  newes  I  fele  no  wea!e  nor  woe; 

Save  that  a  dogge  doth  hani:  yet  at  my  hele. 

No  Ibree  for  that,  for  that  is  ordred  so,' 

That  I  may  leape  both  hedge  and  dike  full  wele. 

I  an  not  now  in  Fraaoce,  to  indge  the  wine. 

With  saoery  tanoe  those  deKcates  to  fele. 

Nor  yet  in  Spaine,  where  one  must  him  incline. 

Rather  then  to  be,  outwardly  to  seme. 

1  meddle  not  with  wittes  that  be  so  fine, 

NorFlaunders  chere  lettes  not  my  sight  to  deme 

Of  bhMHc  and  white,  nor  takes  my  wittes  away. 

With  beastliness,  such  doe  those  beastes  esteme. 

Nor  I  am  not,  where  truth  is  geren  in  pray 

For  money,  poyson  and  treason,  of  some 

A  common  practice,  Tsed  night  and  day. 

Bat  I  am  here  in  Kent  and  Christeudome, 

Among  the  Muses,  where  I  reade  and  rime. 

Where  if  thou  list,  mine  own  John  Poins  to  come, 

Then  sfaalt  be  judge,  how  1  do  spende  my  time. 


BOW  TO  VSE  THE  COURT  ANV  HIMSELFE 
THERIN,  WRITTEN  TO  SIR  FRAUSCES 
BRIAN. 

A IPUDIRG  band  that  alway  powreth  out. 
Had  nede  to  hane  a  bringer  in  as  fast, 
And  on  the  stone  that  still  doth  tnrne  abont, 
There  groweth  no  mosse:  these  proverbs  yet  do 
Hcason  hath  set  them  in  so  sure  a  place,       [last. 
Tliat  length  of  yeres  their  force  can  never  wast. 
When  I  remembre  this  and  eke  the  case      [write 
Wherein  thou  sUndst,  I  thought  fourthwith  to 
(Brian)  to  thee,  who  knowes  bow  great  a  grace 
In  writing  is  to  counsayle  man  the  right. 
To  thee  therfore  that  trottes  still  up  and  downe, 
And  never  restes;  but  mnning  day  and  night. 
From  realme  to  realme,  from  citie,  strete,  and 

towne; 
Why  doest  thoo  wrtre  thy  body  to  the  bones  ? 
And  mightest  at  home  slepe  in  thy  bedde  of  downe, 
And  drinke  good  ale  so  nappy  for  the  uunes; 
Fetle  thy  self  fotte,  and  hcape  vp  pounde  by  pound, 
lykeit  thou  not  this?  No.  why?  for  swiae  so 


In  stye,  and  chaw  dung  moulded  on  the  ground; 
And  driuel  on  pearles,  with  head  still   in  tbft 

mannger: 
So  of  the  harpe  Jthe  asse  doth  heare  the  sonnd. 
So  sackes  of  durt  be  filde.    I'he  neat  oonrtier 
So  semes  for  lesse  then  do  these  fatted  swine. 
Though  I  seme  leaiie  and  drie  withouten  moister. 
Yet  will  I  seme  my  prince,  my  lord  and  tbyne; 
And  let  them  live  to  fede  the  paunch  that  list, 
$o  may  I  line  to  fede  both  me  and  mine. 
By  God  well  said.    But  what  and  if^thou  wist 
How  to  bring  in,  as  fost  as  thon  doest  spende 
That  would  I  leame.    And  it  shaU  not  be  mist 
To  tel  the  how.    Now  harke  what  I  hutende: 
Thon  knowest  well  first,  who  so  can  seke  to  please. 
Shall  purchase  frendes,  where  troutb  shall  bot 

ofTende; 
Flee  therfore  truth,  it  is  both  welth  and  ease. 
For  though  that  troutb  of  every  man  hath  praise. 
Full  nere  that  winde  goeth  troutb  hi  great  mis- 
use vertue,  as  it  gocth  now  a  daies,  [eadS. 
In  wonle  alone  to  make  thy  language  swete  j 
And  of  thy  dede,  yet  do  not  as  thou  sayea. 
Els  be  thou  sure,  thou  shalt  be  farre  vnmete. 
To  geat  thy  bread,  eche  thing  is  now  so  skant.  - 
Seke  still  thy  profit  vpon  thy  bare  fete^ 
Lend  in  no  wise*  for  feare  that  thou  do  want, 
Uolesse  it  be,  as  to  a  calfo  a  chese ; 
But  if  thou  can  be  sure  to  win  a  cant 
Of  half  at  least     It  is  not  good  te  leese. 
Learne  at  the  ladde,  that  in  a  long  white  cote. 
From  under  the  stall,  withouten  landes  or  fees 
Hath  lept  into  the  shoppe;  who  knowes  by  rote 
This  rule  that  I  hane  tolde  thee  here  before. 
Somtime  also  riche  age  beginnes  to  dote ; 
Se  thon  when  there  thy  gayne  may  be  the  moret 
Stay  him  by  the  arroe  where  so  he  walke  or  go. 
Be  nere  alway,  and  if  he  cough  to  sore. 
What  he  hath  spit  treade  out;  and  please  him  so. 
A  diligent  knave  that  pickes  his  mabters  purse 
May  please  him  8o,|that  he  withouten  mo, 
Exectttour  is:  And  what  is  he  the  wurte? . 
But  if  so  chance,  thoo  get  nought  of  the  man. 
The  widow  may  for  all  thy  peine  disburse : 
A  riveld  skinne,  a  stinking  breath,  what  than? 
A  tothelcsse  mouth  shall  doe  thy  lippes  no  harme; 
The  gold  is  good;  and  though  she  curse  or  banne. 
Yet  where  thee  list,  thou  mayst  lie  good  and 
Let  tbe  old  mule  bite  upon  the  bridle,      [warme; 
Whilst  there  do  lie  a  sweter  in  thine  arme. 
In  this  also  se  that  thou  be  not  idle. 
Thy  nece,  thy  cosin,  sister  or  thy  daughter 
If  she  be  faire,  if  hansome  be  her  middle. 
If  thy  better  hath  her  loue  besought  her, 
Auaunce  his  cause  and  he  shall  helpe  thy  nede: 
It  is  but  loue,  turoe  thou  it  to  a  laughter. 
But  ware  I  say,  sn  gold  thee  helpe  and  spede. 
That  in  this  case  thou  be  not  so  unwise^ 
As  Pandar  was  in  such  a  like  dede; 
For  h«  the  foole  of  conscience  was  so  nice. 
That  be  no  gaine  would  haue  for  all  his  peine : 
Be  next  thy  self,  for  frendship  bears  no  pryce. 
Laughest  thou  at  me?  why  ?  do  I  speak  in  vainel 
No  not  at  thee,  but  at  thy  thrifty  iest: 
Wouldest  thou,  1  shoulde  for  any  losse  or  gnine 
Change  that  for  ^Ide  that  I  have  tane  for  best 
Next  trodly  thintces,  to  have  an  honest  name? 
Should  1  leane  that?     Then  take  me  for  a  beast. 
Nay  then  farewel,  and  if  thou  care  for  shame 
I  Content  the  then  with  honest  poverties 
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With  (roe  tong,  what  thee  mislykes,  to  blanje 
And  for  thy  trouth  sointime  adversitie, 
And  tbenvilball  this  g^-ft  I  shall  thee  giue, 
In  this  worid  now  litle  prosperitie. 
And  caoyne  to  kepe,  as  water  in  a  sive. 


THE  SONG  OF  JOPAS  VNFINISBED. 

When  Dido  feasted  the  wandring  Troian  knight, 
Whom  Junos  wrath  with  stormes  did  force  in  Libik 

sands  to  light. 
That  mighty  Atlas  taught  the  supper  lasting  long, 
With  crisped  lockes>  in  golden  harpe  lopas  sang 

in  song : 
That  same  (quod  he)  that  we  the  World  do  call 

and  name. 
Of  Heauen  and  Earth  with  all  contentes,  it  is  the 

very  frame:  [in  one, 

Of  thus,  of  heauenly  powers  by  more  powrc  kept 
Repugnant  kind<>s,  in   mids  of  whom  the  earth 

hath  place  alone;  [and  nourse, 

Firme,  rounde,  of  lining  things  the  mother,  place 
Without  the  which  in  cgall  weiglit  this  heauen 

doth  hold  his  course.  [heauen, 

And  it  is  calde  by  name  the  first   and  moving 
The  firmament  is  pUced  next,  conteining  other 

scuen.  [thicke, 

Of  heauenly  powers  that  same  is  planted  fiill  ami 
As  shilling  lights  which  we  call  starrcs,  thnt  therein 

eleue  and  sticke.  [less  sourji. 

With  great  swift  ^way,  the  fyrst^and  with  his  rest- 
Carieth  it  self,  and  all  those  eyght,  in  euen  con- 

tinna!  cotirs. 
And  of  this  world  so  round  within  that  rolling  case, 
Two  points  there  be  that  neuer  moue,  but  firmly 

kepe  their  place : 
The  tone  we  see  alway,  the  tother  stands  obiect, 
Again^  the  samCi  deuiding  just  the  ground  by  line 

direct;  [other. 

Which  by  imaginacion,  drawne  from  the  one  to  th* 
Toucheth  the  centre  of  the  earth>  for  way  there  is 

none  other:  [not  bright. 

And  these  be  calde  the  poles,  descride  by  staires 
Aftikethcone  northward  wc  see,  antartike  thotlicr 

bight. 
The  line,  that  we  deuine  from  thone  to  thother  so, 
As  nxell  is;  upon  which  the  heavens  about  do  go; 
Which  of  wa*er  nor  earth,  of  ayie  nor  fyre  haue 

kinde; 
Therefore  the  substance  of  those  same  were  bard 

for  man  to  finde; 
But  they  bene  uncorupt,  simple  and  pure  vnmixt  j 
And  bo  we  say  been  all  those  starres,  that  in  those 

same  be  iixt; 
And  <>k«  those  erring  seuen,  in  circle  as  they  stray. 
So  calde,  because  ai^'ainst  that  first  they  have  re- 
pugnant way; 
And  smalK-r  by  waves  too,  skant  sensible  to  man, 
To  busy  worke  for  my  poor  harpe;  let  sing  them 

he  tbnt  can. 
The  wy  Jest  saue  tlie  fvrst  of  all  these  nyne  abonc, 
One  hundered  ycre  doth  aske  of  space  for  one  de- 
gree to  moue:  [heaven, 
Of  which  decrees  we  make  in  the  first  moving 
Three   hundred  and  threscore,  in  partes  justly 

ditiidcd  euen;  [t'X'o, 

Arid  yet  there  is  another  between  those  heauens 
AV'iiose  mouing  is  so  sly,  so  slacke^  I  name  it  not 
for  now. 


The  seuenth  heauen,  or  the  shell,  next  to  the  fl(V7 

sky, 
All  those  degrees  that  gatberth  vp  with  aged  pace, 

so  sly^,  [hath  bene, 

And  doth  performe   the   same,  as  elders  count 
In  nine  and  twenty  yeres  complete,  and  dates 

almost  sixtene; 
Do  carry  in  bis  bowt  the  starre  of  Satanie  oMe, 
A  tbreatner  of  all  liuing  things  with  drooght,  and 

with  bis  cold.  [yonger  pair, 

The  sixt  whom  this  conteins,  doth  staike  villi 
And  in  twelve  yere  doth   somwhat  more  then 

thothers  Tiage  was,  [nigoe, 

And  this  in  it  doth  beare  the  starre  of  Jore  be- 
Tweue  Satnmes  malice,  and  ts  men,  frendly  de- 
fending signe: 
The  fifth  beares  bloudy  Man,  that  in  three  but- 

dred  dales, 
And  twise  eleuen  with  one  full  yere  hath  fisisbt, 

all  those  waies.  [sxe* 

A  yere  doth  aske  the  fourth,  and  howers  thcrto 
And  in  the  same  the  dales  eye  the  suoe,  tbereiQ 

he  stickes.  [ov, 

The  third  that  gouernd  is  by  that,  that  gooenu 
And  loue  for  loue,  and  for  no  loue  prouokes,  as  oft 

we  see,  [the  tother, 

In  like  space  doth  performe  that  course,  that d'Td 
So  doth  the  next,  unto  the  same,  that  seoood  ii 

in  order; 
But  it  doth  beare  the  starre,  that  cald  b  Mercary; 
That  many  a  crafty  secret  steppe  doth  treade,  as 

Calcars  try.  [hath  ^ 

That  sky  is  last,  and  fixt  next  as  tho&e  vales 
In  seuen  and  twenty  common  dales,  and  eke  tie 

third  of  one; 
And  beareth  with  his  sway  the  diners  moone  about; 
Now  bright,  now  brown,  now  bent,  now  iiil,  aod 

now  her  light  is  out:  [these  seaen, 

Thus  have  they  of  their  own  two  mouinges  all 
One,  wherin  they  be  carried  still,  eche  in  bis  scae- 

ral  heauen :  . 
Another  of  tbemselues,  where  their  bodies  be  iayd 
In  bywaies,  and  iu  lesser  roundes,  as  1  afore  baae 

sayd ;  [stieigbt, 

Saue  of  theia  all  the  sunne  doth  stray  lest  firom  tbe 
llie  starry  sky  hath  but  one  course,  that  we  bare 

calde  the  eight.  [to  east, 

And  all  these  moouinges  eight  are  meat  fromve«t 
Although  they  seme  to  clime  aloft,  I  say  from 

east  to  west; 
But  that  is  but  by  force  of  theyr  first  moving  sky, 
In  twise  twelve  houres  from  east  to  east  that 

carietb  them  by  and  by  :  [seoeo, 

But  marke  mu  well  also,  these  moninges  of  these 
Be  not  aboue  the  axel  true  of  the  fyrst  moQin; 

heaueu ;  [the  tother,  &c. 

For  they  hauc  their  two  poles  directly  tone  to 


OF  LOUE. 

Lyke  as  the  wynde  with  raginge  blaste 
Doth  cawse  eche  tree  to  bo  we  and  bende: 
luen  so  do  i  ftpende  ray  tyme  in  watte, 
My  lyff  consumynge  unto  an  eude. 

For  as  the  fiame  by  force  doth  quench  tbe  fier, 
And  runnyni;e  stremes  consume  the  rayne; 
Even  so  do  I  my  self  desyer 
To  augment  my  greff,  and  deadly  payne^ 
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Wbear  as  I-fynde  that  whot  is  wbott. 
And  colde  is  colde  by  course  of  kynde. 
So  shall  1  koet  an  endles  knott: 
Snche  firuiete  id  love,  alas !  I  iynde. 

When  I  forsaw  those  christall  streames, 
Whose  bewtie  dothe  cawse  my  mortall  wounde, 
1  lyttyl  thought  within  those  beames 
So  swete  a  tenym  for  to  have  founde. 

I  fde  and  se  my  owne  decaye; 
As  OD  that  bearelhc  fleme  in  his  brest, 
Forgetfoll  though  to  put  away 
The  thynge  that  breadethe  my  unrest. 

Like  as  the  flye  dothe  seke  the  flame, 
And  afterwarde  playeth  in  the  fyer, 
Who  fyndeth  her  wof,  and  seketh  her  game, 
^Vhose  grefie  doth  growe  of  her  owne  desyer. 

Lyke  as  the  spider  doth  drawe  her  lyna, 
As  labour  lost  so  is  my  sute ; 
The  gayne  is  hers  the  losse  is  myne : 
Of  eviU  sowne  seade  suche  is  the  fnite. 


O  GOODLY  hande 

Whearin  doth  stande 
My  harte  dystraught  in  payne: 

Dere  hand,  alas! 

In  lyttel  space 
My  lyf  thou  dost  restrayni^. 

O  fyngers  slyght. 

Departed  ryght. 
So  long,  so  small,  so  rounde! 

Goodly  begonne, 

And  yet  a  bona 
Most  crueU  in  my  wounde. 

With  lyllyes  whyght. 

And  roses  bryght 
Doth  strayne  thie  color  fayer: 

Nature  did  lende 

Eche  fingers  cnde 
A  perle  for  to  repayre. 

Consent  at  laste. 

Since  that  thou  bast 
My  hart  in  thie  demayney 

For  service  trew 

On  me  to  rewe, 
And  pcche  me  love  agaync. 

And  yf  not  soo 
Ther  with  more  woo 

Enibrce  tbi  self  to  strayne 
This  simple  hert. 
That  suffered  smert, 

And  ryd  yt  owte  of  payne. 


AN  EPITAPH  OF  SIR  THOMAS 
GRAVENER,  KNIGHT, 

Under  this  stone  ther  lyeth  at  rest 
A  frcndlic  man»  a  worthie  knight; 
Whose  hert  and  roynde  was  ever  prest 
To  favour  truth,  to  fttrther  ryghk 


The  poores  defence,  his  nei^bors  ayde, 
Most  kynde  ahvays  unto  his  kynne; 
That  stynt  all  siiyf,  that  might  be  stayed: 
Whose  gentell  grace  great  love  dyd  wynne. 

A  man,  that  was  full  emcst  sett 
To  serve  his  prince  at  all  assayes: 
No  sycknes  could  hym  from  yt  lett; 
Which  was  tho  shortnynge  of  his  dayes. 

His  lyf  was  good,  he  dyed  full  well; 
The  bodie  here,  the  sowle  in  blys 
With  length  of  words  whie  shoulde  1  tell, 
Or  farther  shewe,  that  well  knowne  is : 
Sins  that  the  teares  of  more  and  less. 
Right  well  declare  his  worthjrncs. 
Vivit  post  funera  virtus. 


SIR  ANTONIE   SENTLEGER    OF  SIR   T. 
WYAT. 

Thus  lyeth  the  d^^ade,  that  whilome  lived  here 
Emonge  the  deade  that  quicke  go  on  the  grounde: 
Thoughe  he  be  deade,  yet  ^oth  he  quicke  appere 
By  immortal  fame  that  death  can  not  confouude 
His  lyf  for  aye,  his  fame  in  trompe  shall  sounde. 

Though  he  be  deade,  yet  is  he  thus  alive; 

No  deathe  that  lyf  from  Wyat  cane  depriva. 


CERTAYNE  PSALMES 

CHOSEN  OUT  OF  THE  PSALTER  OF  DAVID  COM- 
MONLY B  CILLED-  THEE  VII  PENYTENTIALL 
PSALMES,  DRAWEW  INTO  CNGLYSHE  METER  BY 
SIR  THOMAS  WYAT  KNYGHT,  WnBREUKTO  IS 
ADDED  A  PROLOGE  OF  THE  AUCTORE  BEFORE 
EVERY  PSALME,  VERY  PLEASANT  AND  PRO- 
FETTABLE  TO  THE  GODLY  READER. 

Dedication  by  the  Printer 

To  the  right  honorable  and  his  singular  good  lord, 
William  marqucsse  of  Northampton,  earle  of 
•Essex,  barone  of  Kendal,  lord  Parre  and  knight 
of  the  most  noble  ordre  of  the  garter,  yonre  most 
bonnden  orator  at  commaundment,  John  Harring- 
ton, wysheth  belth  and  prosperite  wyth  encrcase 
of  vertue  and  the  mercy  of  God  for  ever. 

Consydering  the  many  folde  dueties  and  abound- 
aiit  service  that  1  owe  unto  your  good  lordeship 
(right  honoi-able  and  my  singuler  good  lord)  I 
cannot  but  see  inHnite  causes,  why  I  chiefly  of  all 
others  oughte  (wyth  all  cherefull  and  redy  endea- 
voure)  to  gratify  your  good  lordshyp  by  all  meanes 
possybic,  and  to  applye  my  selffe  wholye  to  thee 
same,  iw  one  that  wouldo  gladly,  bat  can  by  no 
meanes  be  able  to  do  accordinglye  as  hys  bonnden 
duetie  requireth:  1  cannot,  1  say,  but  se  and  ac- 
knowledge my  selfe  bonnden,  and  not  able  to  doo 
soche  service  as  I  owe,  both  for  the  inestimable 
benefites  that  vour  noble  progenitors,  and  aho 
your  good  lordship  hath  shewed  unto  my  parentes 
and  predyccssoTs;  and  also  te  my  selfe,  as  to  one 
least  able  to  do  any  acceptable  service,  thouehe 
the  wU  be  at  all  tymes  most  r^Iy.  In  token 
wherof,  your  lordshyp  shal  at  all  tymea  perccave. 
by  simple  thinges  that  my  littel  wit  shall  be  able 
to  invent,  that  yf  myue  harte  could  do-  you  nny 
servyce,  no  labour  or  travayle  shold  witholdo  me 
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from  doyiige  my  d^etie,  and  that  yf  busy  labour 
and  the  bart  noygbt  be  able  to  paye  the  duetye 
that  love  owetb,  yoar  iordsbyp  shoulde  in  no  pioiiit 
fynde  me  ingrate  or  untbaiikfui.  Atid  to  declare 
•  this  niy  ready  wyll,  I  have  dedicated  unto  your 
name  thys  littyl  treaty se,  whycbe  after  I  had 
perused  and  by  thadvice  of  others  (better  Itfamed 
than  my  self)  determined  to  put  M  in  printe, 
tliat  the  noble  fame  of  so  Worthy  a  knrghte,  as  was 
the  auctor  hereof,  sir  Thomas  Wyat,  should  not 
perish  but  rcmayoe,  as  well  for  bys  syugular  learn- 
ing, as  valiant  dedes  in  mercyal  feates,  1  thought 
that  I  could  not  6nd  a  more  worthy  patron  for 
such  a  man's  worke  than  your  lordship,  whom  1 
have  alwayes  knowen  to  be  of  so  godly  e  a  zeale,  to 
thee  furtberaunce  of  God's  holy  and  a  sacred 
Gospel,  most  humbly  beseuhynge  your  good  lorde- 
shippe  herin  to  accepte  my  good  wyll,  and  too 
esteme  me  as  one  that  wisbeth  unto  the  same  al 
bonour,  beltbe,  and  prosperous  auccesat • 
Amen 
Your  good  lordsbyppes 
moat  httmble  at  commanndment 

John  Harrington. 


THE  PROLOG  E  OF  T&B  AUCTOR. 

Love,  to  geve  lawe  unto  hys  subjectes  hartea, 
Stode  in  the  eyes  of  Batsabe  the  brigbte;  * 
And  in  a  looke  anone  bym  seife  convertes 
Cruelly  pleasaunt  before  king  David's  syght: 
Fyrst  dased  hys  eyes,  and  fi^ther  forth  he  startes 
With  venemed  bretbe,  as  softly  as  be  myghte 
Touches  his  senewes,  and  overrunncs  hys  bonea 
With  cr^ynge  fyre^  sparkeled  fur  the  nones. 

And  when  he  sawe  that  kindeled  was  the  fiame, 
The  tinysome  poyson  in  bis  harte  he  lauuced. 
So  that  the  soule  dyd  tremble  wyth  the  same: 
And  in  this  brawie,  as  be  stode  entraunced, 
Yeldynge  unto  the  fygure  and  the  frame, 
That  those    fay  re    eyes   badde   in  his  pres^ns 

glaunced : 
The  forme,  that  Love  had  printed  in  hys  breste. 
He  bonoreth  as  a  thing  of  thyngcs  beste. 

So  that,  Ibrgotte  the  wyidom  and  fbrecaste, 
Whycbe  woe  to  realms,  when  that  the  kynge  doth 
Foff  ettinge  eke  Goddes  maiestye  as  fkste,  [lacke; 
Yea  and  hys  own:  forth  wyth  he  dothe  to  make 
Urye  to  goo  into  the  felde  in  haste, 
Urye,  1  saye,  that  was  hys  jeweles  make. 
Under  pretence  of  certayoe  victory. 
For  the  enemys  swordes,  a  ready  prey  to  be» 

Whereby  he  may  ei\joy  her  out  of  donbte, 
Whone  more  then  God  or  himself  he  myndeth: 
And  after  he  badde  broughte  thys  thynge  about. 
And  of  that  luste  possest  bymself,  he  fyndeth 
That  hath  and  dothe  reuerse  and  clene  turne  out 
Kynges  fromk  y  iigdomesandcy  tyes  undermy  ndetb ; 
He  blynded  thynkeSj  thys  trayne  so  blyude  and 

close. 
To  bJynde  al  thynges,  that  nought  maye  it  disclose. 

But  Nathan  hath  spied  out  this  trecherye 
With  ruful  cheare;  and  settes  afore  hys  face 
The  greate  offence  outrage  and  iniurye, 
That  he  hath  done  to  God,  as  in  tbys  case. 
By  murder  for  to  clooke  adulterye: 
He  shewetiie  eke  from  heanea  the  tknates,  alas! 


So  sternly  sore  thys  prophete,  thys  NothSK^^ 
That  al  amased  was  thys  wbfu!  man. 

Like  him  that  metes  wyth  hoiror  aad  wyths 

feare; 
The  heate  doth  streyght  fersake  the  lymbes  coUe 
The  colour  eke  droppeth  down  from  hys  chere; 
So  dothe  be  feele  hys  fyre  manyfoMe 
Hys  heate,  hys  luste,  his  pleasure  all  in-fere 
Consume  and  waster  and  streyglit  his  crowne  of 

gold, 
Hys  purple  paule,  hys  scepter  he  letteth  fell. 
And  to  the  ground  he  thruweth  him  self  wytb-all. 

Then  pompous  pryde  of  state,  and  dignite 
Forth- with  rebates  repentaunt  huu(ibleoea: 
Thinner  vyle  cluthe  then  clotbetb  pouertie 
Doth  scandlye  hyde  and  dadde  hia  nakednes: 
Hys  £ayre  hoore  bearde  of  reverente  gravitie 
Wyth  ruffeled  heyre,  knowyng  his  wickedoes: 
More  lyke  was  be  the  self  sanie  repentassce 
Then  statelye  prynce  of  workielye  goveraaoica 

Hys  barpe  he  taketbe  in  hand  to  be  his  guide, 
Wherwyth  he  offreth  playnts  his  soule  to  save, 
That  from  his  hearte  dystylleth  on  every  syde. 
Wythedrawynge  hymselfe  into  a  dark  depe  cane 
Within  the  ground,  wherein  he  might  hym  byde, 
Flyinge  the  iyghte,  as  in  the  pryson  or  graae; 
In  which,  as  sone  as  Dauld  entred  bad, 
Tbe  darcke  horror  dyd  make  hys  soule  adrad. 

But  he,  wythout  prolongyng  or  delaye'  [pesse. 
Of  that,  whycbe  myghte  hys  Lorde  bys  God  ap- 
Falleth  on  hys  knees,  and  with  hya  barpe,  X  saye. 
Afore  hys  breste,  yfraugbted  wytbe  dysease 
Of  stormye  syghes,  depe  draughtes  of  hys  decaye. 
Dressed  vpryghte,  sekyng  to  conterpese 
His  songe  wytbe  syghes,  and  touchyage  of  the 

stringes, 
Wyth  tender  harte,  loo,  thus  to  God  he  synges. 

DOMINB  NE  IN  FVRORE.     PSAUf  VI. 

O  Lord!  sins  in  my  mouthe  thy  myghtie  name 
Suffcreth  it  selfe,  my  Lord,  to  name  and -call,* 
Here  hath  my  harpe  betaken  by  tbe  same; 
That  tbe  repentaunce,  whyche  I  haue  and  shall^ 
Maye  at  thy  hande  seke  mercy,  as  tbe  thynge 
Of  onely  comfort  to  wrecbed  sinners  aH; 
Whereby  I  dare  with  homble  bemonynge. 
By  thy  goodnes,  this  tbyogo  of  thee  requyre; 
Chastyce  roe  not  for  my  dieseminge 
Accoixiing  to  thy  iuste  conoeaued  yre. 

0  Lord,  I  dreade:  and  that  I  did  not  dreade 

1  me  repente;  and  enermore  desyre 

Thee,  thee  to  drede.    1  open  here,  and  sprcda 
My  faulte  to  thee:  But  thou,  for  thy  goodnes^ 
Measure  it  not  in  largenes,  nor  iu  breade: 
Punishe  it  not,  as  asketh  the  greatnes 
Of  Ihy  furor,  prouoked  by  myne  ofence. 
Temper,  O  Lord,  the  barrae  of  my  excesse, 
Wyth  mendyng  wjrll  that  1  fbl*  recompence 
Prepare  agayne :  and  rather  pytye  me; 
For  I  am  weake,  and  cleane  wythout  defence; 
More  is  the  iiede  I  have  of  rem.edye.  • 
For  of  the  whole  the  leche  taketh  no  cure:     [»e, 
Tbe  shcpe,  that  stray eth,  the  sheparde  seekes  t» 
1,  Ix>rd,  am  strayed:  and,  sick  without  recnre, 
Fele  all  my  lymbs,  that  have  rebelled,  for  fears 
Shake  in  despayre,  usiesse  thou  me  assiue: 


Digitized  by 


Google 


CE&TAYKE  P9ALMES. 

my  h«ite  doth  fean  the 


S9l 


Uy  tfoihe  ii  CnMbled 

fpeare: 
That  drede  of  deaihe,  of  deatbe  that  ever  lasics, 
TlMiteth^of  rigfat,  and  draweth  nere  and  neare. 
Moch  moie  my  soole  is  troablcd  by  the  blaates 
or  these  aanuies,  that  oome  as  thick  as  hayte> 
Of  workUy  vanities,  that  tempkatioD  castes 
AgayaU  the  baJwerke  of  tbe  fleshe  f^yle. 
Wberin  the  Boule  in  grrcate  perplexitie 
Feeleth  the  sences  wyth  them  that  assayle 
Conspire,  comipte  by  pleasure  and  vanitict 
Whereby  the  wretche  doth  to  the  shade  resorte 
Of  hope  in  the,  in  thys  extremytie. 
But  thou,  O  Lorde,  how  longe  after  thys  sorte ' 
Fofterest  thou  to  see  my  myscrye? 
Sofier  me  yet,  in  hope  o^some  comfbrte 
Feare,  and  not  feele  that  thou  forgettest  me. 
Eetiime,  O  Ijord:  O  Lofde,  1  thee  beseche! 
Unto  thy  olde  wonted  benygnitye. 
Reduce,  reuive  my  soule:  be  thou  the  lechf; 
And  recoocyle  the  greate  hatred,  and  stryfe. 
That  it  hatbe  Une  agaynste  the  fleshe :  the  wretche, 
That  styrre4  hatbe  thy  wrath  by  fylthy  lyfe. 
Se  bove  my  soute  doth  freate  it  to  the  hoves: 
loaaid  reojiorse  so  sharpeth  it  lylce  a  knyfe, 
That  but  thou  heipe  the  caitife,  that  bemones 
Hys  greate  oflence,  it  tumeth  anon  to  doste. 
Here  hathe  thy  mercye  matter  for  the  nones; 
For  yf  thy  righteouse  hande,  that  is  so  juste, 
Suffitt  noo  synne,  or  stryke  wyth  dampnation. 
Thy  intfynite  mercye  wante  nedes  it  roaste 
Subiect  matter  for  hys  op^jratyon: 
For  that  in  deathe  there  is  no  memorye 
Amonge  the  dampned,  nor  yet  no  raencyon 
Of  thy  gfeate  Damp»  grounde  of  all  plorye. 
Then  yf  I  dye,  and  goo  where  as  1  feare 
To  thynke  ther  on,  howe  shall  thy  great  mercye 
5ooode  in  my  onouthe  unto  the  worides  eare? 
For  ther  is  none,  that  can  thee  lande  and  Idue, 
For  that  tfaoa  wilt  no  loue  among  them  there. 
SuSer  my  cryes  the  mercye  for  to  moue. 
That  wonted  is  a  hundred  yeares  offence 
In  a  moment  of  repentaunce  to  remone. 
Howe  ofte  have  I  called  up  with  dyligeuce 
Thys  slouthfoU  fleshe  long  afore  the  daye 
For  to  confes  hy«  faulte,  and  negligence: 
That  to  the  denne,  for  oughte  that  1  coulde  saye, 
Hathe  styll  returned  to  shioude  hymselfo  from 

oolde? 
Wherby  it  sitffreth  nowe  for  soche  delaye. 
By  mysbtye  playntes  instede  of  pleasures  olde. 
I  wasbe  my  Iwdde  with  teares  continuall 
To  doll  my  sy  gbte,  that  to  be  never  bolde 
To  steie  my  barte  agayne  to  soche  a  falL 
Thus  drye  I  up,  among  my  foes,  in  woo, 
That  wytbe  my  fall  doo  ryse,  and  growe  withall, 
And  oae  besett  even  nowe  where  1  am,  so 
Wyth  secret  trappes,  to  trouble  my  penaunce. 
Some  do  preaente  to  my  wepinge  eyes,  lo. 
The  chere,  tbe  manner,  bewtye,  or  countenance 
Of  her,  wboec  looke,  alas!  dyd  make  me  blynde: 
Some  otber  offer  to  my  rcmembrnunce 
Those  pleaaaunt  worde9,now  bytter  to  my  mynde: 
And  some  ahewe  me  the  power  of  my  armoure, 
Triumpb»  and  conquest, and  to  my  head  assj'nde 
Dooble  diademe:  Some  shew  the  favourc 
Of  people  frayle,  palace,  pompe  and  nches. 

I  stoppe  my  ea««»  ^5^^  helpe  of  thy  goodncs. 
Aad  Sr  1  fel«*  '»*  commeth  «lon«  w  thaa 


That  to  my  harte  these  fpes  bane  none  accesoe 
1  dare  them  bid,  Auoy^,  wretches,  and  flee; 
The  Lorde  hathe  hearde  the  voyce  of  my  com^- 

playnte; 
Your  engynes  take  oo  more  effect  m  me: 
The  Loid  hathe  heard,  1  saye,  and  scne  me  faynta 
Under  youif  hand,  and  pytyeth  my  dystrease. 
He  shall  too  make  my  senses,  by  constraynte, 
Obeye  the  rule,  tliat  reason  shall  cxpresce: 
Where  the  disceytc  of  that  youre  glosing^  bayta 

IMa'Je  them  TMirpe  a  power  in  a&  excesse. 
Shamed  be  they  all,  that  so  do  lye  ui  wayte 
To  compaase  me,  by  myssynge  of  they  re  praye! 
Shame  and  rebuke  redownd  to  soche  dysceytel 
Soden  confusion,  as  stroke  without  d«laye. 
Shall  so  deface  theyr  craftye  suggestion. 
That  they  to  hurte  my  helth  noo  more  assaye 
Sense  1,  O  Lorde,  remayue  in  thy  protection. 


tHB  AUCTOR. 
WHOto  bathe  sene  the  sycke  in  bis  fevour 
After  truce  taken  with  the  heatc  or  colde. 
And  that  the  fytte  is  past  of  ^ys  fervour, 
Drawe  fayntinge  syghes:  l*i  nym,  I  saye,  beholde 
SorowfuU  Daotd,  after  hys  languor,  [roMde, 

That  wyth  his  teares,  that  from  his  eyn  downr 
Piiu5ed  his  playnte,  and  layd  adown  hys  harpe, 
I'ay thfoll  recorde  of  all  hys  sorowes  sharpe. 

Yt  scmed  nowe  that  of  hys  faulte  the  horrour 
Dyd  make  aferde  no  mor?  hys  hope  of  grace: 
The  threates  whereof  in  horrible  terrour 
Dyd  holde  hys  barte  as  in  despaire  a  space, 
Tyll  he  had  wyll  lo  seke  for  hys  succonre: 
Hymselfe  accusynge,  beknowynge  bys  case, 
Thynkynge  so  beste  hys  Lorde  to  app?pse. 
And  not  yet  healed  he  feelethe  bys  dyseas^ 

Nowe  semeth  fcareful  no  more  the  darke  caa«» 
That  erstc  dyd  make  his  soule  for  to  tremble: 
A  place  deuoute  of  refuge  for  to  saue 
The  succurles  it  rather  dyd  resemble: 
For  who  had  sene  so  kneeling  within  the  graue 
Tlie  chiefe  pastoure  of  the  Hebrewes  assemble, 
Wolde  judge  it  made  by  teres  of  penytence 
A  sacred  place  worthy  of  reuerence. 

Wythe  vapored  eyes  he  loketh  heare  and  there. 
And  when  he  hath  a  whyle  himself  bethoughte, 
Gatherynge  his  spirites,  that  were  dtsmayde  for 

JTcare, 
His  harpc  agayne  into  hys  hand  he  ronght, 
Tunynge  accorde  by  judgment  of  bys  eare. 
His  hartes  botome  for  a  syghe  he  soughtei 
And  there  withal  1  upon  the  holowe  tree 
With  stray ned  voyce  againe  thus  cryeth  he. 

BEATI.  QUOItDM  REtflSSI  SUNT  INIQUIVAT^S. 
P8Af.M  XXZII. 

On\   happy  are  they,  that  haue  forgiueness 
Of  their  oflfence,  not  by  theyr  penytence     [gotte 
As  by  meritc,  which  recompenceth  not: 
Althoughe  that  yet  pardon  hatbe  not  offence 
Wythoutc  the  same;  but  by  the  goodnesse 
Of  hym  that  hathe  periyttc  intelligence 
Of  barte  contrite,  and  conerth  the  greatnesse 
Of  synne  wvthin  a  mercyfull  discharge. 
And  happye  are  they,  that  have  the  wylfolnesse 
Of  lust  restrayned  afore  it  went  at  large, 

IPcouoked  by  the  drede  of  Gods  furor: 
Whereby  they  haue  not  on  their  backus  the  charge 
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Of  others  fdnlies  to  guifer  the  dolor: 

For  that  the3rr  faulte  was  nerer  execute 

kl  open  syghte,  cxainple  of  error. 

And  happy  is  be  to  whome  God  doth  impute 

No  mores  hys  faulte,  Ijy  knowledgynge  hys  synne: 

Bat  ciensed  nowe  the  Lorde  dothe  hym  repute: 

As  adder  freshe  newe  strypped  from  hys  skynoe: 

Nor  in  hys  sprete  is  oughte  undiscouered. 

I,  for  bycause  1  hydde  it  styll  wythin,- 

Thyncking  by  state  in  fault  to  be  preferred. 

Do  fynde  by  hj'ding  of  my  fault  my  harmc:  - 

(As  he,  that  fyndeth  his  healthe  hyndered 

By  secrete  wounde  concealed  from  the  cbarme 

Of  leches  cure,  that  else  had  had  redresse:) 

And  fele  my  bones  consume,  and  waxe  unferme 

By  daylye  rage,  rorynge  in  excesse. 

Thy  heauy  hand  on  me  was  so  enereaste 

Both  daye  and  nyght,and  held  my  harte  in  presse, 

Wyth  prickinge  thoughtes  byreuinge  me  my  reste; 

That  wythered  is  my  lustynea  awaye. 

As  somcr  heates  thathaue  the  greyne  opprestc, 

Wherfore  I  dyd  another  waye  assaye. 

And  sought  forthwyth  to  open  in  thy  syght 

My  faulte,  my  fearc,  my  fylthincs,  I  say. 

And  not  to  hyde  from  the  my  great  vnryghte. 

I  shall,  quoth  I,  agaynst  myselfe  confesse 

tJnto  thee,  Lonle,  all  my  synfull  plyghte: 

And  tiiuu  forthwith  diddest  wash  the  wyckednesse 

Of  niyne  offence.     Of  truthe  ryght  thus  it  is 

Wherfore  they  that  haue  tasted  thy  goodnesse. 

At  me  shall  take  example,  as  of  thys, 

And  prayc,  and  seke  in  tyme  for  tyme  of  grace. 

Then  shall  the  stormes  and  fluddes  of  harme  hym 

mj'flse, 
And  hym  to  reche  shall  neiier  haue  the  space. 
Thou  art  my  refuge,  and  only  sauegarde 
From  the  troubles  that  compas  me.the  place. 
Such  joycs,  as  he  that  scapeth  his  enemyes  wardc 
IVith  losed  bandes,  hath  in  his  libertye; 
Suchc  is  my  joye,  thou  haste  to  me  preparde. 
That,  ns  the  see-man  in  his  jeopardye 
By  soden  lyght  perceaued  hath  the  porte, 
So  by  thy  great  mercyful  propertye 
Within  thy  boke  thus  reade  I  my  comfortej 
**  I  shall  the  teache,  and  geve  undefstandyn je 
And  point  to  thee  what  way  thou  shalte  I'osorte 
,  For  thy  addresse,  to  kepe  the  from  wanderynge : 
Myne  eyes  shall  take  the  charge  to  be  thy  guydc : 
I  ask  therto  of  the  onlye  thys  thynge. 
Bo  not  lyke  horse,  or  mule,  that  men  do  ryde, 
'I'hat  not  aloQ<^  doth  not  his  master  knowe, 
But  for  the  good  thou  dost  him  must  be  tide. 
And  brideled  lest  hys  guydc  he  byte  or  throwe." 
Oh !  diverse  are  the  chastesinges  of  sinne  [blowe. 
In  meate,  in  drioke,  in  brethe,  that  mau  dtoh 
In  slcpe,  and  watch,  in  fretyngc  styl  within: 
That  neuer  suffer  rest  unto  the  mynde 
Filde  wythe  offence;  that  re  we  and  new  begynne 
Wyth  thousand  feares  the  harte  to  strayne  and 
But  for  al  thys,  he  that  in  God  doth  trust i  [byude : 
Wylhe  mercy  shall  hymsclfe  defended  fynde 
Joye,  and  rejoyce,  I  say,  you  that  be  iuste 
In  hym,  that  roaketh  and  holdethc  you  so  styll : 
In  hym  yourc  glorye  always  set  you  muste, 
All  you  that  be  of  upryght  hart  and  wyll. 


THE  AUCTOR. 


Thys  songe  endyd,  Dauid  dyd  stynte  hys  voice  l 
■  Awl  m  that  wbylc  be  aboute  with  hys  eye 


Dyd  seke  the  darcke  cane;  trkh  whyc^e,  wit&' 

outen  noyce, 
Hys  sylence  semed  to  ai^ue,  and  replye 
Uppon  hya  peace  thyt  peeoe,  that  dyd  reioyoe 
The  soule  with  mercye,  that  mercye  so  dyd  can. 
And.  fbnnde  mercye  at  plentiful!  meicyes  liand, 
Neuer  denied,  but  where  it  was  wyth^aode. 

As  the  seruante  that  in  hys  marsters  face 
Fyndynge  panlon  of  hys  passed  offence, 
Consyderynge  his  greate.goodnes  and  hys  grace, 
Gladde  teares  dy  sty  lies,  as  gladsome  recompeoce: 
Ryghte  so  Dauid  scmed  in  the  place 
A  marble  image  of  syngular  reuerence, 
Carued  in  the  rocke,  with  eyes  and  bande  on  bysbe 
Made  as  by  craft  to  plague,  to  sobbe,  to  sygbe. 

Thy$  whyle  a  beame  that  bryght  sonne  forth 
sendeth,  [hyde. 

That  Sonne,  the  whycbe  was  never  cloode  conld 
Perceth  the  caue,  and  on  the  harpe  desceodetke: 
Whose  glaunKing  lyght  the  cords  dyd  ooer  glyds^ 
And  suche  luyster  upon  the  harpe  extendetbe. 
As  iyght  of  lampe  upon  the  golde  cleane  tryed 
The  lome  whereof  into  his  eyes  did  sterte, 
Supprysed  with  ioye  by  pennaunce  of  the  harte; 

He  then  enfiamed  with  farre  more  bote  afiiecta 
or  God,  then  he  was  erste  of  Batsab^ 
His  left  foot  dyd  on  the  earthe  erecte. 
And  juste  thereby  remaynethe  the  other  knee: 
To  the  lefte  syde  hys  wayght  he  doth  dyrect: 
For  hope  of  helthe  hys  harpe  agayne  taketh  be; 
Hys  hande,  hys  tuyne,  hys  mynde,  eke  80ii|hte 

thys  laye, 
Whyche  to  the  Lord  with  sober  voyce  did  saye, 

DOMINE,   NE  IN   FURORE  TUO.      PSAUM  XIX VUL 

O  Lord,  as  I  have  the  both  prayed,  and  prayc^ 
(Although  in  the  be  no  alteracyon. 
But  that  v/e  men,  like  as  our  selfes,  we  saye, 
Mesuryng  thy  justice  by  our  mutacyon) 
Chastice  me  not,  oh  I^rd!  in  thy  furor. 
Nor  me  correct  in  wrathful  castygacion; 
For  that  thy  arrowes  of  feare,  of  terror. 
Of  sword,  of  sycknes,  of  fjamine,  and  of  fyre 
Sticke  depe  in  me:  I,  loo,  from  myne  errour. 
Am  plonged  up;  as  horse  out  of  the  myre 
With  stroke  of  spurre;  such  is  thy  hande  on  me, 
That  in  roy  fleshe,  for  terrour  of  thy  yre. 
Is  not  one  poynt  of  ferme  stabilytye; 
Nor  in  my  bones  ther  is  no  stedfa^tnes: 
Suche  is  my  dreade  of  mutabylytye: 
For  that  I  kuowe  my  fray  full  wyckedoes. 
For  why  ?  my  synnes  aboiie  my  head  are  boinde, 
Lyke  heuy  weighte,  that  doth  my  force  opprease: 
Under  the  whych  1  ^toupe  and  bowe  to  the  grouadei 
As  wyllow  plante  haled  by  vyolenco. 
And  of  my  fleshe  eche  not  well  cured  wounde, 
That  festered,  is  by  Iblye  and  neclygence, 
By  secrete  Iuste  hath  rankled  under  .skynn^ 
Not  only  cured  by  my  penytence. 
Perceyuynge  thus  the  tyrannye  of  83rnnet 
That  with  hys  weyght  hath  humbled  and  depiest 
My  pryde:  by  gnawyng  of  the  worme  within. 
That  neuer  dyelh,  1  lyue  withouten  rest. 
So  are  myne  entrayles  infect  with  fenient  sore^ 
Fedynge  the  harme  that  hath  my  welth  opprest^ 
That  in  my  fieshe  is  lefte  no  helthe  therfore. 
So  wonderous  great  liath  ben  my  vezacyoo. 
That  it  hath  forste  my  barte  to  cry  and  roi^ 
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0  Lordej  tboaknowest  thinwarde  contemplacyon 
Of  my  dmire:   thoa   knowest  my  sights  and 


Thou  kaowett  the  teares  of  my  lamentacyoa 
Caoaot  ezprcMe  any  hartes  inwarde  restrayntes. 
Mjr  liurte  puCetbe,  my  force  1  feel  it  qaayle; 
My  sight,  my  eyes,  my  loke  decayes  and  fayntes. 
And  wben  myne  enemyes  dyd  me  most  assay  le, 
My  ftendes  most  sure,  wberein  I  set  most  trust, 
Myne  owne  vertues,  soonest  then  dyd  fiiyle 
And  ctood  nparte;  reason  and  wytt  unjuste. 
As  kyn  unkynde,  were  fordeste  gone  at  nede: 
So  bod  they  place  tber  veoome  out  to  thniste, 
TliAtiOttght  my  death  by  naughty  woide  and  dede. 
Thertongesfeproche,  their  wit  dyd  frawde  applye, 
And  I,  lyke  deafe  anddom,  forthe  my  waye  yode, 
Ljike  one  that  heres  not,  nor  hath  to  replye 
Doe  woFde  agayne:   knowyng  that  from  thyne 
hande  [p'ye 

These  tbynges  procede,  and  thou.  Lord,  shalte  sup- 
My  trust  iii  that,  wherein  I  sty  eke  and  stande. 
Yet  have  I  had  greate  cause  to  dreade  and  feare. 
That  ^ou  wouldeste  geve  my  foes  the  ouer  hande; 
For  in  my  fiU  they  shewed  suche  pleasaunte  chere. 
Aad  therewythal  I  alway  in  the  lashe 
Abyde  the  ^roke;  and  with  me  every  where 
i  besie  my  iaulte,  that  greately  doth  abashe 
Aly  doleful  cbearc;  for  I  my  &ulte  confesse. 
And  my  deserte  dothe  al  my  comforte  dashe. 
la  the  roene  whyle  mine  enemies  still  increase; 
And  my  prouokers  hereby  doo  augmeute. 
That  without  cause  to  hurt  me  do  not  cease: 
In  eueiJ  for  good  agaynste  me  they  be  bentc. 
Aim]  bynder  shal  my  good  persuyte  of  grace. 
loo!  now,  my  God,  that  seest  my  whole  entente! 
My  Lnrd,  I  am,  thou  knowest,  in  what  case; 
Forsake  me  not,  be  not  far  from  me  gone, 
ilasle  to  my  belpe:  haste.  Lord,  and  haste  apace, 
0  Lord,  the  Loi^  of  al  my  helth  alone. 


THE  AUCTOR. 

LtKE  as  the  pyTgrime,  that  in  a  longe  way 
Fjjntinge  for  heate,  proooked  by  some  wynde, 
In  somo  freshe  shade  lyeth  downeat  middes  of  day : 
So  dothe  of  Dauid  the  wery  royce  and  mynde 
Take  breathe  of  syghcs,  when  he  bad  songe  thys 

laye. 
Under  snche  shade  as  sorowe  hath  assynde : 
And  as  the  one  sty  11  myndes  hys  vyage  ende. 
So  dothe  the  other  to  mercy  styll  pretende. 

On  sononr  cordes  hys  Ongers  he  extendes, 
S^ithout  hearyng  the  judgement  of  the  sounde: 
Dowiiefrom  hys  eyes  a  streame  of  teares  d.'scendes, 
f^nhout  felyn.ee,  thnt  tryckell  on  the  grounde. 
U  he  that  bledeA  in  vayne  ryghte  so  intendes 
Phaltred  sences  to  that  they  are  bounde. 
ht  syghe  and  wepc  he  can  r\one  other  thynge, 
lod  loke  up  styll  Tnto  the  heavens  kynge. 

Bnt  who  h^d  ben  wjrthoote  the  caue  mouthe 
iod  hearde  the  teares  and  syghes  that  hym  dyd 

strayne, 
fe  wold  have  swome  there  had  out  of  the  southe 
i  luke-warme  wyiide  brought  forth  a  smoky  rayne. 
^ut  that  so  close  the  ca\ie  was  and  unknowth 
'Mat  none  but  Gud  was  record  of  hys  payne, 
is  badde  the  wynde  blowen  in  all  Israeli  cares 
l^'theyr  kynge  the  wofuU  playnta  and  t&ares. 


Of  whych  some  part  wben  he  up  flupped  had,  * 
Lyke  as  he,  whome  hys  owne  though te  aifrayes. 
He  tumes  hys  loke :  hym  semyth  tiiat  the  shade 
Of  hys  ofleocek  agayne  hys  force  assayes 
By  vyoleate  dispayre  on  hym  to  lade; 
Stertynge  lyke  hym,  whom  sodayn  feare  dismayes^ 
His  Toyce  he  stray&es,  and  from  his  barte  oute 

bringea 
ThyssongCy  that  I  note  whether  he  cryethor  syoges^ 

MI8BRERB  MEI,  DEU8.      P8ALM  U.  * 

Rub  on  me.  Lord,  for  thy  goodnes  and  grace. 
That  of  thy  nature  arte  so  bountiful  1 ;   - 
For  that  goodness  that  in  the  worlde  dothe  brac« 
Repugnant  natures  in  quiet  wonderfuU; 
And  for  thy  mercyes  'nomber  withoute  ende 
In  heauen  and  earth  perceaued  so  plentiiull. 
That  euer  al  they  do  themselfes  extende. 
For  those  mercyes  moche  more  then  man  can  sjmne 

00  away  my  synnes,  that  so.  thy  grace  offende 
Ofte  tymes  agayne.  Washe,  washe  me  well  wythin. 
And  from  my  syune,  that  thus  makes  me  afrayde. 
Make  thou  me  cleane,'a8  aye  thy  wonte  hath  bene. 
For  unto  thee  on  nombre  can  be  layde 

For  to  pi^t^ribe  remyssyoas  of  offence 

In  'hartes  retoumed,  as  thou  thy  selfe  haste  aayde: 

And  I  beknowe  ray  fault,  my  neglygence : 

And  in  my  83'ght  my  synne  is  fixed  faste, 

Therof  to  have  more  pcifect  penytence. 

To  the  alone,  to  the  have  1  trespaste: 

For  none  can  measure  my  faulte  but  thou  alone: 

For  in  thy  syghte,  I  have  not  been  agaste 

For  to  offend :  judging  thy  sight  as  none. 

So  that  my  fauUe  were  hydde  from  syghte  of  man: 

Thy  maiestye  so  from  my  mynde  was  gone, 

This  knowe  I,  and  repent :  (xirdon  thou  than : 

Wherby  thou  ^alte  kepe  sty  lie  thy  worde  stable. 

Thy  iustyce  pure  and  cieane,  becau5:e  that  whan 

1  pardoned  am,  that  forthwith  iustlye  able 
Inste  1  am  iudged  by  iustice  of  thy  grace. 
For  I  my^lfe,  loo  I  thynge  moste  vnstable.    ' 
Formed  in  offence,  conceaued  in  lyke  case. 
Am  noughte  but  synnc  from  my  natyuytio* 
Be  not  these  sayde  for  myne  excuse,  alus! 
But  of  thy  helpe  to  shewe  neeessitie : 

For,  loo !  thou  louest  truthe  of  the  inwarde  harte, 
Whych  yet  dothe  lyiie  in  my  fidelitie 
Thoughe  1  have  fallen  by  frayltie  ouerthwarte: 
For  wylfull  malyce  ledde  me  not  the  waye 
So  moche  as  hathe  the  fleshe  drawen  me  a  parte. 
Wherefore,  O  Lorde,  as  thou  haste  done  always. 
Teach  me  the  hydden  wysdom  of  thy  lore; 
Since  that  my  faythe  dothe  not  yet  decayc. 
And,  as  the  juyce  to  heale  the  lypper  sore, 
Wythe  isoppe  dense,  dense  me  and  I  am  dene. 
Thou  shalt   me  washe,  and  more   then  snowe 

therefore 
r  shal  bo  whyte,  howe  fbwle  my  iauUe  hath  bene. 
Thou  of  my   health    shalt    gladsome  tydinges 

bringe. 
When  froih  aboue  remission  shal  be  atne, 
Descende  on  earth:  then  shalla-forioye  upsprynge 
The  bones,  that  were  befure  consumed  to  doste. 
Loke  not,  O  Lord!  .v|:pon  myne  offendynge, 
But  dc.  away  my  dcdc8,  that  are  uujuste. 
Make  a  cieane  harte  in  the  middell  of  my  brcste 
Wyth  spyryte  upryghte  voyded  from  fylthye  luste. 
From  thyne  eyes  aire  caste  me  not  in  vnresto, 
Nor  take  from  me  thy  spyryte  of  holynesse. 
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Bender  to  ine  joye  of  thy  beVpe  and  beste :  [nesse : 

My  ^yll6  confyrme  wytbe  the  spirite  of  stedfost- 

And  by  tbys  shaVl  these  god  lye  thynges  en»ue, 

Synners  I  shall  into  thy  wayes  addresse; 

They  shall  tetume  to  the,  and  thy  grace  soe. 

My  tODgue  shall  prayse  thy  justification: 

My  mouthe  shall  spreade  thy  gtorious  praises  troe. 

But  of  thy  seUe,  O  God,  thys  operation 

It  must  precede;  by  purgynge  me  from  bloode, 

Amonge  the  iuste  tliat  I  maye  have  relatyon: 

And  of  thy  laudes  for  to  let  out  the  floode. 

Thou  muste,  oh  Lorde^  my  lyppes  fyrste  unlose. 

For  yf  thou  haddeste  estemed  pieasaiint  good 

The  outwarde  dedes,  that  outwarde  men  disclose, 

I  wold  have  off<ftred  unto  thee  sacrifice: 

But  thou  del  y  test  not  in  socbe  glose 

Of  outeward  dede,  as  men  dreame  and  deuyse. 

The  sacrifice  that  the  Lorde  lyketb  moste 

Is  spirite  contryte:  lowe  harte  in  humble  wyse 

Thou  doest  accept,  O  Ood,  for  pleasaunt  hoste. 

Make  Syon,  Loide,  accordynge  to  thy  wyll 

Inward  Syon  the  Syon  of  the  ghoste : 

Of  hnrtes  Jerusalem  strengtbethe  walles  styll ; 

Then  shake  thou  take  for  good  the  outwarde  dedes, 

As  a  sacrifice  thy  pleasure  to  fulfyll. 

Of  tbee  alone  thus  all  our  good  precedes. 

THE  AUCl'OR. 

Of  deape  secretes,  that  Dauid  then  dyd  synge. 
Of  mercy e,  of  feyth,  of  frayltie,  of  grace; 
Of  Goddes  goodnesse,  and  of  justyfyinge 
The  grcatnes  dyd  so  astony  hym  apace,  [thynge? 
As  who  myghte  saye,  Who  hath  expressed  thys 
I  synner,  I,  what  have  I  saidc?  alas! 
That  Gods  goodnesse  wold  in  my  songe  entreate. 
Let  me  agayne  consyder  and  repeate. 
And  so  he  doth,  but  not  expressed  by  worde: 
But  in  hys  hartc  he  tumeth  oft  aiul  prayseth 
Eche  vord,  that  ei^te  hys  lyppes  mygth  (erth 

aforde: 
He  pantes,  he  pawseth,  he  wondrctb,  he  prayseth 
The  mercy,  that  hydetlie  of  juStyce  the  sworde: 
The  justyce,  that  so  hys  promyse  complysheth 
For  hys  wordes  sake  to  worthyies  dcsertc, 
That  gratis  hys  grace  to  men  doth  dej)arte. 

Here  hath  he  comfort  when  he  doth  measure 
Measureles  mercye  to  measureles  faulte. 
To  prodygable  synners  infinyte  treasiu-e, 
Treasure  celestyall,  that  never  shall  defoulte : 
Ye,  when  that  synne  shall  fayle,  and  may  not 
dure,  [assante 

Mercy  shall  reigne,    gaynste  whome  shall    no 
Of  hell  preuayle:  by  whome,  loe!  at  thys  daye 
Of  heaven  gates  remyssyon  is  the  kaye. 

And  when  Dauid  had  pondered  wel  and  tryed. 
And  seeth  hymself  not  ontterly  depryued 
Frotm  lygth  of  grace,  that  darke  of  synne  dyd  hyde. 
He  fyndetb  hys  hope  moch  therewith  reuyued; 
He  dare  importune  the  Lorde  on  every  syde, 
(Pot  he  knoweth  wel  that  to  mercy  is  ascribed 
Respecteles  labor)  importune,  cry,  and  call ; 
And  thus  begyoneth  hys  song  there  wythall. 

POMIKB,  EXAUUI  OR-ITIONEM  MEAM.    PSALM  CII 

Lord,  bcare  my  prater,  and  let  my  crye  passe 
Unto  thee,  Ix)rd',  without  impediment 
Do  not  from  roe  tourne  thy  mercyfol  face, 
Unts  B^selfe  leaaynge  any  gonernment. 


In  time  of  tronblie  and  adaersytye 
Endyne  noto  me  tbyoe  eare  and  tbyoe  enteBtei 
And  when  1  call,  beipe  my  necessytye; 
Redely  grannte  the&cte  of  my  desyire: 
These  bold  demaundes  do  please  thy  owgestye: 
And  eke  my  case  soch  haste  doth  well  teqnyre. 
For  lyke  as  smoke  my  dayes  are  past  awaye, 
My  bones  dryed  up,  as  fomaoe  with  the  fyre: 
My  harte,  my  mynde  is  wythered  up  lyke  haye: 
Because  1  have  forgntt  to.  take  my  hreade^ 
My  breade  of  lyfe,  the  worde  of  troth,  I  saye. 
And  for  my  playntfiil  sygbes  and  for  my  dreader 
My  bones,  my  strength,  my  very  Ibroe  of  mynde 
Cleued  to  the  fleshe,  and  from  the  sphritwere  fiedde. 
As  desf>erete  thy  mercye  for  to  fynde. 
So  made  I  me  the  solen  pellycane. 
And  lyke  the  owie,  that  Aeyth  by  proper  kyodt 
Lygth  of  the  day,  and  hath  herself  betane 
To  mine  lyfe  oute  of  all  companye, 
Wy th  waker  care,  that  with  this  woo  b^gann^ 
Lyke  the  sparrowe  was  1  solyterrye. 
That  syttes  alone  under  the  houses  eaves. 
This  whylc  my  foes  conspyred  contynuallyy 
And  dyd  prouoke  the  harme  of  my  dysease. 
Wherefore  lyke  ashes  my  bread  dyd  me  savor; 
Of  thy  inst  word  the  tast  might  not  me  please: 
Wherefore  my  drynk  I  tempered  with  lycor 
Of  wepynge  teares,  that  from  myne  eyesdyd  rayney 
Because  I  knowe  the  wrath  of  thy  foroar, 
Prouoked  by  right,  had  of  my  pryde  dysdayne. 
For  thou  dyddest  lyfte  me  up  to  throwe  me  downe: 
To  teach  me  howe  to  knowe  my  selfe  agayne: 
Wherby  1  knewc  that  belpeles  I  shukl  drowne. 
My  dayes  like  shaddow  deelyne,  and  I  doo  cvy: 
And  the  for  ever  etemitie  dothe  crowne; 
Worlde  wythoute  ende  doth  last  thy  memory. 
For  thys  fniyttte,  that  yoketh  all  mankynde. 
Thou  shalt  awake,  and  rue  this  mysereye: 
Rue  on  Syon.     Syon  that  as  1  fynde 
Is  the  people  that  lyue  .under  tbie  lawe. 
For  now  is  tyroe,  the  tyme  at  hande  assynde. 
The  tyme  so  longe  that  thy  servantes  drawe 
In  great  desyre  to  se  that  pleasapnte  daye: 
Daye  of  redemynge  Syon  from  synnes  awe. 
For  tliey  have  ruthe  to  see  in  sache  decaye 
In  duste  and  stones  thys  wretched  Syon  lore. 
Then  the  Gentiles  shall  dreade  thy  name  alwaje: 
All  earthly  kynges  thy  glorye  shall  honour, 
Then  when  thy  grace  thy  Syon  thus  redemeth, 
When  thus  thou  hast  declared  thy  myghtie  povcr. 
The  Lorde  his  servauntes  wyshes  so  estemeth, 
That  he  hym  tumethe  vnto  the  poores  reqnest. 
To  our  dyscent  this  to  be  written  aeineih. 
Of  all  compforts  as  contolacyon  beste: 
And  they,  that  then  shalbe  regenerate. 
Shall  prayse  the  Lord  therfore  both  moste  and  leste. 
For  he  bath  lokte  from  the  height  of  hys  estate, 
The  Lorde  from  heaven  in  earth  hatlvlookte  on  us, 
To  heare  the  mone  of  them  that  are  a*  gate 
In  fowie  boqdage:  to  lose  and  to  discus 
Tbe  sonnes  of  deathe  onte  frome  theyie  deadly 
Too  gyve  thereby  occasion  glorions  [bondcj 

In  thys  Syon  hy«  holye  name  to  stondc. 
And  in  Jerusalem  hys  landes  lasrtynge  aye. 
When  in  one  chorche  the  people  of  the  londe 
And  realmes  her  gathered  to  servo,  to  laudp,  to 
The  Lorde  above  so  juste  and  mercyful.        [pia/ 
But  to  this  samble  runninge  in  the  waye. 
My  streiigthe  fayldth  to  reache  it  at  the  foU. 
He  hath  abreged  my  dayes,  they  may  not  dwt 
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To  m  thct  teme,  tint  lernc  lo  wondeifoll : 
All  though  i  have  with  hvrtia  w9k,  and  cure, 
Prayed  to  the  Lord,  Take  me  not,  l,ord,  awaye 
la  middes  of  my  ycares;  thoughe  thyne  ever  rare 
Remayoe  eteme,  wbome  tyme  cau  uot  deeaye. 
Thoa  vfoofchtste  the  eactk;  thy  haades the  heaueiu 

dyd  make: 
Tbey  thall  peryshe,  and  thou  shalt  laste  alwaye: 
And  aU  thinges  age  sbaB  were  and  ouertake, 
Lyke  clotbe,  and  them  nhalt  cbauoge  them  lyke 

apparett» 
Touroe,  and  translate,  and  thou  in  wroUi  it  take; 
But  thoa  thy  eeMe  thy  self  remayoest  well 
Tbet  thoa  wast  errte»  aud  shaH.thy  yeares  extende. 
Then,  teas  to  thya  there  maye  no  tbynge  T^belle, 
The  greateste  oompforte  that  I  can  pretende, 
Is  that  the  cbtUitea  of  thy  seraantes  deare. 
That  ID  thie  word  are  gotte,  shall  wythout  ende 
Before  Iky  feoe  he  stabliste  ali  in  fen» 


THB  AUCTOR. 

Whim  Danid  hadde  perceaoed  in  hys  breste 
The  spyrite  of  God  retourne,  that  was  exyled^ 
Because  be  knewe  he  hath  alone  expreste 
These  same  great  tbynges,  that  greater  spyryte 

coiapyled : 
As  ihawme  or  pipe  lettes  ont  the  sonnde  impreste, 
By  mnsykea  arte  forged  to-foi¥  and  fyled: 
I  laye  when  Dauid  badde  perceaued  this, 
The  spirite  of  compfort  in  hym  reuyned  is. 
For  therenpon  he  maketh  argamente 
Of  reeonsylyng  voto  the  Loides  grace; 
Al  thoughe  somtyme  to  prophecy  have  Icnte 
Botbe  brute  beastes,  an^  wycked  hartes  a  place. 
But  core  Danid  indgeth  in  hys  entente 
Hym  sclle  by  penaunoe  cleane  oute  of  tbys  case, 
Wherftby  be  hathe  remyssyon  of  offence. 
And  gynaeth  to  alowe  hys  payne  and  penitence. 

But  when  he  wayetb  the  fiault,  and  recompence, 
He  dampneth  this  hys  dede  and  fyndeth  playne 
Atn-fae  them  two  no  whytt  equiualence: 
Whereby  ha  taken  all  outwarde  dede  in  v^njrne 
T«  beare  the  name  of  ryghtfull  penitence: 
>^ych  is  alone  tbe  harte  returned  agayne, 
Ai^  «ote  <u>ntryte,  that  doth  hys  fau^  bemone^ 
And  outward  dede  tbe  sygoe  or  frute  alone. 

Wyth  thys  be  doihe  defende  the  slye  assaulte 
Of  rayne  aloweance  of  hys  owne  deserte: 
And  all  the  glorye  of  hys  forgeneu  faulte 
To  Ood  alone  he  dothe  it  hole  converte: 
Hytowne  meryte  he  fyndethe  in  defaulte: 
And  whyleshe  pondreth  these  thinges  in  hys  harte, 
Nyi  knef ,  hys  arme»  hys  hande  susteyned  hys 


When  he  hya  songe  agayne  thus  dyd  begynne. 

DB  rsOFOllMi  CLAMAVI  AD  TB,  DOIEIRB. 
PSALM  CX  XX. 

Fbom depth  of  synne,and  from  a  depe  dispayre. 
From  depth  of  deeth,  from  depth  of  hartes sorrowe, 
Ftooi  this  depe  caue,  of  darfcnes  depe  repayre. 
Thee  have  I  caldc,  O  Lorde,  to  be  my  borowe. 
Thou  lamyvoyce,  O  Lonle,  perceaue  and  heare 
My  harte,  my  hope,  my  playnte,  my  ouerthrowe, 
My  wyll  to  ryse:  And  let  by  graunte  appeare, 
That  to  my  voyce  thyne  ears  do  well  atteode: 
No  place  so  farre,  that  to  the  is  not  near; 
^w>  deptht  M  depe,  that  thou  n^  mayste  eztanda 


Thyne  eare  thcrto;  heare  thaa  my  voftill  playute: 
For,  LfOrd,  yf  thou  obsenr^  what  men  offeude. 
And  putte  thy  uatyue  nercye  *w  cestceynte: 
Yf  joste  exactyon  demaoode  recompenoe: 
Who  maya  endure,  O  Lorde  ?  Who  shall  not  falnte 
At  socho  accompte  {  so  drode,  not  reuerence 
Sho«ild  ra^ne  at  laige.    But  thou  sekest  rather 
For  in  thy  hande  b  mercyes  resydeace:       [leua; 
By  hope  whereof  thou  doeste  onre  hartes  eke  mouai 
I  in  tbe  Lorde  haua  sette  my  confydence: 
My  sottle  soche  truste  doth  euennore  approuec    . 
Thy  bolye  worde  of  elerne  excellence. 
Thy  mercyes  promyse,  that  is  all^waye  inste, 
Haue  ben  my  ftaye,  my  piller,  and  defence. 
My  soule  in  God  hath  more  desyrous  truste. 
Then  hath  tbe  watchmen  loking  for  the  daye^ 
For  his  relief,  to  quenche  of  slepe  the  thurst. ' 
Lette  Israeil  truste  vuto  tbe  Lor^  alwaye; 
For  grace  and  ftiuor  are  hys  propertie: 
Plenteouse  mnsome  shall  oome  with  hym,  I  sajie. 
And  shall  redeme  ail  our  iniquitie. 


THB  AUCTOR. 

Thys  worde  Redeme,  that  in  his  monthe  dyd 
Dyd  putte  Dauid,  itsemeth  unto  me,      [sounde. 
As  in  a  traunce,  to  star  uppon  the  grounde. 
And  with  hysthougbte  thahyghte  of  heaven  to  see:. 
Wherehe  beboldes  the  Worde  that  sholde  confounde 
The  worde  of  death,  by  humility  to  be 
In  mortall  Mayde,  in  mortall  habite  made, 
£terpitye  in  iqortal  vayle  ti  shade.  - 

He  seyeth  that  worde,  wlien  ful  rjrpe  tyae 
shulda  oorocy 
Doo  awaye  that  vayle  by  feniente  affection, 
Tome  off  wyth  deathe,  for  deathe  shulde  have  haiv 
And  lepeth  lyghter  from  soche  corruption:  [dome. 
The  giute  of  lyghte,  that  in  the  ayre  dothe  loure^ 
Man  redeemetb,  death  hathe  her  destructiom 
That  mortall  vayle  hatl^  immortal itie; 
To  Dauid  assuraunce  of  hys  iniquitie. 

Wherby  he  frames  thys  reason  in  hys  harte: 
That  goodues,  which  doth  not  fbrbeare  hys  souMe 
From  death  for  me,  and  can  therby  converte 
My  death  to  lyfe,  my  synne  %o^  salvation, 
Botbe  can  and  wyll  a  smaller  grace  departe 
To  hym,  that  sueth  by  humble  supplication  :- 
And  syns  I  haue  hys  larger  grace  assayde. 
To  aske  thys  thiiige  why  am  I  then  affra^^de? 

He  graunteth  most  to  them  that  most  do  craue. 
And  he  delyghtes  in  suit  wythonte  respect. 
Alas!  my  sonue  pursues  me  to  the  graue, 
Suffered  by  God  my  synne  for  to  correcte. 
But  of  my  synne,  syns  1  may  pardon  haue,  • 
My  sonnes  pursuyte  shall  sbortelye  be  reiecte: 
Then  will  I  craue  wyth  sured  confydence. 
And  thus  begynneth  tbe  sute  of  hys  pretence. 

OOMINB,  BXAUDI  OltlTIONEM  MEAM. 
PSALM  CXLIII. 

Hbare  my  prayer,  O  Lord :  heare  my  requeste : 
Cumplyshe  my  boone:  answer  to  my  desyre. 
Not  by  desert,  but  fur  thyne  owne  behest: 
In  whose  firme  truth  thou  promist  myne  empyre 
To  stande  stable :  and  after  thy  iustyce, 
Performe,  O  Lorde,  that  thynge  that  I  requyre. . 
Rut  not  of  law  after  the  forme  and  guise  , 
To  enter  iudgment  wythc  thie  thrall-bonde  slaue. 
To  plede  hys  right;  for  in  soch  maner  wyse 
Before  tb;^  svghte,  apQ  man  hjs  ryghte  shall  saue. 
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For  of  my  self,  lo!  thys  my  ryghteousnesse 
By  scorge,  and  whyppe,  and  prickynge  spurres,  I 
Scant  rysen  up,  such  is  my  beastiines:         [haue 
For  that  myne  enemye  bathe  pursued  my  lyfe. 
And  in  the  duste  bathe  soy  led  my  lustynes; 
To  fbrreyne  realmes,  to  flee  hys  rage  so  ryfe. 
He  bathe  me  forstc:  as  deade  to  hyde  my  heade. 
And  for  bycanse,  within  my  self  at  strife,  [fledde, 
My  harte,  and  spiritc,  wytbe  alt  my  force,  ware 
1  had  recourse  to  times  that  have  ben  paste, 
Anddyd  remember  thy  deades  in  al  my  drede. 
And  dyd  peruse  thy  worclces  that  euer  last: 
Wheiby  I  knew  above  these  wonders  al 
Thy  mercyes  were;  then  lyfle  1  up  in  bast 
My  handes  to  thee;  my  souie  to  the  dyd  caU, 
Lyke  barren  soyle,  for  moyster  of  thy  grace. 
Haste  to  my  helpe,  O  Lord,  afore  I  fall: 
For  sure  I  fell  my  spy  rite  doth  fainte  apace. 
Tume  not  thy  face  from  me  that  I  be  layde 
|n  count  of  them  that  beadlyog  downe  doo  passe 


Into  the  pyt:  She  we  me  betimes  thyne  ayde. 
For  on  thy  grace  I  wholly  do  depende: 
And  in  thy  hand  since  all  my  healtbis  stayed, 
Do  me  to  know  what  way,  thou  wylte,  1  bende: 
For  vnto  the  I  have  raisde  up  my  mynde, 
Rjrdde  me,  oh  Lonle»  from  them  that  do  enteode 
My  foes  to  be ;  for  I  have  me  assigned 
Alwaye  wjrthin  thy  secret  protectyon. 
Teache  me  thy  wyl,  that  I  by  the  may  fynde 
The  waye  to  worke  the  same  tn;  aSectjon: 
For  thou,  my  God,  thy  blessed  spirite  apiy^t 
In  laude  of  truthe  shall  be  my  dyrectyon. 
Thou,  for  thy  name.  Lord,  shalte  reaiue  my  spryte 
Wythin  tbe  ryghte,  that  I  receine  by  the: 
Whereby  my  lyfe  of  daunger  sbali  be  quyte* 
Thou  haste  fordone  the  great  iniquytye. 
That  vext  my  soule :  thou  shalt  also  coiifounde 
My  foes,  oh  Lorde,  for  thy  benignitie; 
For  thy  oe  am  I,  tby  servaunte  aye  most  booide. 


END  OF  tIR  THOMAS  WTAT'S  POBMB. 


THE  POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


THE  COMPLAINT  OF   A  LOVER  WITH 
SUTE  TO  HIX  LOUE  FOR  PITIE. 

It  euer  woefull  man  might  moue  your  hartes  to 

nitlie,  [shall  try  bis  tnith ; 

Good  ladies  heare  his  woful  plaint,  whose  deth 

And  rightful  iudges  be  on  this  his  true  report, 

If  he  deseruc  a  lover's  name  among  the  faithfull 

sort  [in  the  west; 

Fiue  hundred  times  the  siinne  hath  lodgde  him 

Since  in  my  hart  I  hacbred  first  of  all  the  good- 

liestgest,  [foynt, 

Whese  worthiness  to  shew,  my  wittcs  are  all  to 

And  I  lacke  cunning  of  tlie  scoolcs,  in  colours  her 

topaynt. 

^     But  this  I  briefly  sny  in  wordes  of  cgall  weight. 

So  Toide  of  vice  was  neuer  none,  nor  with  such 

vertues  freight.  [her  warres. 

And  for  her  beauties  prayse,  no  wight  that  with 

For  where  she  comes,  she  shews  her  self,  as  sun 

among  the  starres.  [parfitenesse. 

But  Lord,  thou  wast  to  blame,  to  frame  such 

And'putte  no  pitie  in  her  hart,  my  sorowes  to 

redresse.  [past, 

For  if  yc  knew  the  paines  andpanges  that  I  haue 

A  wonder  would  it  be  to  you,  how  that  my  life 

hath  last.  [bowe 

When  all  the  gods  agreed,  that  Copide  with  his 

Should  shote  his  arrowes  from  her  eies,  on  me  his 

might  to  show. 

I  knew  it  was  in  vaine  my  force  to  trust  vpon. 

And  well  I  vrkt  it  was  no  shame  to  yield  to  such  a 

one:  [mynde, 

-    Then  did  I  me  submit  with  humble  hart  and 

To  be  her  man  for  euermore,  us  by  the  gods  assinde. ' 


And  since  that  day,  no  wo,  wherewith  lose 

might  torment. 

Could  moue  me  fi-om  this  fiuthfall  band,  or  imkc 

me  once  repent: 

Yet  haue  I  felt  full  oft  the  hottest  of  his  fyre, 

The  bitter  teares,  the  scalding  sigbs,  the  baniiii$ 

bote  desire;  [hart; 

And  with  a  sodain  sigh  the  tremblyng  of  tbe 

And  bow  the  blood  doth  come  and  go,  to  soeeoor 

euery  part:  [ayer, 

When  that  a  pleasant  looke  hath  lyft  me  ia  tbe 

A  frowne  hath  made  me  fall  as  fast  into  a  depe 

despayer.  [btrt, 

And  when  that  I  e're  this,  my  tale  coold  well  by 

And  that  my  tong  had  learned  it,  so  that  no  word 

might  start,  [sUy, 

The  sight  of  her  hath  set  my  wittes  in  such* 

That  to  be  lord  of  all  the  world,  one  wocd  I  coald 

not  say.  [pinched  w, 

And  many  a  sodayn  crampe  my  hart   bath 

That  for  the  time  my  scnces  all,  felt  neither  weale 

nor  wo.  [coDteot, 

Yet  saw  I  ncuer  thing  that  might  my  miode 

But  wisht  it  hers,  and  at  her  will,  if  she  coold  so 

.    consent:  [please. 

Nor  iieuer  heard  of  wo  that  did  her  will  dis- 

But  wisht  the  same  vnto  my  self,  so  it  might  do 

her  ease.  [face, 

Nor  neuer  thought  that  fey  re,  nor  neuer  liked 

Unless  it  did  resemble  her,  or  some  part  of  ber 

grace. 

No  distance  yet  of  place  could  us  so  fane  de- 

uido. 

But  that  my  hart,  and  my  good  will  did  still  witb 

her  abide. 
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Kor  yet  it  nener  lay  in  any  fortunes  powrey 

To  pat  that  swete  out  of  my  thought  one  minute 

of  an  bowre.  [  wynde : 

No  rage  of  drenching  sea,  nor  woodnesse  of  the 

Kor  caoDOus  witli  their  thundring  cracks  conid 

put  her  fjpom  my  minde ;  [set. 

For  when  both  sea  and  land  asnnder  had  vs 

My  vfaole  delitc  was  only  then,  my  self  alone  to 

get;  Tgwsc, 

And  thitherward  to  looke,  as  nere  as  I  could 

Where  as  1  thought  that  she  was  then,  that  might 

my  wo  redresse.  [winde, 

Full  oft  it  did  me  good  that  waics  to  take  my 

So  pleasant  ayre  in  no  place  els  methought  I 

conid  not  finde ; 

I  saying  to  myself  my  life  is  yonder  way ; 

And  by  the  winde  I  bane  her  sent  a  thousand 

sighes  aday ;  [geven  thee. 

And  sayd  unto  the   sunne,  great  giftes  are 

For  thou  mayst  see  mine  cartiiiy  blisse,  where- 

erer  that  she  be.  [thy  might 

Thou  seest  in  enery  place,  woulde  God  I  had 

Aod  1  the  ruler  of  my  self,  then  should  she  know 

no  night  [been  at  stryfe, 

Aod  thus  from  wish  to  wish,  my  wittes  have 

Aod  wanting  all  that  I  bane  wisht,  thus  haue  I  led 

my  life, 

Cut  ioap:  it  cannot  last,  that  in  such  wo  remaines; 

Ku  force  for  that,  for  death  is  swete  to  him  that 

feles  such  paines:  [graue, 

Yet  most  of  all  me  greves,  when  I  am  in  my. 

That  she  shall  purchaise  by  my  death  a  cruel 

name  to  baue.  [it  see 

Wherefore  all  you  that  hear  this  plaint,  or  shall 

Wish  that  it  may  so  perce  her  hart  that  she  may 

pitieme;  [best 

For  and  it  were  ber  will,  for  both  it  were  the 

To  sane  my  life,  to  kepe  her  name,  and  set  my 

hart  at  rest. 


OF  WE  DEATH  OF  MASTER  DEUOROX, 
THE  LORD  FERRES  SONNE. 

Who  iustly  may  rcioycc  in  ought  vnder  the  skye, 
As  life  or  lands,  as  frendes,  ur  fruites  which  only 

lire  to  dye?  [are  vaine, 

Or  who  doth  not  well  know  all  worldly  workes 
And  geveth  nought  but  to  thee  lendcs  to  take  the 

same  again  ? 
For  though  it  lift  some  vp  as  we  long  upward  all, 
^ch  ix  tlie  sort  of  slipper  welth,  all  tbingcs  do  rise 

to  fall. 
Thunrertaintie  is  such,  experience  teacheth  so. 
That  what  thinges  men  do  couet  most  them  son- 

est  they  forgo.  [ao  dere, 

I/)  Deuorox  where  he  licth,  whose  life  men  held 
That  now  his  death  is  sorowed  so,  that  pitie  it  is 

to  heare.  [fame, 

His  birth  of  auntient  blood  his  parents  of  great 
And  yet  in  vertne  farre  befqre  the  formost  of  the 

«ame.  [gayne, 

Hi«  kins  and  conntrye  bothe  he  serude  to  so  great 
Fliat  with  tbe  Brutes  record  doth  rest,  and  eucr 

shall  remaine. 
S'o  man  in  warre  so  mete  an  enterprise  to  take ; 
So  man  in  peace  that  pleasurdc  more  of  enmies 

frends  to  make. 


A  Cato  for  his  counsel],  his  hed  was  surely  such, 
Ne  Theseus  frendahip  was  so  great,  but  Deuorox 

was  as  much.  [to  bring, 

A  graffe  of  so  small  grothe,  so  much  good  frute 
Is  seldome  hearde,  or  neuer  sene,  it  is  so  rare  a 

thing. 
A  man  sent  vs  from  God,  his  life  did  well  declare. 
And  now  sent  for  by  God  again,  to  teach  us^ 

what  we  are.  [that  liue,, 

Death  and  the  graue,  that  shall  accompany  all 
HatU  brought  him  heuen,  though  somewhat  sone, 

which  life  could  neuer  give, 
God  graunt  wel  all  that  shall  profiesse  as  he  profest. 
To  liue  so  well,  to  dye  no  worse;  and  send  bis 

soule  good  rest 


THEY  OF  THE  MEANB  ESTATE  ARE 
HAPPIEST. 

If  right  be  rackt  and  overrone. 
And  power  take  part  with  open  wrong: 
If  feare  by  force  do  yelde  to  soonc, 
Tbe  lack  is  like  to  last  to  long. 

If  God  for  goodes  shal  be  vnplaced. 
If  right  for  riches  lose  his  shape, 
if  world  for  wis^nlome  be  embraced; 
The  gesse  is  great,  much  hurt  may  hap. 

Among  good  thinges  I  proue  and  finde 
The  quiet  life  doth  most  abound: 
And  sure  to  the  contented  minde 
There  is  no  riches  may  be  found. 

For  riches  hates  to  be  content; 
Rule  is  enmy  to  quietuessc, 
Power  is  most  part  impacicnt. 
And  seldom  likes  to  liue  in  peace. 

I  heard  a  herdman  once  compare. 
That  quiet  nights  he  had  mo  slept. 
And  had  mo  mery  dales  to  spare,  - 
Then  he  which  ought  the  beastes  he  kept 

I  would  not  baue  it  thought  hereby. 
The  dolphin  swimmc  I  meane  to  teache. 
Nor  yet  to  learne  the  fan  Icon  fly: 
I  row  not  so  ferre  past  my  reaclie. 

But  as  my  part  aboue  the  rest. 
Is  well  to  wish  and  well  to  will; 
So  tyll  my  breath  shall  iail  my  brcst, 
1  will  not  cease  to  wish  you  stilU 


COMPARISON  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH- 

The  life  is  long,  that  lotbsomly  doth  last. 
The  doleful!  dayes  draw  slowly  to  their  date; 
Th  eprcsent  paiigcs  and  painfull  plagues  forei>ast 
Yelde  griefe  aye  greneto  stablish  this  estate. 
So  that  I  feele,  in  this  great  storme  and  strife, 
The  death  is  swete  that  endeth  such  a  life. 

Yet  by  the  stroke  of  this  strange  oucrthrowe. 
At  which  conflict  in  thraldome  I  was  thrust,      i 
The  Lord  be  praised ,  I  am  well  (aught  to  know 
From  whence  man  came,  and  ckewhereto  he  miist. 
And  by  the  way,  vpou  how  feble  force, 
His  terme  doLh  btand,  till  death  dotb  end  his  course. 
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The  pleasant  yeres  that  seme  so  swift  that  ruime, 
The  mery  dayes  to  end  so  fast  that  flete. 
The  ioyfuU  nigbtes  of  which  day  daweth  so  soone. 
The  happy  bowers  which  mo  do  miss  then  mete. 
Bo  all  consume  as  snowe  against  the  sirone, 
And  death  makes  end  of  all  that  life  begonne. 

ISlince  death  shall  dare,  t>ll  all  the  world  be  wast, 
tl^faat  meaneth  man  to  dred  death  then  so  sore? 
As  man  might  make  that  life  should  alway  last, 
without  regarde  the  Lord  hath  led  before 
The  dauncc  of  death,  which  all  must  runne  on  row 
Though  how,  or  when  the  Lord  alone  doth  know. 

If  mtao  wottM  Dinde  what  lyuiibens  fife  doth 
bring 
Whatgreuous  crimes  to  God  he  doth  commit; 
What  plages,  what  pangcs,  what  perilles,  tbeifoy 
"With  no  sure  hower  in  all  hisdaies  to  sit:  fspringe 
He  would  sure  think  as  with  gi-eat  cause  t  do, 
The  day  of  death  wer  better  of  the  two. 

Death  is  a  port  wherby  we  pass  to  toy, 
Life  is  a  lake,  that  drowneth  all  in  payn, 
Death  is  so  dere  it  ceaseth  all  annoy. 
Life  is  so  leude  that  all  it  yeldcs  is  vayn : 
And  as  by  life  to  bondage  man  is  brought^ 
Even  so  likewise  by  death  was  fredom  wrought 

Wherefore,  with  Paul, let  all  men  wish  and  pray 
To  be  dissblvde  of  this  foule  fleshly  masse; 
Or  at  least  be  armde  against  the  day. 
That  they  be  found  good  souldicrs  prest  to  pAsse 
From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life  again. 
To  such  a  life,  as  ener  shall  remain. 


THE  TALE  OF  PYGMALION,  WnV  CON- 
CLUSION V£ON  THE  BEAUTIE  OF  HIS 
LOUE. 

In  Grece  somtime  there  dwelt  a  man  of  worthy 

feme,  [his  name. 

To  graue  in  stone  his  cunning  was,  Pigmalion  was 

To  make  his  fame  endure,  when  death  had  him 

bereft,  [work  were  left. 

He  thought  it  good  of  his  own  hand  some  Hied 

In  secrete  study  then  such  work  he  gan  devise 

As  might  his  cunnmg  best  commend,  and  please 

the  lookers  eyeji. 

A  courser  foire  he  thought  to  graue,  barbed  for 

the  field  [spear  and  shield. 

And  on  his  back  a  scmely  knight  well  arm*d  with 

Or  els  some  feate  or  fish  to  graue  he  did  deuise 

Andstill  withinhis  wandring  thoughtes  ncw&ncies 

did  arise. 

Thus  varied  he  in  miiide  what  enterprise  to  take 

Till  fancy  moued  his  learned  hand  a  woman  fay  re 

to  make.  [fourmc  to  frame 

Whereon  he  stayde,  and  thought  such  perfite 

Whereby  be  might  amaze  all  Grece,  and  winne 

immortal  name. 

Of  yvorie  white  he  made  so  faire  a  woman  than 

That  nature  scom'd  her  perlitiiess  so  taught  by 

craft  of  man.  [face, 

Wei  shaped  were  her  lims,  full  cornly  was  her 

Eche  tittle  vain  most  lively  coucht,  echo  part  had 

semely  grace.  [great  strife 

Twixt  natnre  and  Pigmalion,  there  might  appere 

60  lemely  was  this  ymage  wrought,  it  lackt  nothing 

but  lifei 


His  cariMs  eye  beheld  bis  own  dtntmi  voik, 

Aadgasing  oft  thereon,  be  round  moi 

there  to  Yurk; 

For  all  the  featurde  shape  so  ^d  his  fancic  1 

That  with  his  idull  whom  be  made,  Pigjioaiion  fell 

in  loue;  (sarhuides  swcte 

To  whom  he  honom-  gaoe,  and  decked  vitk 

And  did  adoum  with  ie wells  nch,  as  is  for  lown 

mete.  [would  ciy, 

Somtimes  on  it  he  fiswn^d,  somtime  in  rage 

It  was  a  wonder  to  behold,  how  fansy  bleard  his  eye. 

Since  that  this  ymage  damme  enfiamed  so  wise  1 

ilUan^  [than; 

My  dere,  alas,  since  I  you  loue^wbat  wonder  it  it 

111  whom  hath  nature  set  the  glory  of  her  Daae 

And  brake  her  moulde  in  great  dispaire,  your  hke 

she  coulde  not  frame. 


THE  LOITER    SPlEIVETH    HtS    WOFtia 

STATE  AND  PRAIETH  PITTIE. 
Lykb  as  the  larke  within  the  Martians  footer 
With  piteoAS  tunes  doth  chirp  her  yelden  by: 
So  sing  I  now,  seyng  no  other  boote 
My  rendering  song  and  to  yowr  will  obey. 
Your  vertue  moontes  abone  my  fierce  so  bye^ 
And  with  your  beautie  seased  I  am  so  saie. 
That  there  auailes  resistance  none  in  me» 
But  paciently  your  pleasure  to  endure. 
For  on  your  will  my  fansy  shall  attend. 
My  life,  my  death,!  pot.both  in  your  choyer; 
And  rather  had  my  life  by  yoo  to  end. 
Then  line,  by  other  nlwayes  to  reioyce: 
And  if  yoar  cruel  tie  do  thirst  my  blood. 
Then  let  it  forth  if  it  may  do  you  good. 


FPON  CONSIDERATION  OF  THE  STATE 

OF  THIS  UFE  HE  WISHETH  VEATB. 
The  lenger  life,  the  more  offence; 
I'he  more  offence,  the  greater  paine; 
^he  greater  paiiie,  the  lease  defence; 
The  lesse  defence,  the  lesser  gaine; 
The  losse  of  gaine  long  yll  doth  trye, 
Wherfore  come  death  and  let  me  dye. 

The  shorter  life,  les^e  count  I  finde. 
The  lesse  account,  the  sooner  made; 
The  count  soon  made,  the  merier  miod^ 
The  mery  mynd  doth  thought  euade; 
Short  life  in  truth  this  thing  doth  trye, 
Wherfore  come  death,  and  let  me  dye. 

Come  gentle  death,  the  ebbe  of  care. 
The  ebbe  of  care,  the  flood  of  lyfe. 
The  fload  of  life,  the  ioyful  fare. 
The  ioyful  fare,  the  end  of  strife : 
The  end  of  strife,  that  thing  wishe  T. 
Wherefore  come  death,  and  let  me  dycv 


THE  LOUER  THAT  ONCE  DISDAIsrD 
LOUE,  IS  NOtV  BECOME  SUBIECt 
BEISG  CAUGHT  IN  HIS  SNARR 

To  this  songe  g^ve  eare  who  list 

And  mine  intent  iudge  as  ye  W]rll, 

The  time  is  come  that  I  liaue  mi&t 

The  thing  whcron  1  hoped  styll. 

And  from  the  toppe  of  all  my  trust. 

Mishap  hath  throwen  me  in  the  dua^ 
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,  The  (toe  bath  bene  and  that  of  lata^ 
My  hart  and  1  might  feap  at  large. 
And  iras  not  abut  within  the  gate 
Of  foue^  dteire,  nor  toke  no  charge 
Of  aoy  thing  that  did  pertaine, 
Ai  tooching  Jooe  in  any  payu. 

My  thooght  was  free»  my  hart  was  lys^t, 
I  fliarkcd  not,  who  lost,  who  saaght, 
Jptayd  6y  day,  I  rt«pt  by  nyght, 
I  forced  not,  who  wept,  who  langht. 
My  thought  from  all  such  thinges  was  free, 
And  1  ay  aalf  at  libertie. 

Itoke  no  hede  to  tauntes  nor  toys 
is  leef  to  see  them  frowne  as  amyle, 
Where  fortune  laaght  I  scomde  their  ioyea 
1  fouDd  their  fraades  and  coery  wyie. 
And  to  m^  seife  oft  times  I  smiled. 
To  see  how  lone  had  them  begiled. 

thta  In  the  net  of  my  conceit| 
I  masked  itiR  among  the  sort 
Of  such  as  fed  vpon  the  bayte. 
That  Capide  laide  for  his  disport; 
And  euer  as  I  saw  them  caught 
I  them  beheld  and  thereat  laught 

Tyll  at  the  lent^h  when  Cupide  spied 
My  scomefol  wyll  and  spitefull  vse^ 
And  how  I  past  not  who  was  tye<l 
So  that  my  self  myght  still  line  lose. 
He  set  him  selfe  to  lye  in  wnite 
And  in  my  way  be  threw  a  baite. 

Soch  one  as  natore  neoer  nnade 
I  dare  well  say  saue  she  aloue ; 
Such  one  she  was  as  would  inuade 
A  hart  more  hard  then  marble  stone; 
Soch  one  she  is,  I  know  it  right. 
Her  nature  made  to  shew  her  might. 

Then  as  a  man  enen  in  a  maze 
T^'hcn  Tse  of  reasota  is  awsy, 
^-^  I  began  to  stare  atid  gaze. 
And  sodeinly,  withoot  delay 
O.  t\cr  I  Lad  the  wit  to  loke 
1  >«  a  lowed  vp  both  bait  and  boke. 

Which  (layly  greties  me  more  and  more 
By  sundry  sortes  of  careful  wo; 
And  none  aliue  amy  snlue  the  sore 
Bat  onpfy  she  that  hurt  me  soe: 
In  whom  my  lyle  dothe  now  consist 
To  sane  or  slay  me  as  she  list. 

But  seing  now  that  T  am  cauglit, 
(nd  boonde  so  fast,  I  cannot  flee; 
I'  ye  by  mine  ensample  taught 
'hat  in  your  fansies  feie  you  free; 
Vkpisc  not  them  that  louers  are 
^sc  you  be  oang^ht  within  his  snare. 


OF  FORTUNE  AfW  FAME. 

HE  plage  is  gre«*»  where  Fortune  frowncs, 
ne  mischief  bringea  a  thousand  woes, 
Jhere  trumpets  gene  their  warlike  sunncs, 
he  weake  susteine  sharp  overthrowes: 
o  better  life  they  last  and  fele 
\i%t  subiect  are  to  Fortunes  wheU, 


Her  happy  chaonce  nray  fast  no  time; 
Her  pleasore  threatneth  paines  to  come. 
She  is  the  fall  of  those  that  clime; 
And  yet  ber  whele  aTanceth  tome: 
No  force,  where  that  she  hates  or  loueir. 
Her  fickle  minde  so  oft  r^moues. 

She  genes  no  gift,  but  craues  as  fiist  ^ 
She  soone  repentes  a  thankful  dede; 
She  tumeth  after.euerv  blast; 
She  helpes  them  oft,  that  haue  no  ncde; 
Where  power  dwelles,  and  riches  rest. 
False  Fortune  is  a  conunon  gest 

Yet  some  afflrme  and  prone  by  skyll, 
Fortune  is  not  a  6eing  Fame, 
She  neither  can  do  good  nor  yll; 
She  hath  no  fouraie,  yet  beares  a  name. 
Then  we  but  striue  against  the  streames. 
To  frame  suche  ioyes  on  fansies  dreames^ 

If  she  bane  shape  or  name  alone; 
If  she  do  rale  or  benre  no  sway  ; 
If  she  haue  bodte,  life,  or  hone, 
Be  she  a  sprite  I  can  not  say : 
But  well  I  wot,  some  cause  there  iSy 
That  causeth  wo,  and  sendeth  blisse. 

The  causes  of  thinges  I  will  notblaiihe. 
Lost  1  ofiende  the  prince  of  peace: 
But  I  may  chide,  and  braule  with  Fame^ 
To  make  her  crye  and  neuer  cease: 
To  blowe  the  trumpe  within  her  eares, 
That  may  apease  my  wofull  tearel^ 


AGAINST  WICKED  TONGES. 

O  EUii  tonges,  which  clap  at  eucry  winde. 
Ye  slca  the  quicke,  and  eke  the  dead  defame. 
Those  that  liue  well,  some  (ante  in  them  ye  fynde;' 
Ye  take  no  thought  in  slaundring  their  good  name. 
Ye  put  iust  men  oft  times  to  opcu  shame: 
Ye  rynge  so  loude,  ye  sounde  vnto  the  skyes, 
Aod  yet  in  proofe,  ye  sow  nothing  but  lyes. 

Ye  make  great  wane,  where  peace  hath  been  of 
Ye  bring  rich  rcalmes  to  rurne  and  decay,  [long  ; 
Ye  pluck  downe  right,  ye  do  enhaunce  the  wrongs 
Ye  tunie  swete  mirtli  to  wo  and  well  away; 
Of  mischiefes  all  ye  are  the  grounde  I  say. 
Happy  is  he  that  Hues  on  such  a  aort, 
That  needs  not  fear  such  tooges  of  false  report. 


HELL  TORMENTETHNOTTHEDAMNEn 
GffOSTES  SO  SORE  AS  F'NKINDNESlSi 
THE  LOUER. 

The  restlesse  rage  of  depe  devouring  hell; 
The  biasing  brandes,  that  neuer  doe  consuti^e; 
The  roryng  route,  in  Piutoes  den  that  dw(:ll^ 
The  fiery  breath,  tbatirom  those  ympes  doth  fume^ 
The  dropsy  drowth,  that  Tantalc  in  the  flood 
Kiiduretb  ay,  all  hopeless  of  relieve. 
He  bongrrstcrucn,  where  fniite  is  ready  foode; 
So  wretchedly  bis  sOuIe  dotb  sufler  grief; 
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The  liuer  gnawne  of  gylefull  Prometbus, 
Which  TuUures  fell  with  strained  talant  tyre. 
The  labour  lost  of  weried  Sjsiphus, 
These  hellish  houndes  with  paines  of  quenchless 
Can  not  so  fore  the  silly  soules  torment,         [fire 
As  her  vntruth  my  hart  bath  aU  to  rent. 


OF  THE  MUTABIUTIE  OF  THE 
WORLDE. 

By  fortune  as  I  lay  in  bed,  my  fortune  was  to 

finde  [into  my  miod. 

Such  fansies,  as  my  careinl  thought  bad  brought 
And  when  eche  one  was  gone  to  rest  full  soft  in 

bed  to  lye  [stil  royne  eye: 

I  would  have  slept,  but  then  the  watch  did  follow 
And  sodeinly  I  saw  a  sea  of  woful  sorowes  prest 
Those  wicked  waies  of  sharp  repulse  bred  mine 

unquiet  rest.  [degree 

I  saw  this  world,  and  how  it  went,  cche  state  in  his 
And  that  from  wealth  ygranted  is,  both  life  and 

libertce.  [price, 

I  saw  bow  Enuy  it  did  raine,  and  bear  the  {greatest 
Ye  greater  poyson  is  not  fuunde  within  the  cocka* 

trice ;  [woe 

1  saw  alsoi  how  that  Disdaine  oft  times  to  forge  my 
Gaue  me  the  cuppe  of  bitter  swcte  to  pledge  my 

mortal!  fu:  [finde, 

I  saw  also,  how  that  Desire,  to  rest  no  place  could 
But  still  constrainde  in  endlesse  painc  to  follow 

natures  kinde.  .   .  [forsake 

1  saw  also  most  straunge  of  a)l,  how  Nature  dyd 
The  blond,  that  in   her  woiQbe  was  wrought,  as 

doth  the  lothed  snake.  [lust, 

I  saw  how  Fansie  would  rctayne  no  lenger  then  her 
And  as  the  wind  how  she  doth  chaunge,  as  ^s 

not  for  to  trust. 
I  saw  bow  Stedfastnes  did  flee  with  winges  of 

often  change 
A  flyeing  bird,  but  bcldome  sene,  her  nature  is  so 

strange. 
I  saw  how  pleasant  times  did  passe,  as  flow  res  do 

in  the  mede, 
To  daie  that  rfscth  red  as  rose,  to  moruwe  falleth 

ded.  [glasse, 

I  saw  my  time  how  it  dyd  runne,  as  sande  out  of  the 
£uen  as  eche  howre  appointed  is,  from  time  and 

tide  to  passe. 
1  saw  the  yeres  that  I  had  spent,  and  lease  of  all 

my  gaync, 
And  how  the  spoil  of  youthful  playes  my  foly  did 

retayne.' 
I  saw  how  that  the  little  ant  in  somer  still  doth 

runne      • 
To  seek  her  foode,  wherby  to  live  in  wynter  for 

to  come.  [to  spinne 

I-  saw  eke  Vertue  how  she  sate  the  thrcde  of  lyfe 
Which  sheweth  the  end  of  euery  worke  before  it 

doth  beginne.  [pardy 

And  when  all  these  I  thus  beheld,  with  many  mo 
In  me,  me,  thought,  eche  one  had  wrought  a  per- 

fite  propertie.  [be 

And  then  1  sayde  unto  my  selfe  a  lesson  this  shall 
For  other,  that  shall  after  come,  for  to  beware  by 

me.  [might  coustraiue 

Thus  all  the  night  I   did  deuise,  which  way  1 
To  forme  a  plot,   that  wit  might  wuike  these 

branches  in  my  brain. 


HARPAWS  COMPLAINT  OF  PHYLWAES 
LOVE  BESTOWED  ON  CORIN,  WHO 
LOUED  HER  NOT^  AND  DENIED  HIM 
THAT  LOUED  HER. 

[This  beautiful  poem,  wbich  is  perhaps  the  first 
attempt  at  pastoral  writing  in  our  language,  ii 
preserved  among  the  Songs  and  Sonnettes  of 
the  earl  of  Surrey,  &c  4to.  1574,  in  tbatpsit 
of  the  collection  which  consists  of  pieces  by 
Uncertain  Auctours.  These  poems  were  fint 
published  in  1557,  ten  years  after  that  accom- 
plished nobleman  fell  a  victim  to  the  tyranny 
of  Henry  VI  If:  but  it  is  presumed  most  of 
them  were  composed  before  the  death  of  lir 
Thomas  Wyat  in  1541.  See  Surrey's  Poems, 
4to..fo1.  19.  49. 

Though  written  perhaps  near  half  a  century  be- 
fore the  Shepherd's  Calendar',  this  will  be 
found  for  superior  to  any  of  those  eclogues  ia 
natural  unaffected  sentiments,  in  simplicity  of 
style,  in  easy  flow  of  versification,  and  ail  the 
beauties  of  pastoral  poetry.  Spenser  ought  to 
have  profited  more  by  so  excellent  a  modcL— 
Percy.] 

pHifXiDA.  was  a  feire  maide. 

As  fresh,  as  any  flower; 
AVhom  Harpalus  the  heard-man  praide 

To  be  his  paramoure. 

Harpalus,  and  eke  Corin, 

Were  herdmen  both  yfere: 
And  Phillida  would  twist  and  spinne, 

And  thereto  sing  ful  clere. 

But  Phillida  was  al  to  coye. 

For  Harpalus  to  winne: 
For  Corii\was  her  only  joye. 

Who  forst  her  not  a  pinne. 

How  often  woold  she  flowers  twine? 

How  often  garlants  make 
Of  couslips  and  of  culumbine? 

And  al  for  Corin*s  sake. 

But  Corln,  he  had  hawkes  to  lure^ 

And  foreed  more  the  fielde: 
Of  lovers  law  he  tooke  no  core; 

For  once  he  was  begnilde. 

Harpalus  prevayled  nought. 

His  labour  all  was  lost; 
For  he  was  furthest  from  her  thought. 

And  yet  be  loved  her  moat 

Therefore  wax  he  both  pale  and  leane, 

And  dry  as  clod  of  clay: 
His  fleshe  it  was  consumed  deane; 

His  colour  gode  away. 

His  beard  it  had  not  long  be  shave; 

His  hcare  hong  al  nnkempt: 
A  man  most  fit  even  for  the  grave, 

Whom  spiteful  love  had  sheiit 

His  eyes  were  red,  and  all  fbrwacht; 

His  face  besprent  with  teares: 
It  seemed  unhap  had  him  long  hatckt. 

In  middes  of  his  dispaires. 

«  First  published  in  15%9^ 
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His  clothes  were  blacke,  aod  also  l>are; 

As  one  forlone  was  he; 
Upon  bis  head  alwayes  he  ware 

A  wreathe  of  wyliow  tree. 

His  beastes  he  kept  upon  the  hyll, 

And  he  sate  in  the  dale; 
Aod  thus  with  sighes  and  sorrows  shril. 

He  gan  to  tell  his  tale. 

Oh  HarpalusI  tbiis  would  he  say; 

Unhappiest  under  sunne ! 
The  cause  of  thine  Tnhappie  day. 

By  luue  was  first  begunne. 

For  thou  wentest  first  by  sute  to  seeke 

A  tygie  to  make  tame, 
That  settes  not  by  thy  loue  a  leeke; 

But  makes  thy  griefe  her  game. 

Am  eaay  it  were  for  to  convert 

The  froat  into  the  flame ; 
As  for  to  turne  a  frowarde  hert. 

Whom  thou  so  faine  wouldst  frame. 

Corin  he  liueth  carilesse: 
He  leapes  among  the  leaoes: 

He  eates  the  frutes  of  thy  redresse: 
Thou  reapes,  he  takes  the  sheaues. 

My  beastes  a  while  your  foode  refraine. 
And  harke  your  heidmans  sounde: 

Whom  spiteful!  loue,  alas!  hath  slaine. 
Through  girt  with  iqany  a  wounde. 

0  happie  be  ye,  beastes  wilde. 
That  here  your  pasture  takes: 

1  ae  that  ye  be  not  begilde 

Of  these  your  faithftil  makes. 

The  hart  he  feedeth  by  the  hinde: 

The  bocke  hard  by  the  do: 
The  turtle  doue  is  not  vnkinde 

To  him  that  loues  her  so. 

The  ewe  she  hath  by  her  the  ramme: 
The  yong  cow  hath  the  bull: 

The  calfe  with  many  a  lusty  lambe 
Do  fede  their  hunger  full. 

But,  wel-a-way !  that  nature  wrought 

Thee,  Phylida,  so  frire: 
For  I  mkj  say  that  I  haue  bought 

Thy  beauty  all  td  deare. 

What  reason  is  that  crueltie 
With  beantie  should  have  part? 

Or  els  that  such  great  tiranny 
Should  dwell  in  womans  hart? 

I  se  tfaerefiDre  to  shape  my  death 

She  cruelly  is  prest 
To  th*  end  that  I  may  want  my  breath: 

My  dayes  been  at  the  best. 

O  Copide,  graunt  this  my  request, 
And  do  not  stoppe  thine  eares; 

Thai  she  may  leele  within  her  breste 
The  painei  of  my  dispaires. 

or  Corin  that  is  car^leve, 
That  she  may  offave  her  fee: 

As  I  have  done  m  groat  distrene. 
That  hwed  her  faithfuDye. 

%'OU  II. 


But  since  that  I  shal  die  her  slane; 

Her  slaue,  and  eke  her  thrall: 
Write  you,  my  frendes,  upon  my  graue 

This  chaunce  that  is  befall. 

"  Here  lieth  unhappy  Harpalus 

By  cruell  loue  now  slaine : 
Whom  Phylida  vnjustly  thus, 

Hath  murdred  with  disdatne." 


FPON^  SYR  JAMES  WYLP0RDE8  DEATlS. 

Lo  here  the  ende  of  man!  the  cruell  sisters  three 
The  web  of  Wylfordes  lyfe  uneth  had  half  ysponne. 
When  rasbe  upon  misdede  they  all  accorded  be 
To  breake  vertues  course  ere  half  the  race  were 
ronne;  [game^ 

And  trip  him  on  his  way  that  els  had  wonne  the 
And  holden  highest  place  within  the  house  of  fainek 

But  yet  though  he  be  gone,  though  sence  with 
him  be  past  [nowne. 

Which  trode  the  euen  steppes  that  leaden  to  re- 
We  that  remaine  aliue  ne  suffer  shall  to  waste 
The  fame  of  his  desertes,  so  shall  he  lose  but  sowne; 
The  thing  shall  aye  remaine,  aye  kept  as  fresh  in 
store  [before. 

As  if  his  eares  should  ring  of  that  he  wrought 

Waile  not  therfore  his  want,  sith  he  so  left  the 

stage  [hands. 

Of  care  and  wretched  Ijrfe,  with  ioy  and  clap  of 

Who  plaieth  Icmger  partes,  may  wel  haue  greater 

age,  [sandes. 

But  few  so  well  may  passe  the  gulfe  of  fortunes 

So  triedly  did  he  trede,  ay  prest  at  vertoes  beck. 

That  fortune  found  no  place  to  geue  him  once  a 

check. 

The  fotes  bane  rid  him  hence,  who  shal  not 
after  go  ?  [his  fiune. 

Though  earthed  be  his  corps,  yet  florish  shall 
A  gladsome  thing  it  is,  that  ere  he  stept  us  fro. 
Such  mirrours  he  us  left  our  lyfe  theifoy  to  frame. 
Wherefore    his  praise  shall  last  aye  freshe  in 
Britons  sight,  [his  light. 

Till  sun  shall  cease  to  shine  and  lend  the  earth 


OF  THE  WRETCHEDNES  IN  THIS 
WORLD. 

Who  list  to  live  vpright,  and  hold  himself  content. 
Shall  se  such  wonders  in  this  world,  as  neuer  erst 
was  sent,  [sower. 

Such  groping  for  the  swete,  such  tasthig  of  the 
Such  waiuieri  ng  here  for  worldly  welth  that  loste  is 

in  one  houre. 
And  as  the  good  or  hadde  get  up  in  hie  degree. 
So  wades  the  world  in  right  or  wrong,  it  may  none 
other  be;  [them  obey. 

And  loke  what  lawes  they  make,  eche.man  must 
And  yoke  himself  with  pacient  heart,   to  driue 

and  draw  that  way. 
Yet  such  as  long  ago,  great  rulers  wer  assinde. 
Both  lines  and  lawes  are  now  forgot,  and  worn* 

clene  out  of  mhsde. 
So  that  by  this  1  se  no  state  on  earth  may  last. 
But  as  their  tymes  appointed  be,  to  rise  and  fall 
•sfiut. 

OD 
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The  goodes  that  gotten  be  by  good  and  iast  desart  j 
Yet  vsc  theoi  so  that  neady  handes  may  helpc  to 

spend  the  part:  [store, 

Por  looke  what  heape  thou  hordest  of  rusty  gold  in 
Thine  enemies  shall  waste  the  sajue,  that  ncuer 

swat  therfore. 


THE  REPENTANT  SINNER  IN  DURANCE 
AND  ADUERSJTJE. 

Unto  the  liuing  Lord  for  pardon  do  I  pray, 
From  whom  I  graunt,  euen  from  the  shell,  I  have 
run  still  astray;  [dare) 

And  other  liues  then*  none  (my  death  shall  well  de- 
On  whom  1  ought  to  grate  for  grace,  as  faulty 

fulk(-s  da  fare: 
But  thee,  O  Lord,  alone,  I  haue  offended  so. 
That  this  small  scourge  is  much  to  scant  for  mine 
offence  I  know.  [best, 

1  ranne  without  nturne  the  way  the  world  lykte 
And  what  I  ought  most  to  regard,  that  I  respected 

lest. 
The  throng  wherein  I  thrust,  hath  throwen  me  in 
such  case,  [grace. 

That  Lord  my  soule  is  sore  beset  without  thy  greater 
My  giltes  are  growne  soe  great,  my  power  doth 
so  appaire,  [much  dispaire. 

That  with  great  force  they  argue  oft,,  and  mercy 
But  then  with  faith  I  flee  to  thy  prepared  store, 
"Where  there  lyeth  heipe  for  encry  hurt,  and  salve 

for  tfuery  sore. 
My  lost  time  to  lament,  my  vaine  wais  to  bewaile, 
Vo  day,  no  ni?bt,  do  place,  no  hower,  no  moment 

i  shall  faile. 
My  soule  shall  ueuer  cease,  with  an  assured  faith, 
To  knitoke,  to  craue,  to  call,  to  crye,  to  thee  for 
hflpe,  which  sayth,  '  [it  isj 

Knocke  and  it  shal  be  heard,  but  aske,  and  giuen 
And  all  that  lyke  to  kepe  this  course,  of  mercy 

shall  not  misse: 

For  when  I  call  to  miude  how  the  one  wandring 

«h«  pe  [flock  did  kepe : 

Did  bring  more  joy  with  his  retume,  than  all  the 

It  yeldes  full  hope  and  trust,  my  strayed   and 

wandring  ghost  [were  ncutr  lost 

Shal  be  receiued  and  held  more  dere,  then  those 

O  Lord  my  hope  behold,  and  for  ray  heIpe  make 

haste  [past, 

To  pardon  the  forepassed  race  that  carelesse  I  haue 

And  but  thp  day  draw  neare  that  death  must  pay 

thedet 

For  loue  of  life  which  thou  hast  lent  and  time  of 

paiment  set,  [is  at  hande, 

Fromthissharpeshowremeshielde.whichthreatned 

Whei  by  thou  shalt  great  power  declare,  and  I  the 

storm e  withstand. 
Not  my  will  Lord  but  thine,  fulfilde  be  in  eche  case. 
To  whose  gret  will  and  mighty  power  all  powe« 

shall  once  geue  place. 
My  faith,  my  hope,  my  trust,  my  God,  and  eke 
my  guyde  [the  body  bide: 

Stretch  torth  thy  hande  to  saue  the  soule,  what  so 
Refuse  not  to  receiae  that  thou  so  deare  hast 
bought,  [sought 

For  but  by  thee  alone  1  know  all  safetie  in  vain  is 
I  know  and  knowledge  eke,  albeit  very  late. 
That  thou  it  is  I  ought  to  loue  and  dreade  in  eche 
estate. 


And  with  repentant  hart,  to  laode  thee,  Lorde  oa 

bye 
That  hast  so  gently  set  me  straight,  .that  eist 

walkte  so  awry. 
Now  graunt  me  grace  my  God,  to  stande  thine 

strong  in  sprete. 
And  let  the  world  then  worke  such  waies,  as  to 

the  world  semes  mete. 


THE  LOUER  HERE  TELLETH  OF  HIS 
DIUERS  JOIES,  AND  ADVERSITIES  IS 
LOUE,  AND  LASTLY  OF  HIS  UDIES 
DEATH. 

Syth  singing  gladdeth  oft  the  harts. 
Of  them  that  fele  the  panges  of  loue ; 
And  for  the  while  doth  ease  their  smarts, 
My  self  I  shall  the  same  way  proue. 

And  though  that  loue  hath  smit  the  stroke 
Wherby  is  lost  my  libeitye 
Which  by  noe  meaoes  I  may  reuoke. 
Yet  shall  I  sing,  how  pleasantly: 

Nye  twenty  years  of  youth  I  past. 
Which  ai  in  I'ibertie  1  spent; 
And  so  from  first  vntu  the  last. 
Ere  aught  I  knew  what  louing  ment 

And  after  shall  I  sing  the  wo. 
The  paine,  the  grief,  the  deadly  smart; 
When  loue  this  life  did  oaertbrowe. 
That  hiden  lyes  within  my  bait. 

And  then,  the  joyes  that  I  did  feele. 
When  fortune  lifted  after  this; 
And  set  me  bye  vpon  her  whele. 
And  cbangde  my  wo  to  pleasant  blisse. 

And  so  the  sodein  fall  againe. 
From  al  the  joyes  that  I  was  in ; 
All  you  that  list  to  hear  of  paine, 
Geue  care,  for  now  I  doe  beginne. 

Loe  first  of  all  when  loue  began 
With  bote  desires  my  heart  to  bume. 
Me  thought,  his  might  auailde  not  than. 
From  libertie  my  h6art  to  turne. 

For  I  was  free,  and  did  not  know 
How  much  his  might  mans  heart  may  greue^ 
I  had  profest  to  be  his  ib, 
His  law  I  thought  not  to  bcleue. 

I  went  vntyed  in  lusty  leas ; 
I  had  my  wish  alwaies  at  will; 
Ther  was  no  wo,  might  me  displease, 
Of  pleasant  ioyes  I  had  my  fill. 

No  painful  thought  did  pass  my  hart, 
I  spilt  no  teare  to  wet  my  brest; 
1  knew  no  sorow,  sigh,  nor  smart. 
My  greatest  grief  was  quiet  rest 

I  brake  no  slepe,  1  tossed  not. 
Nor  did  delite  to  sit  alone; 
1  felt  no  change  of  colde  and  bote. 
Nor  nought  a  nightes  could  make  me  mont. 
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For  a1  WW  joy  that  I  did  fele. 
And  of  rovde  wandrioic  1  wiM  free; 
\  imd  00  clogKe  tyde  at  my  hele. 
Thus  vtt  my  life  at  libertie. 

Thftt  yet  roe  thinkf  it  is  a  blisse. 
To  thmk  vpon  that  pleasure  past; 
B«t  forth  withal  I  I  finde  the  misse, 
For  r:  ac  it  might  no  lenger  last. 

Tha$e  daycs  I  spent  at  my  desire, 
Without  wo  or  arluersitie; 
Till  that  my  hart  was  set  a  fire. 
With  loue,  with  wrath,  and  ielousie. 

For  on  a  day  (alas  the  while) 
Lo,  heare  my  harme  how  it  began; 
The  hhaded  Loid,  the  God  of  guile 
Had  liit  to  eod  my  firedome  than. 

And  thronch  mine  eye  into  my  hail^ 
All  lodeiuly  I  felt  it  «rlide; 
He  shot  his  sharped  fiery  dart. 
So  bard,  that  yet  vnder  my  side 

The  head  (alas)  doth  still  remaine; 
And  yet  since  could  I  nener  know 
Tbe  way  to  wring  it  out  a^^aine; 
Yet  was  it  nie  thre  yere  ago. 

This  sodein  stroke  made  me  agast. 
And  it  he«an  to  vexe  me  >ore  ; 
But  ya  I  thought  it  would  haue  past, 
Ai  other  such  bad  done  before.     ^ 

But  it  did  nut,  that  (wo  is  me) 
So  depe  imprinted  in  my  thought 
Tbe  stroke  abode,  that  yet  I  sqe 
Methinkes  my  barme  how  it  was  wrought. 

Kinde  tansht  me  straight  that  this  was  loue 
And  1  perceiued  it  perfectly, 
Yet  thought  I  tbua;  nought  shall  me  moue 
I  wil  not  thrall  my  libertie. 

And  diuem  wayea  I  did  assay, 
By  flight,  by  force,  by  frend.  by  fo 
This  fierie  tbooght  to  put  away; 
( vas  so  loth  for  to  forgo 

My  libertie,  that  me  was  leuer 
Then  bondage  was;  where  I  hard  say, 
^ho  once  was  bound,  was  sure  neuer 
Without  great  paine  to  scape  away. 

But  what  for  that,  there  is  noe  choice 
For  my  mishap  was  shapen  so; 
That  those  my  dayes  that  did  rejoyce, 
Qiouid  tume  my  bliss  to  bitter  wo. 

Por  with  that  stroke  my  blisse  toke  ende, 
Mtede  wberof  forthwith  I  caught 
iotte  burning  aighes,  that  %\ni  bane  bread 
Ay  wretched  hart  almost  to  nought. 

And  sin  that  day,  O  Lord,  my  life, 
"he  misery  that  it  bath  fait, 
"bat  noaght  hath  bad,  but  wo  and  strife 
iOd  hotte  desires  my  hart  to  melt. 

O  Loid,  how  sodein  was  the  change, 
rom  such  a  pleasant  liberty; 
he  very  thraldome  semed  strange, 
ot  yet  there  was  no  remedy. 


But  must  yeld  and  geve  up  all. 
And  make  my  guide  my  chefest  fo; 
And  in  this  wise  became  I  thrall, 
Lo  love  and  happe  would  haue  it  so. 

I  sufired  wrong  and  held  my  peace* 
I  gaue  my  tearea  good  leaue  to  ronue 
And  neuer  would  seke  for  redresse. 
But  hopte  to  liue  as  1  begun ne. 

For  what  it  was  that  might  me  ease, 
He  lined  not  that  might  it  knowe; 
Thus  drank  1  all  myne  own  disease. 
And  all  along  bewaylde  my  wo. 

There  was  no  sight  that  might  m6  please, 
1  6ed  from  them  that  did  reioyce* 
And  ufk  alone,  my  hail  to  ease, 
I  would  bewaile  with  woful  voyce 

My  life,  my  state,  my  misery; 
And  curse  my  selfe  and  all  my  dales: 
Thus  wrought  1  with  my  &ntasie. 
And  )f ought  my  help  none  other  waies. 

Saue  sometime  to  my  self  alone. 
When  farre  of  was  my  helpe,  Gud  wot, 
Luwde  would  I  crte.  My  life  is  gone. 
My  derc,  if  that  ye  helpe  me  not. 

Then  wisht  I  streight  that  death  might  end 
These  bitter  panges,  and  al  this  grief; 
For  nought,  me  thought,  might  it  amend 
Thus  in  dispaire  to  haue  reliefe. 

I  lingred  forth,  till  I  was  brought 
With  pining  in  so  piteous  case. 
That  al,  that  saw  me,  sayd,  me  thought, 
Lo  death  is  painted  in  hys  face. 

I  went  no  where,  but  by  the  way 
I  saw  some  sight  before  mine  eyes 
Tluit  made  me  sigh,  and  ofttimes  say. 
My  life,  alas,  I  thee  despise. 

Thys  lasted  well  a  yere,  and  more. 
Which  no  wight  knew,  but  onely  I; 
Soe  that  my  life  was  nere  forlore. 
And  I  dispaired  vtterly. 

Till, on  a  day,  as  fortune  would, 
(For  that,  that  shall  be  nedes  must  fiU) 
1  set  me  down,  as  though  I  should 
Haue  ended  them  my  life  and  al. 

And  as  I  sat  to  write  my  plaint* 
Meaning  to  shew  my  great  vnrest. 
With  quaking  hand,  and  hart  ful  foint 
Amid  my  playntes  among  tbe  rest* 

1  wrote  with  ynk,  and  bitter  teares, 
I  am  not  mine,  I  am  not  mine; 
Behold  my  life,  away  that  weares* 
And  if  I  dye  the  tosse  is  thine. 

Herewith  a  little  hope  I  caught 
That  for  a  while  my  life  did  stay ; 
But  in  effect,  all  was  for  nought; 
Thus  liued  I  still,  til  on  a  day 

As  I  sat  staring  on  those  eyes. 
Those  shining  eyes,  that  first  me  bound. 
My  inward  thought  tho  cryed,  Arysf, 
Lo>  mercy,  where  it  may  be  found. 
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And  therewith  all  I  drew  me  nere, 
With  feble  hart,  and  at  a  bniide 
(But  it  was  soitely  in  her  eare) 
Mercy,  madame,  was  all  I  saide. 

But  woe  was  me,  when  it  was  told, 
For  therwithall  fainted  my  breath, 
And  I  sate  still  for  to  beholde 
Add  hear  the  iugment  of  my  death. 

Bat  lone  nor  hap  would  not  consent 
To  end  me  then,  but  well  away 
There  gaue  me  blisse,  that  1  repent 
To  thinke  I  Hue  to  see  this  day. 

For  after  this  I  plained  still. 
So  long,  and  in  so  piteous  wise. 
That  I  my  wish  had  at  my  will 
Graunted,  as  1  would  it  deuise. 

But  Lord  whoeuer  hard  or  knew 
Of  half  the  joy  that  I  felt  than? 
Or  who  can  think  it  may  be  true 
That  so  much  blisse  had  euer  man? 

Lo,  fortune  thus  set  me  aloft; 
And  more  my  sorowes  to  releue. 
Of  pleasant  ioyes  I  tasted  oft 
As  much  as  loue  or  happe  might  gene. 

The  sorowes  old,  I  felt  before 
About  my  hart,  were  driucn  thence; 
And  for  eche  grief,  I  left  afore, 
I  bad  a  blisse  in  recompence. 

Then  thought  I  all  the  time  wel  spent 
That  I  in  plaint  had  spent  so  long; 
So  was  I  with  my  life  content 
That  to  my  selfe  I  sayd  among; 

Sins  thou  art  ridde  of  all  thine  ill, 
To  shew  thy  ioyes  set  forth  thy  voice, 
'  And  sins  thou  hast  thy  wish  at  will 
My  happy  hart,  reioyce,  reioyce. 

Thus  felt  1  ioyes  a  great  deale  mo 
Then  by  my  song  may  well  be  tolde: 
And  thinking  on  my  passed  wo 
My  blisse  did  double  manifolde. 

And  thus  I  thought  with  mannes  blood 
Such  blisse  might  not  be  bought  to  deare; 
lu  such  estate  my  ioyes  then  stoode 
That  of  a  change  I  had  no  feare. 

But  why  sing  I  so  long  of  blisse? 
It  lasteth  not,  that  will  away; 
Let  me  therfore  bewayle  the  misse. 
And  sing  the  cauae  of  my  decay. 

Yet  all  this  while  there  lioed  none 
That  led  his  life  more  pleasantly. 
Nor  vnder  hap  there  was  not  one, 
Methougbt,  so  well  at  ease,  as  L 

But  O  blinde  ioy,  who  may  thee  trust? 
For  noe  estate  thou  canst  assure: 
Thy  faithful  vowes  prove  al  uniust. 
Thy  frir  behestes  be  full  vnsnre. 

Good  proofe  by  me,  that  but  of  late 
Not  fully  twenty  dales  ago, 
Which  thought  my  life  was  in  such  state. 
That  nought  might  worke  my  hart  this  wo. 


Yet  hath  the  enemy  of  mine  ease. 
Cruel  mishappe,  that  wretched  wight. 
Now  when  my  life  did  most  me  please 
Deuised  me  such  cruel  spight. 

That  from  the  hiest  place  of  all 
Ai^  to  the  pleasing  of  my  thought, 
Downe  to  the  deepest  am  I  fell* 
And  to  my  helpe  auaileth  nought. 

Lo,  thus  are  al  my  joyes  quite  gDne, 
And  I  am  brought  from  bappinesae 
Continually  to  waile  and  mone; 
Lo,  such  is  fortunes  stablenesse. 

In  weltk  I  thought  such  soertie 
That  pleasure  should  haue  ended  neuer. 
But  now  alas,  aduersitie 
Doth  make  my  singing  cease  for  euer. 

O!  brittle  ioye!  O!  welth  vnstable! 

0  fraile  pleasure,  O  sliding  blisse 
Who  feles  the  most,  he  shall  not  misse 
At  length  to  be  made  miserable. 

For  all  mnst  end  as  doth  my  blisse. 
There  is  none  other  certeintie. 
And  at  the  end  the  worst  is  hys 
That  most  hath  known  prosperitie. 

For  he  that  never  blisse  assayed 
May  wel  away  with  wretchednesse. 
But  he  shall  finde  that  bath  it  sayd 
A  pain  to  part  with  pleasantnesses 

As  I  do  now;  for  ere  1  knew 
What  pleasure  was,  I  felt  no  grief 
Like  unto  this,  and  it  tis  treu 
That  blisse  bath  brought  me  al  this 

But  yet  I  bane  not  aongen  how 
This  mischief  came,  hot  I  intend 
With  woful  voice  to  sing  it  now. 
And  therewithal  I  make  an  end. 

But  Lord,  now  that  it  is  begon 

1  fele  my  sprites  are  vexed  sore; 
Oh !  gene  me  breth  till  this  be  don, 

•And  after  let  me  line  no  more. 

Alas  the  eumy  of  this  life. 
The  ender  of  al  pleasantnesse, 
Alas  he  bringeth  all  this  strife. 
And  causeth  all  this  wretchednesse. 

For  in  the  middes  of  all  the  wdth 
That  brought  my  l^irt  to  (lappinesse. 
This  wicked  death  he  came  by  stelth 
And  robde  me  of  my  ioyfiiln 


He  came,  when  that  I  little  thought 
Of  ought  that  might  me  vexe  so  sore. 
And  sodeinly  he  brought  to  nought 
My  pleasantnesse  for  euer  more. 

He  slew  my  ioy,  alas  the  wretch! 
He  slew  my  ioy,  ere  I  was  ware; 
And  now  alas,  no  might  may  stretch 
To  set  an  end  to  my  great  cigre. 

For  by  this  cnned  deadly  stroke 
My  blisse  is  lost,  and  I  forlore; 
And  no  help  may  the  Ibsse  reaoke^ 
For  lost  it  is  for  enennore. 
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And  clowd  rp  are  those  faire  eyes 
That  gaue  me  first  the  signe  of  grace, 
Mf  fitire  swete  foes,  mine  enemies 
And  earth  doth  hide  her  pleasant  face. 

The  loke  which  did  my  life  Tpbold, 
And  all  my  sorowes  did  confound, 
With  which  more  blisse  then  may  be  told, 
Alas,  now  lieth  it  vnder  ground. 

Bat  cease,  for  I  will  sing  no  more. 
Since  that  my  harm  hath  no  redresse; 
But  as  a  wretche  for  euermore 
My  life  will  waste  with  wretchednesse. 

And  ending  thys  my  wofoll  song* 
Now  that  it  ended  is  and  past, 
I  woold  my  life  were  but  as  long 
And  that  this  word  might  be  my  last. 

For  lothsome  is  that  life  (men  say) 
That  liketh  not  the  liuers  minde; 
Lo,  thus  I  seke  mine  owne  decay 
And  wiU,  till  that  I  may  it  finde. 


OF  HIS  LOUE  NAMED  WHITE. 

Full  faire  and  white  she  is,  and  White  by  name, 
Whose  white  doth  striue  the  lilies  white  to  staine; 
Who  may  contemne  the  blast  of  black  defame. 
Who  in  darke  night  can  bring  day  bright  againe; 
The  ruddy  roae  impreaseth  with  clere  heew 
in  lips  and  chekes,  right  orient  to  behold. 
That  the  nerer  gaser  may  that  bewty  reew. 
And  fele  disparst  in  limmes  the  chilling  cold. 
For  white,  all  white  his  bloodless  face  will  be. 
The  ashey  pale  so  alter  will  his  cheare. 
But  I  that  do  poesesse  in  full  degree 
The  harty  love  of  this  my  hart  so  deare. 
So  oft  to  me  as  she  presents  her  face 
For  ioy  do  fele  my  hart  spring  from  hys  place. 


OF  THE  LOUEBS  VNSUIET  STATE. 

What  thing  is  that  which  1  both  haoe  and  lacke. 

With  good  will  grannted,  yet  it  is  denied; 

How  may  1  be  received  and  put  a  backe; 

Alwaye  doing,  and  yet  vnoccupied : 

Most  slow  in  that  which  I  haue  nkost  aplied. 

Still  thiu  to  seke,  and  lese  all  that  I  win 

And  that  was  doon  is  newest  to  begin. 

In  riches  flnde  I  wilful  pouertie. 

In  great  pleasuiv,  line  I  in  heauinesse; 

In  much  fredome  1  lacka  my  libertie. 

Thus  am  1  both  in  ioy  and  in  distresses 

And  in  few  wordes,  if  that  1  shall  be  plaine 

lo  paradise  I  suffer  all  this  paine. 


»'HEJ?JB  GOOD  WYLL  IS,  SOME  PEOFE 
WYLL  APPSRE. 

It  is  no  fire  that  genes  no  heate 
Though  it  appere  nener  so  hot; 
And  they  that  mane  and  cannot  sweate 
And  very  leane  and  drici  God  wot. 


A  perfect  leche  applieth  his  wittcs 
To  gather  herbes  of  all  degrees. 
And  feuers  with  there  feruent  fittes 
Be  cured  with  their  cdntraries. 

New  wine  will  search  to  finde  a  vent, 
Although  the  cask  be  sett  so  strong; 
And  wit  wyll  walke  when  wyll  is  bent. 
Although  the  way  be  neuer  so  long. 

The  rabbetes  runue  under  the  rockes, 
The  snailes  doe  clime  the  highest  towers, 
Gunpouder  cleaues  the  sturdy  blockes; 
A  fervent  will  all  things  deuoures. 

When  Wyt  with  Will  and  Diligent 
Applie  themselves,,  and  match  as  mates, 
There  can  no  want  of  resident 
From  force  defend  the  castell  gates. 

Forgetful nesse  makes  little  haste. 
And  slouth  delightes  to  lye  full  soft; 
That  telleth  the  deaf,  his  tale  doth  wast. 
And  is  full  drye  that  cranes  full  oft. 


VERSES  WRITTEN  ON  THE  PICTURE  OF 
SIR  lAMES  WILFORD,  KNT. 

Alas  that  euer  death  such  vertues  should  forlet. 
As  oompast  was  within  his  corps,  whose  picture  is 

here  set ! 
Or  that  it  euer  lay  in  any  fortunes  might. 
Through  depe  disdaine  to  end  his  life,  that  was  so 

worthy  a  wight! 
For  sjrthe  he  first  began  in  armour  to  he  clad, 
A  worthier  champion  than  he  was,  yet  England 

neuer  had. 

And  though  recnre  be  past,  his  life  to  haoe  agafaie. 

Yet  would  I   wish   his  worthines  ii^  writing  to 

remaine,  [excell 

That  men  to  mind  might  call,  how  farre  he  did 

At  all  assales  to  whine  the  fame,  which  were  to 

long  to  tell.  [runne 

And  eke  the  restlesse  race  that  he  full  oft  hath 

In  painful  plightfrom  place  to  place,  where  seruice 

was  to  don.  [trouth. 

Then  should  men  well  perceiue,  my  tale  to  be  of 

And  he  to  be  the  worthiest  wight  that  euer  nature 

wrought. 


THE   LADYE   PRAYETH  THE  RETURNE 
OF  HER  LOUER  ABIDYNG  ON  THE  SEAS, 

Shall  I  thus  euer  long,  and  be  no  whit  the  nere? 
And  shall  I  b%\\\  complaine  to  thee,  the  which  me 

will  not  here? 
Alas,  sale  nay,  saie  nay,  and  be  no  more  so  dome. 
But  open  thou  thy  manly  mouth,  and  saie  that 

thou  wilt  come.  [a  Hues  man  bee. 

That  thou  wilt  come,  thy  word  so  sware,  if  thou 
The  roaring  hugy  waues,  they  threaten  my  pore 

ghost,  [be  lost, 

And  toss  tbee  vp  and  downe  the  seas,  in  danger  to 
Shall  they  not  make  me  feare  tluit  they  haue 

swallowed  thee?  [tome, 

Bnt  as  thou  art  most  sure  aline,  so  wilt  thou  come 

Wherby  1  shall  go.se  thy  shipperide  on  the  strand. 

And  think  and  say,  lo  where  he  comes,  and  sura 

here  wyll  he  land. 
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And  then  I  shall  liil  wp  to  thee  my  little  hand. 
And  thou    nilt  thinke  thine  heart  ia    ease,  in 

heltb  to  see  me  stand. 
And  if  thou  come  indede  (as  Christ  thee  sende  to 

doe)  [brace  thee  to. 

Those  arms  which  misse  thee  yet,  shall  then  em- 
Eehe  vain  to  euery  joint,  the  liuely  blood  shal 

spread,  [full  pale  and  dead. 

Which  now  for  want  of  thy  glad  sight,  doth  shew 
But  if  thou  slip  thy  trouth,  and  do  not  com«  at 
.  all  [I  shall; 

As  minutes  in  the  clock  do  strike,  so  call  for  death 
To  please  both  thy  false  hart,  and  rid  my  lelfe 

from  woy  [so. 

That  rather  had  to  dye  in  trouth  thenliu«  forsaken 


THE  MEANE  ESTATE  IS  BEST. 

The  doutfiill  man  hath  fniers  strange. 
And  constant  hope  is  oft  diseasde; 
Dispaire  cannot  but  brcde  a  ohanj^e. 
Nor  fleting  hartes  cannot  be  pleasde; 
Of  all  these  bad,  the  best  I  think, 
Is  wel  to  hope,  though  fortune  shrink. 

Desired  thinges  are  not  ay  prest. 
Nor  thinges  dentde  left  al  unsought^ 
Nor  new  thinges  to  be  loued  best. 
Nor  all  offers  to  be  set  at  nought; 
Where  faithful  hart  hath  ben  refusdc. 
The  chosers  wit  was  there  ahusde. 

The  wofnil  ship  of  careful  sprite, 
Fl'ting  on  seas  of  wailinge  teares, 
With  sailes  of  wishes  broken  quite. 
Hanging  on  waues  of  doiefull  feares 
By  surge  of  sighes  at  wreck  nere  hand 
Mae  fa.st  on  anker  holde  on  land. 

What  helps  the  dial  to  the  blinde. 
Or  els  the  clocke  without  it  sound; 
Or  who  by  dreames  doth  hope  to  finde 
The  hidden  golde  within  the  grounde, 
Shal  be  as  free  from  cares  and  feares 
As  he  that  holdes  a  woIfe  by  th'eares. 

And  how  muche  mad  is  he  that  thinks 
To  clime  to  heauen  by  the  beamcs  ? 
What  ioy  alas,  hath  be  that  winks 
At  Titan  or  his  golden  streames? 
His  ioyes  not  subiect  to  reasons  lawes, 
That  ioyeth  more  than  he  hath  cause. 

For  as  the  phenix  that  climeth  bye 
The  sunne  lightly  in  ashes  bumeth; 
Againe,  the  fkulcon  so  quick  of  eye, 
Sone  on  the  grounde  the  net  masheth: 
Experience  tberf«>re  the  meane  assurance 
Prefers  before  the  dontfoll  pleasance. 


THE  lOUER  THINKBS  NO  PAINE  W 
GREAT,  fVHERBY  HE  MAY  OBTAINE 
HIS  LADIE, 

SiTH  that  the  way  to  welth  is  wo, 
And  after  paine  is  pleasure  presto 
Why  should  I  than  despaire  so, 
Ay  bewailing  mine  Toiesty 


Or  let  to  lead  my  life  in  paine. 
So  worthy  a  lady  to  obtaine? 

The  68herman  doth  count  no  care 
To  cast  his  nets  to  wracke  or  wast. 
And  in  reward  of  eche  mans  share, 
A  gogen  gift  is  much  imbrast : 
Should  I  then  grudge  in  griefe  or  gait. 
That  loke  at  length  to  whelme  a  wball  ? 

Tbe  pore  man  ploweth  his  ground  for  gnfine^ 
And  soweth  his  seede  increase  to  crane. 
And  for  thexpenoe  of  all  his  paine. 
Oft  holdes  .it  hap  his  sede  to  saue: 
Thest?  pacient  paines  my  part  doth  show 
To  long  for  loue  ere  that  I  know 

And  take  no  scorne  to  8ca|>e  from  skill. 
To  spend  my  sprites  to  spare  my  »peche. 
To  win  for  welth  tbe  want  of  wiJP, 
And  thus  far  rest  to  rage  I  reche. 
Running  my  race  as  rect  vpright. 
Till  teares  of  truth  appease  my  plight. 

And  plant  my  plamt  within  her  bresl. 
Who  d^mtlesse  may  restore  agaiue 
My  harmes  to  heltb,  my  ruth  to  rest. 
That  lased  is  within  her  chaine; 
For  earst.ne  are  the  griefes  so  great 
As  is  the  ioy  when  loue  is  met 

For  who  couets  so  high  to  clime 
As  doth  the  bird  that  pitfoll  toke? 
Or  who  deligbtes  so  swift  to  swim. 
As  doth  the  fishe  that  scapes  the  hoke? 
If  these  had  nener  entred  wo. 
How  mottgbtthey  have  reioised  so? 

But  yet,  alas,  ye  loners  all 
That  here  my  joyrlesse  thus  rejoyce. 
Judge  not  amiss  what  so  befall; 
In  me  there  lieth  no  power  of  ch03rse: 
It  is  but  hope  that  diith  me  moue. 
Who  standerd  bearer  is  to  loue. 

On  whose  cnsigne,  when  I  beboldy 
I  see  the  shadow  of  her  shape. 
Within  my  faith  so  fast  I  fold. 
Through  drede  I  die,  through  hope  I  scape: 
Thuse  ea^e  and  wo  fbll  oft  I  6nde, 
What  will  yon  more?  she  know«tb  my  mind«. 


OF  A  NEW  MARIEV  STUDIENT  THAT 
PLAIED  FAST  OR  LOSE. 

A  STUDiBNTat  bis  boke  so  pUst, 
That  welth  he  might  have  wonne; 
From  boke  to  wife  did  flete  in  hast. 
From  welth  to  wo  to  runne. 
Now  who  hath  plaied  a  feater  cast 
Since  iugliiig  6rst  begonne? 
In  knitting  of  bimselfe  so  fast, 
Himselfe  he  hath  vndoone. 


THE  MEANE  ESTATE  IS  TO  BE  AC- 
COMPTED  THE  BEST. 
(From  Horace.) 
Who  craftly  castes  to  stere  his  boate. 
And  safely  skonrs  tbe  flattring  flood, 
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He  cntteth  not  the  greatest  wanes; 

For  why,  that  way  were  oothiDg  good : 
Ne  fleteth  on  the  croked  sho  e, 

Lest  harme  him  happe  a  way  ting  lest, 
But  windes  away  betweoe  tbem  both, 

As  who  woulde  say,  the  meane  is  best? 
Who,waiteth  on  the  golden  meane. 

He  pat  in  point  of  sickernes. 
Hides  not  his  head  in  sluttish  coates, 

Ne  shroudes  himseile  in  filthioes, 
Ne  sittes  aloft  in  high  estate. 

Where  hatefull  hartes  enuie  hys  Chtince, 
But  wisely  walkes  betwixt  them  twaine 

Ne  proudly  doth  himselfe  auance. 
The  highest  tree  in  all  t be  wood. 

Is  rifest  rent  with  blustering  windes; 
The  higher  hall  the  greater  full. 

Such  chance  haue  proude  and  lofty  mindes. 
When  Jupiter  from  bye  doth  threat 

With  mortal!  mnce  and  dint  of  thunder. 
The  hiest  hilles  bene  battred  eft, 

AVhen  they  stand  still  that  stoden  vnder. 
The  man  whose  bed  with  wit  is  fraught 

In  wolth  will  feare  a  worser  tide ; 
When  fortune  ikiles  dispaireth  naught, 

But  constantly  doth  stil  abide. 
For  he  that  sendeth  grisely  stormes. 

With  whisking  windes  and  bitter  blastes. 
And  fowlth  with  haile  the  winters  face, 

And  frotes  the  sotle  with  hory  frostes; 
Euen  he  adawth  the  force  of  cold, 

The  springe  in  sendes  with  somer  bote : 
The  same  full  oft  to  stormy  hartes 

Is  cause  of  hale,  of  ioy  the  roote. 
Not  alwaics  ill  though  so  be  now. 

When  cloudes  ben  driuen,  then  rides  the  rack^; 
Phebus  the  freshe  ne  shooteth  still, 

Somtime  he  harpes  his  moso  to  wake.' 
Stand  stif  therefore,  pluck  vp  thy  hart; 

Lose  not  thy  port  though  fortune  failc; 
Ao^aine  whan  winde  doth  serve  at  will. 

Take  hede  too  hie  to  hoyse  thy  saile. 


407 


THE  WUEB  REFUSED,  LAMENTETB  HIS 
ESTATE, 

I  tnrr  my  loue  to  losse,  and  gaged  my  life  in 

▼aine,  [c^ine: 

If  bat«  for  loue  and  death  for  life  of  louers  i>e  the 

A  cnne  I  may  by  course  the  place  eke  tyme 

and  howre,  [creatnre. 

That  nature  fyrst  in  me  dyd  fourme  to  be  a  lives 

Sith  that  I  must  absent  my  self  so  secretly. 
In  place  desert,  where  never  man  my  secretes  shall 
discry:  [brute. 

In  doling  of  my  dayes  among  the  beastes  so 
Who  with  their  tonges  may  not  bewray  the  secrets 
of  my  sute.  [mynde. 

Nor  1  in  like  to  them  may  once  to  moue  my 
But  gase  on  them,  and  they  on  me,  as  beasts  are 
vontof  kinde. 
Thus  ranging  as  refusde,  to  reache  some  place  of 
rest. 
And  Tuire  of  heare,  my  nayles  nnnocht,  as  to  such 
leemetbbest, 
That  wander  by  their  wittes,  deformed  so  to  be, 
That  men  may  say,  such  one  may  curae  the  time 
he  fynt  gan  see 


The  beauty  of  her  face,  her  shape  in  such  de- 
gree, [mended  to  be. 
As  God  himselfe  may   not  fliscerne  one   place 
Nor  place  it  in  like  place,  my  fansy  for  to  please, 
Who  would  become  a  beardsmans  byre,  one  howre 
to  haue  of  ease  j  [ues. 
Whereby  I  might  restore  to  me  some  ste^dfast- 
That  have  mothonghtes  heapt  in  my  bed,  then  life 
may  long  disges :                                 [colde. 
As  oft  to  thro  we  me  downe  vpon  the  earth  so 
Wheras  with   teares  most  rufuUy,    my  sorowes 
do  vufold: 
And  in  beholding  them  I  chiefly  call  to  minde. 
What  woman  could  finde  in  her  bart,  such  bond- 
age  for  to  binde.                                    [care. 
Then  rashly  forth  I  yede,  to  oast  me  from  that 
Lyke  as  the  birde  for  foode  doth  dye,  and  lighteth 
in  the  snare.                                     [be  roon. 
From  whence  I  may  not  meue,  untill  my  race 
So  trained  is  my  truth  through  her  that  thinkes 
my  life  wel  woon. 
Thus  tosse  1  too  and  fro,  in  hope  to  haue  reliefe. 
But  in  the  fine  1  finde  not  so,  it  doubleth  but  my 
greife; 
Wherefore  I  will  my  want  a  warning  for  to  be 
Vnto  all  men,  wishing  that  they  a  myriour  make 
of  me. 


THE  FEUCITIE  OF  A  MINDE  IMBRAC- 
ING VERIVE,  THAT  BEHOLDETH 
THE  WRETCHED  DESIRES  OF  THE 
WORLDS. 

When  dredful  swelling  seas,  through  boysterous 

windy  blastes. 
So  tosse  the  ships,  that  all  for  nought  serves  ancor, 
saiie,  and  mastes:  [rest. 

Who  takes  not  pleasure  then  safoly  on  shore' to 
And  see  oith  drede  and  depe  dispayre,  how  ship- 
men  are  distrest?  [smart. 
Not  that  we  pleasure  take,  when  others  felen 
Our  gladnes  groweth  to  see  their  harmcs,  and  yet 
to  feele  no  part. 
Delight  we  take  also,  well  ranged  in  aray 
When  armies  meete,  to  see  the  fight,  yet  free  be 
from  the  fray.  [this* 
But  yet  among  the  rest,  no  ioy  may  match  with 
T*aspyre  unto  the  temple  bye  where  wisdome 
throned  is. 
Defended  with  the  sawes  of  hory  heads  expert. 
Which  clere  it  keep  from  errours  mist,  that  might 
the  truth  peruert.                     [under  foote. 
From  whence  thou  maist  loke  dowtie,  and  see  as 
Mans  wandring  will  and  doutful  life  from  whence 
they  take  their  roote.                          [ryse. 
How  some  by  wit  contend,  by  prowes  some  to 
Riches  and  rule  to  gaine  and  holde,  is  all  that 
men  deuise. 
O  miserable  myndes,  O  hartes  in  folly  drent. 
Why  see  you  not  whftt  blindnesse  in  this  wretched 

life  is  spent? 
'  Body  deuoyde  of  griefe,  minde  free  from  caro 

and  drede, 

Is  all  and  some  that  nature  cranes,  wherewith  our 

lyfe  to  fecde: 

So  that  for  natures  turne  fewe  thinges  may  well 

suffice,  [surprice. 

Dolour  and  grief  clene  to  ezpell,  and  some  delight 
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Yea  and  it  fiftUeth  oft,  that  nature  more  content 
Is  with  the  lesse,  then  when  the  more  to  cause  de- 
light is  spent. 


ALL  WORLDLY  PLEASURES  FADE. 
(From  Horace.) 

Tflfi  winter  with  bis  griesly  stormes  ne  lenger 

dare  abide,  [bath  newly  dide. 

The  pleasant  grasse  with  lusty  grene,  the  earth 

The  trees  have  leues,  the  bowes  don  spred,  new 

changed  is  the  yere; 
The  water  brokes  are  clean  sonk  down,  the  plea- 
sant banks  apere; 
The  spring  is  come,  the  goodly  nimphes  now 

daunce  in  euery  place. 
Thus   hath  the  yere   most   pleasantly  of  late 

ychaungde  his  face. 
Hope  fof  no  immortalitie,  for  welth  will  weare 
away,  [euery  day. 

As  we  may  learn  by  euery  yere,  yea  bowers  of 
For  Zephirus  doth  mollify  the  cold  and  blustering 
windes,  [of  our  mindes. 

The  somers  drought  doth  take  away  the  spring  out 
And  yet  the  somer  cannot  last,  but  once  must  step 

aside, 
Then  autnmn  thinkes  to  kepe  his  place,  but  au- 
tumn cannot  bide; 
For  when  he  bath  brought  furth  his  fhiits,  and 

stuft  the  bamet  with  com. 
Then  winter  eates  and  empties  ^11,  and  thus  in 

autumn  worn. 
Then  bory  frostes  possesse  the  place,  then  tem- 

pestes  work  much  harm. 
Then  rage  of  stormes  done  make  al  cold,  which 

somer  had  made  so  warm. 

Wherfore  let  no  man  put  his  trust  in  that,  that 

will  decay,  [wearfe  away. 

For  slipper  wealth  will  not  continue,  pleasure  will 

For  when  that  we  haue  lost  our  lyfe,  and  lye  under 

a  stone,  [pleasure  gone. 

What  are  we  then;  we  are  but  earth,  then  is  our 

No  man  can  tell  what  God  almigbt  of  every  wight 

doth  cast,  [shall  last 

No  man  can  say,  to  day  I  live,  till  mome  my  life 

For  when  thou  shalt  before  thy  judge  stand  to  re- 

ceiue  thy  dome,  [of  thee  becomCi 

What  sentance  Minos  doth  pronounce  that  must 

Then  shall  not  noble  stockeandbloud  redeme  thee 

from  his  handes,  [from  his  bandes: 

Nor  sugred  talke  with  eloquence  shall  loose  thee 

Nor  yet  thy  life  vprightlye  led  can  helpe  there 

out  of  hell. 
For  who  desendeth  downe  so  depe,  must  there 

abide  and  dwell. 
Diana  could  not  thence  deliuer  chast  Hjrpolitus, 
Nor  Theseus  could  not  call  to  lyfe  his   frend 
Ferithous. 


A  COMPLAINT  OF  THE  LOSSE  OF  UBER- 
TIE  BY  LOUE. 

Iw  eeking  rest,  vnrest  1  finde, 
I  fynde  that  welth  is  cause  of  wo. 
Wo  worth  the  time  that  I  inclinde 
To  fixe  in  minde  her  beauty  so. 


That  day  be  darkned  as  the  night; 
Let  furious  rage  it  cleane  deuonr; 
Ne  sunne  nor  moone  therin  giue  light. 
But  it  consume  with  streame  and  showie. 

Let  no  small  birds  strayne  forth  their  voyce, 
With  pleasant  tunes,  ne  yet  no  beast 
Finde  cause  whereat  he  may  reioyce 
That  day  when  chaunced  mine  vnrest, 

Wherin  alas,  from  me  was  raught 
Myne  owne  free  choyce  and  quiet  minde. 
My  lyfe,  my  death  in  balance  braught, 
And  reason  rasde  through  barke  and  rinde. 

And  I  as  yet  in  flower  of  age. 
Both  wit  and  will  did  still  aduaunce, 
Ay  to  resist  that  burning  rage : 
But  when  I  darte  then  dkl  I  glaunce. 

Nothing  to  me  did  seme  so  bye. 
In  minde  I  could  it  strait  attaine; 
Fansy  perswaded  me  therby. 
Lone  to  esteme  a  thing  most  vaine. 

But  as  the  bird  upon  the  bryer 
Doth  pricke  and  proyne  her  witboat  care^ 
Not  knowing  alas  (poore  foole)  how  nere 
She  is  unto  the  fowlers  snaie: 

So  I  amid  deceitfull  trust 
Did  not  mistrust  such  woful  happe; 
Till  cruel  loue,  ere  that  I  wist. 
Had  caught  me  in  his  carefuU  tiappe. 

Then  did  1  fele  and  partly  know> 
How  little  force  in  me  did  raigne, 
^  So  soon  to  yelde  to  ouerthrowe. 
So  frayle  to  flit  from  ioy  to  paine. 

From  when  in  welth  wUl  did  me  leade, 
Of  libertie  to  hoyae  my  saile. 
To  hale  at  shete,  and  cast  my  leader 
I  thought  free  choyce  would  still  preuaile. 

In  whose  cahne  streames  I  sailde  so  &n«t 
No  raging  storme  had  in  respect, 
Untill  I  raiide  a  goodly  starre, 
Wherto  my  course  I  did  direct. 

In  whose  prospect  in  dooUoll  wise, 
My  tacle  failde,  my  cumpasse  brake 
Through  bote  desires  such  stormes  did  rise. 
That  stera  and  top  went  all  to  wrake. 

Oh  crueU  hap,  oh  £stall  channce, 
O  fortune  why  wert  thou  vukinde. 
Without  regard  thus  in  a  traunce. 
To  reue  from  me  my  ioyful  minde? 

Where  I  was  free  now  must  I  seme. 
Where  I  was  lose  now  am  I  bound; 
In  death  my  life  I  do  preserue. 
As  one  through  girt  with  many  a  wound. 


A  PRAISE  OF  HIS  LADYK 

GxuB  place  you  ladies  and  be  gooe^ 
B6a8t  not  your  selues  at  aJl, 
For  here  at  hande  approcheth  ones 
Whose  isce  will  staine  you  alL 
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The  vertue  of  ber  liiiely  lokeB 
Excels  the  precious  stone, 
I  vishe  to  haue  none  other  bokes 
To  reade  or  loke  vpon. 

In  ecbe  of  her  two  christall  eyes, 
Smileth  a  naked  boye; 
it  would  you  all  in  hart  suffice 
To  see  that  lainpe  of  joye. 

1  think  nature  hath  lost  the  iDoulde, 
Where  she  her  shape  did  take; 
Or  els  I  doubt  if  nature  could 
So  fiiire  a  creature  make. 

She  may  be  well  comparde 
Vnto  the  phenix  kinde, 
Whose  like  was  neuer  sene  nor  hard^ 
That  any  man  can  finde. 

In  life  she  is  Diana  chast 
In  trouth  Penelopey, 
In  word  and  eke  in  dede  stedfast; 
What  will  you  more  we  sey  ? 

If  all  the  world  were  sought  so  fttrre. 
Who  could  finde  suche  a  wight?- 
Her  beuty  twinkleth  like  a  starre 
Within  the  frosty  night. 

Her  rosiall  colour  comes  and  goes 
With  such  a  comly  grace. 
More  ruddier  too,  then  doth  the  rose, 
Within  her  lively  feoe. 

At  Bacchus  feast  none  shall  her  mete, 
Ke  at  no  wanton  play, 
Nor  gasing  in  an  open  strete. 
Nor  gadding  as  astray. 

The  modest  myrth  that  slie  doth  yse. 
Is  mixt  with  shame&stnesse, 
AH  Tyce  she  doth  wholy  refuse. 
And  bateth  ydlenesse. 

O  lord  it  is  a  world  to  see. 
How  vertue  can  repaire, 
And  decke  in  her  such  bonestie, 
Whom  nature  made  so  faire. 

Trudy  she  doth  as  fiirre  excede, 
Our  women  now  adayes. 
As  doth  the  ielifloure,  a  wede. 
And  more  a  thousand  wayes. 

How  might  I  do  to  get  a  grafie 
Of  this  rnspotted  tree  ? 
For  all  the  rest  are  plaine  but  chaffe 
Which  seme  good  come  to  bee. 

This  gyft  alone  I  shall  her  geue, 
When  death  doth  what  he  can. 
Her  honest  fame  shall  ever  liue 
Within  the  mouth  of  man. 


THB  PORE   ESTATE    TO  BE    HOLDEN 
FOR  BEST. 

ExpiRiENCB  now  doth  shew  what  Ood  rs  taught 

before. 
Desired  pompe  is  Tsiiie,  and  leldome  4otli  it  last: 


Who  climbes  to  migne  with  kinges,  may  rue  hi« 

fate  full  sore; 
Alass  the  woi\ill  end  that  conies  with  care  full  fiast; 
Reiect  him  doth  renoune,  his  pempe  fiill  low  is 

cast, 
Deceiued  is  the  byrd  by  swetenesse  of  the  call, 
Expell  that  pleasant  taste,  wherin  is  bitter  gall. 

Such  as  with  oten  cakes  in  poor  estate  abides^ 
Of  care  haue  they  no  cure,  the  crab  with  myrth 

they  rost; 
More  ease  fele  they  then  those,  that  from  their 

height  down  slides, 
Excesse  doth  brede  their  wo,  they  saile  in  Scilias 

cost, 
Remayning  in  the  stormes  tyll  shyp  and  all  be  lost. 
Seme  God  therefore  thou  pore,  for  lo,  thou  Uuest 

in  rest, 
Eschue  the  golden  hall,  thy  thatched  house  is  best 


THE  COMPLAINT.,  OF  TBESTIU8  AMID 
THE  DESERT  WOOD. 

Tbestilis  a  sely  man,  when  loue  did  him  forsake. 
In  mourning  wise,  amid  the  wods  thus  gan  ha 

plaint  to  make: 
Ah  woftil  man  (quod  he)  fallen  is  thy  lot  to  mone. 
And  pine  away  with  careful  thoughtes,  vnto  thy 

loue  vnknowen* 
Thy  lady  thee  forsakes  whom  thou  didst  honor  so. 
That  ay  to  her  thou  wert  a  freod,  and  to  thy  tdf 
a  fo.  [choyae. 

Ye  louers  that  have  lost  your  heartes  desired 
Lament  .with  me  my  croei  happe,  and  help  my 

trembling  voice. 
Was  neuer  man  that  stoode  so  great  in  fortune's 
grace,  [place; 

Nor  with  his  swete,  alas,  to  deare,  possest  so  high  a 
As  1  whose  sample  hart  aye  thought  hunaelf  full 
sure.  [endure. 

But  now  1  see  bye  springing  tides  they  luay  not  ay' 
She  kaowea  my  giltlesse  heart,  and  yet  she  lets  it 

pine. 
Of  her  vntnie  professed  loue,  so  feble  is  the  twioeSi 
What  woonder  is  it  thauy  if  I  berent  my  beares. 
And  cnuing  death  continually  do  bathe  myself  in 
tears?  [bandea» 

When  Cresus  king  of  Lide  was  cast  jn  cruel 
bandes,  [bandes. 

And  yelded  goodes  and  life  also  into  his  enmies 
What  tongue  could  tell  his  wo?  yet  was  his  grief 

much  lease 
Then  mine,  for  I  have  lost  my  loue,  which  might 

my  wo  redresse. 

Ye  woodes  that  shroude  my  lims,  giue  now  your 

hollow  sound,  [me  confound. 

That  ye  may  help  me  to  bewaile  the  cares  that 

Ye  riners  rest  a  while  and  stay  the  streames  that 

runne,  [the  sunne, 

Rew,  Thestilis,  most  woful  man,  that  lives  under 

Transport  my  sighs,  ye  wyndes,  unto  my  pleasant 

foe,  [cmell  woe. 

My  trickling  tears  shal  witnesse  beare  of  this  my 

O  happy  man  wer  I,  if  at  the  goddes  agreed. 

That  now  the  sisters  three  should  cut  in  twaine 

my  &taU  threde.  [joy. 

Till  life  withe  loue  shall  ende,  I  here  resigne  al 

Thy  pleasant  swete  I  now  lament,  whose  lacke 

bredes  miae  annoy; 
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Farewell,  my  deare  tberfore,  forewell  to  me  wel 

knowne. 
If  that  I  die  it  shal  be  said  that  thou  hast  slaine 

thioe  owne. 


^N  ANSfTEkE  OF  COMFORT. 

Thestilis,  thousely  man,  why  dost  thou  so  com- 

plajme? 

If  oedes  thy  loiie  will  thee  foreake,  thy  mourning 

is  in  vayne.  [course  to  runne. 

For  none  can  force  the  streaines  ag:ninst  their 

Nor  yet  unwilling  loue  with  tears  or  wailing  can 

be  wonne.  [sorowes  ease. 

Cease  thou  therefore  thy  plaintes,  let  hope  thy 

The  shipmen  though  their  sails  be  rent,  yet  hope 

to  scape  the  seas. 

'  Though  strange  she  seme  a  while,  yet  thinke  she 

will  not  chancre. 

Good  causes  drive  a  ladies  lone,  sometime  to  seme 

full  strange.  [happe, 

No  Joner  that  bath  wit,  but  can  foresee  such 

That  no  wight  can  at  wish  or  will  slepe  in  his 

ladies  lappe. 
Achill«8  for  a  time  faire  Brises  did  forgo. 
Yet  did  they  mete  with  ioy  againe^  then  think 
thou  maist  do  so.  .  [do  finde, 

Though  he,  and  loners  al,  in  loue  sharpe  stormes 
Dispair  not  thou,  pore  Thestilis,  though  thy  loue 

seme  unkind, 
Ah  thick  her  graffed  loue  cannot  so  sone  decay, 
Hie  springes  may  cease  from  swelling  still,  but 
never  drye  away.  [encrease 

Oft  stormes  of  louers  yre,  do  more  their  loue 
As  shyning  sunne  refreshe  the  frutes,  when  raining 
gins  to  cease.  [flowe  again. 

When  springes  are  waxen  lowe,  then  must  they 
So  shall  thy  hart  aduanced  be,  to  pleasure  out  of 
paine.  [peres. 

When  lacke  of  thy  delight  most  bitter  grief  ap- 
Thinke  on    Etrascus  worthy  loue,   that  lasted 
thirty  yeres,  [syred  choyce. 

Which  could  not  long  atcheue,  his   hartes  de- 
Yet  at  the  ende  he  found  rewarde,  tl^t  made  him- 
to  reioyce.  [maine, 

Since  he  so  long  in  hope  with  pacience  did  re- 
Cannot  thy  feruent  loue  forbeare  thy  loue  a  month 
or  twaine  ?  [forgo. 

Admit  she  minde  to  chaunge,  and  nedes  will  thee 
Is  there  no  mo  may  thee  delight,  but  she  that 
paynes  thee  so  ?  [done, 

Thestilis  draw  to  the  towne,  and  loue  as  thou  hast 
In  tyme  thou  knowest  by  faithfull  loue,  as  good  as 
she  is  wonne.  [alone. 

And   leaue  the  desert  woodes  and  wayling  thus 
And  spke  to  salue  thy  sore  elsewhere,  if  all  her 
loue  be  gone. 


TTTE  ZOUER  PRAIETH  PITY,  SHOWING 
THAT  NATURE  HATH  TAUGHT  HIS 
DOG,  AS  IT  WERE,  TO  SUE  FOR  THE 
SAME  BY  KISSING  HIS  LADIES 
HANDES. 

Nature  that  taught  my  sely  dog,  God  wat 
£nen  for  my  sake  to  licke  where  I  do  lone. 


Inforced  him,  wheras  my  lady  sat. 
With  humble  sute  before  her  falling  flat. 
As  in  his  sorte  he  might  her  pray  and  moue 
To  rue  vpon  his  lord  and  not  forget 
The  stedfast  faith  he  beareth  her,  and  loue 
Kissing  her  hand:  wbome  she  coulde  not  remooe. 
Away,  that  would,  for  frowning  nor  for  threte. 
As  though  he  would  haue  sayd  in  my  beboue. 
Pity  my  lord  your  slave  that  doth  reinaine. 
Lest  by  his  death,  you  giltlesse  slay  us  twaine. 


OF  HIS  RING  SENT  TO  HIS  LADIE. 

Since  thou,  my  ring,  maist  go,  where  I  nc  may. 
Since  tiiou  maist  speake  where  1  must  holde  my 

peace, 
Say  vnto  her  that  is  my  lives  stay, 
Grauen  within  which  I  do  here  expresse; 
That  soner  shall  the  sunne  not  shine  by  day. 
And  with  the  raine  the  iloodes  shall  waxen  lessci 
Sooner  the  tree  the  hunter  shall  bewray. 
Then  I  for  change,  or  choice  of  other  loue,. 
Do  euer  seke  my  fansy  to  remoue. 


THE  CHANGEABLE  STATE  OF  LOUERS. 

For  that  a  restlesse  bed  must  somwhat  hane  in 
vre,  [lure. 

Wherwith  it  may  acquainted  be,  as  falcon  is  wHh 
Pansy  doth  me  awake  out  of  my  drowsy  slepe. 
In  seing  bow  the  little  mouse,  at  night  begins  to 

crt-pe. 
So  the  desirous  man,  that  longes  to  catch  his  pray, 
In  spying  how  to  watcbe  his  time,  lyeth  lurking 

sty  11  by  day. 
In  hoping  for  to  haue,  and  fearing  for  to  finde 
The  salue  that  shoulde  recure  his  aore,  and  sor- 

roweth  but  the  mi  ode. 
Such  is  the  guise  of  loue,  and  the  vncertayn  state, 
That  some  should  baue  their  hop«d  hap,  and  other 

hard  estate.  [had. 

That  some  should  seme  to  ioy  in  that  they  nener 
And  some  again  shall  frowne  as  fast,  where  caosc- 

lesse  they  be  sad.  [large, 

Suche  trades  do  louers  use,  when  they  be  most  at 
That  goyd  the  stere  when  they  themselves  lye 

fettred  in  the  barge. 
Hie  grenesse  of  my  youth  cannot  therof  expreste 
The  processe,  for  by  profc  vnknowen,  all  this  is 

bat  by  gesse.  [peace. 

Wherefore  I  hold  it  best,  in  time  to  holde  my 
But  wanton  will  it  cannot  holde,  or  make  my  pen 

to  cease. 
A  pen  of  no  auaylc,  a  fruitles  labour  eke. 
My  troubled  bed  «ith  fansies  fraught,  doth  paine 

it  selfo  to  seke: 
And  if  perhaps  my  wordes  of  none  auailedopricke 
Such  as  do  fete  the  hidden  harmes,  I  would  not 

they  should  kicke,  [no  hanne. 

As  causelesse  me  to  blame  which  tbinketh  them 
Although  I  seme  by  others  fire,  aometime  my 

self  to  warme« 
Which  clcrely    I    deny,    as    giltlesse   of  that 

crime. 
And  though  wron^:  demde  I  be  therin,  truth  it 

wyll  trie  in  time. 
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A  PRAfSE  OF  AUDLEY. 

WhW  Aodlcy  had  run  oat  his  race,  and  ended  wer 

his  daye«i,  [s<»me  worthy  praise. 

His  fame  slept  forth  and  bad  me  write  of  him 
What  lyfe  he  lad,  what  actes  he  did,  his  vertnes 

and  pood  name,  [same. 

^Vherto  I  calde  for  true  report,  as  witness  of  the 
Wet  borne  he  was,  wel  bent  by  kind,  whose  mind 

did  never  swarae  [sarue. 

A  skilfull  head,  a  valiant  hart,  a  ready  hand  to 
Brought  up  and  trainde  in  feates  of  warre  lon^ 

time  beyond  the  seas, 
CaUe  home  a^ine  to  seme  his  prince,  whom  still 

he  sought  to  please. 
What  tomay  was  there  he  refosde,  what  seniice 

did  he  shoon?  [exploit  was  doon? 

Where   he  was  not  nor  his  aduice,  what  great 
In  town  a  lombe,  in  field  full  fierce,  a  lyon  at 

the  nede. 
In  sobre  wit  a  Solomon,  yet  one  of  Hector's  se<le. 
Then  shame  it  wore  that  any  tong  should  now  de- 
feme  his  dedes,  [snccedeR, 
That  in  his  life  a  mirrour  was  to  all  that  him 
Xo  poore  estate  nor  bye  renowne  his  nature  cooM 

peruart,  [bis  constant  hart  ; 

No  hard  mischance  that  him  befell  could  moue 
Thus  long  he  lined,  loued  of  all,  as  one  mislykte 

of  none,  [paragon? 

Ami  where'  be  went,  who  cald  him  not  the  gentle 
But  course  of  kinde  doth  cause  eche  frute  to  fall 

when  it  is  ripe,  [greuous  gripe. 

And  9(p)tffull  death  will  suffer  none  to  scape  his 
Yet  though  the  grounde  receiued  haue  his  corps 

into  her  wombe,  [bis  tombe. 

This  epitapbe  ygrave  in  brasse,  shal  stand  upon 
Lo!   here  he  lies  that  hated  vice,  and  vertuous 

life  imbra«t,  [be  well  plast 

His  name  in  earth,  his  sprite  aboue»  deserues  to 


TT.VE  TRYETB  TRUETH, 
EcHB  thing  I  see  hath  tyme,  which  tyme  must 

trye  my  troath. 
Which  truth  deserues  a  special  trust,  on  trust 

gret  frendship  groweth ;  [ found ; 

And  frendship  may  not  faile  where  faitbfulnesse  is 
And  foithfiilnesse  fs  fall  of  fraite,  and  frutful  thinges 

besonnde.  [ofprayse. 

And  lound  is  good  at  proofe,  and  proofe  is  prince 
And  precious  praise  is  such  a  pearle,  as  seldome 

ncre  df^cayes.  [must  abide. 

All  these  thinges  time  tries  fourth,  which  time  I 
How  should  I  boldly  credite  crane  till  time  my 

truth  haue  tride; 
?or  as  I  found  a  time  to  fall  in  fansi^s  frame, 
So  I  do  wishe  a  lucky  time  for  to  declare  the  same. 
If  hap  may  amisweie  hope,  and  hope  may  haue 

his  hire, 
^^  shall  my  hart  possesse  in  peace,  the  time 

that  I  desire. 


TOB  LOUER   REFUSED    OF  HIS  LOUE, 
EMBRACETH  DEA  Tff. 

Mt  youthfull  ycres  are  past. 
My  ioyfuU  dayes  are  gone, 
My  lyfe  it  may  not  last. 
My  grtqe  and  I  am  one. 


My  mirth  and  ioyes  are  fled. 
And  I  a  man  in  ko; 
Desirous  to  be  ded, 
My  mischief  to  forgo. 

I  bume  and  am  a  coldr, 
I  freze  amids  the  fire, 
1  se  she  doth  witbold 
That  is  my  most  desire.     - 

I  see  my  heipe  at  hande, 
I  see  my  life  also, 
1  see  where  she  doth  stande     / 
That  is  my  deadly  fo. 

I  see  how  she  doth  see. 
And  yet  she  wyll  be  blinde, 
1  see  in  helping  me, 
She  sekea  and  wyll  not  finde.    , 

I  se  how  she  doth  wry. 
When  I  begin  to  mono, 
I  see  when  1  come  nye. 
How  faine  she  would  be  gone. 

1  see,  what  wyll  ye  more  ? 
She  wyll  me  gladly  kyll ; 
And  you  shall  see  therfore 
That  she  shall  have  her  wyll. 

1  cannot  lioe  with  stuoes. 
It  is  to  hard  a  food, 
1  will  be  dead  at  ones 
To  do  my  lady  good. 


TlfE  PICTURE  OF  A  LOUER. 

Behold  my  picture  here  wel  portrayed  for  the 

non<^  [very  bones. 

With  hart  consumed  and  falling  flesh,  behold  the 
Whose  cruel  phauuce  alas,  and  desteny  is  such, 
Onely  because  I  put  my  trust  in  some  folke  all 

to  much. 
For  since  th^  time  that  I  did  enter  into  this  pine, 
I  neuer  saw  the  rising  sunne  but  with  my  weping 

eyen; 
Nor  yet  I  neuep  heard  so  swete  a  voice  or  sound. 
But  that  to  me  it  did  encrease  the  dolour  of  my 

wounde. 
Nor  in  so  soft  a  bedde,  alas  I  neuer  lay, 
But  that  it  semed  hard  to  me  or  euer  it  was  day. 
Yet  in  this  body  bare,  that  nought  but  life  re- 

taines,   •  [yet  still  remaines. 

The  strength  whereof  clene  past  away,  the  care 
Like  as  the  cole  in  flame  doth  spend  it  self  you 

se,  [sumed  be. 

To  vaine  and  wretched  cinder  dust  till  it  con- 
So  doth    this  hope  of  mine  enforce  my  feruent 

sute,  [eate  the  frute; 

To  make  me  for  to  gape  in  vayne,  whilst  other 
And  shall  do  tyll  that  death  doth  geue  me  such  a 

grace,  [case. 

To  rid  this  sely  wofull  sprite  out  of  this  doulftiU 
And  then  would  God  were  writ  in  stone  or  els  in 

leade,  [dead. 

This  epitaph  vpon  my  grauc,  to  shew  why  I  am 
Here  lyeth  the  louer  lo,  who  for  the  loue  he  aught, 
Aliue  vnto  his  ladie  dere,  his  death  thereby  ha 

caugbt. 
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And  in  a  shield  of  blacke,  lo  here  his  annes  ap- 

pean,  [all  with  teares. 

With  wepiag  eyes  as  you  may  see,  well  poudred 
Lo  hei-e  you  may  beholde,  aloft  vpon  his  brest 
A  wonians  hand  straining  the  hart  of  him  that 

loued  her  best. 
Wherefore  all  you  that  see  this  corps,  for  lone 

that  starues, 
Example  make  vnto  you  all,  that  thanklesselouers 

sarues. 


OF  THE  DEATH  OF  PHILLIPS. 

BfiwAiLE  with  me  all  ye  that  haue  profest 
Of  musicke  tharte,  by  touch  of  cordhe  or  winde ; 
Lay  downe  your  lutes  and  let  your  gitternes  rest, 
Phillips  is  dead,  whose  like  you  cannot  finde^ 
Of  musicke  much  exceding  all  the  rest; 
Muses,  therfbre  of  force  now  must  you  wrest 
Your  pleasant  notes  into  another  sounde : 
The  string  is  broke,  the  lute  is  dispossest. 
The  band  is  colde,  the  body  in  the  grounde. 
The  lowring  lute  lamenteth  now  therfore, 
Phillips  her  frend,  that  can  hertouche  no  more. 


THAT  AL  THINGS  SOM  TIME  FTNVE 
EASE  OF  THEIR  PAINE,  SAVE  ONLY 
THE  LOUER. 

I  SEE  there  is  no  fort 
Of  thinges  that  Hue  in  griefe. 
Which  at  sometime  may  not  resort 
Wheras  they  haue  reliefe. 

The  striken  dere  by  k3rnde 
Of  death  that  standes  in  awe. 
For  his  recure  an  herbe  can  finde^ 
The  arrow  to  withdraw. 

The  chased  dere  hath  soile. 
To  coole  him  in  his  heate  ^ 
The  asse  after  his  wery  toile. 
In  stable  is  vp  set. 

The  cony  hath  its  caue» 
The  little  bird  his  nest, 
From  heate  and  colde  themselues  to  uaue. 
At  all  times  as  they  list. 

The  owle  with  feble  sight. 
Lyes  lurking  in  the  leanes. 
The  sparrow  in  the  frosty  night 
May  shroude  her  iu  the  eaues. 

But  wo  to  me«  alas. 
In  sunne  nor  yet  in  shade, 
I  cannot  find  a  resting  place. 
My  burden  to  unlade. 

But  day  by  day  still  beares 
The  burden  on  my  backe. 
With  weping  eyen  and  watry  teares 
To  holde  my  hope  abacke. 

All  things  I  se  have  place 
Wherein  they  bow  or  bende, 
Saue  this,  alas,  my  wofiil  case. 
Which  no  where  findeth  ende. 


THASSAULT  OF  CUPIDE  UPON  THE 
FORT  WHERE  THE  LOUERS  HART  UY 
WOUNDED,  AND  HOW  HE  WAS  TAKES, 

When  Cupide  scaled  first  the  fort 
Wherin  my  hart  lay  wounded  sore. 
The  batry  was  of  such  a  sort 
That  I  must  yelde  or  die  therfore. 

There  saw  I  lone  upon  the  wall. 
How  he  his  banner  did  display: 
Aiarme,  alarme,  he  gan  to  call. 
And  bade  his  souldiours  kepe  aray. 

The  armes  the  which  that  Cupide  bare. 
Were  pearced  hartes  with  teares  besprent. 
In  siluer  and  sable  to  declare 
The  stediast  loue  he  alwayes  ment 

There  might  you  se  his  band  all  drest, 
In  colours,  like  to  white  and  blacke: 
With  powder  and  with  pelletes  prest. 
To  bring  the  fort  to  spoyle  and  sacke. 

Good  Will  the  maister  of  the  shot, 
Stode  in  the  rampire  braue  and  pronde. 
For  spence  of  pouder  he  spared  itot. 
Assault,  assault,  to  crye  aloude. 

There  might  you  heare  the  cannoos  rore, 
Eche  pece  discharged  a  looers  loke, 
Which  had  the  power  to  rent,  and  tore 
In  any  place  wheras  they  toke. 

And  euen  with  the  trumpetts  sowne. 
The  scaling  ladders  were  vp  set. 
And  Beauty  walked  vp  and  downe, 
With  bow  in  hand  and  arrowes  whet. 

Then  first  Desyre  began  to  scale 
And  shrowded  him  vnder  his  targe. 
As  one  the  worthiest  of  them  all. 
And  aptest  for  to  geue  the  charge. 

Then  pushed  souldiers  with  their  pikes, 
And  holbarders  with  handy  strokes. 
The  hargabushe  in  fleshe  it  lightes. 
And  duns  the  ayre  with  misty  smokes. 

And  as  it  is  souldiers  vse. 
When  shot  and  powder  gins  to  want, 
I  hanged  up  my  flag  of  truce. 
And  pleaded  for  my  liues  graunt. 

When  Pansy  thus  had  made  herbrecfae, 
And  Beauty  entred  with  her  band. 
With  bag  and  baggage  sely  wretch, 
1  yelded  into  Beauties  hand. 

Then  Beauty  bad  to  blowe  retrete. 
And  euery  souldier  to  retire. 
And  Mercy  wylld  with  spede  to  set 
Me  captiue  bound  as  prisoner. 

Madame  (quod  I,)  sith  that  this  dajr 
Hath  serued  you  at  all  assayes, 
I  yeld  to  you  without  delay. 
Here  of  the  fortresse  all  the  kayes. 

And  sith  that  I  haue  ben  the  maitei 
At  whom  you  shot  at  with  jrour  eye, 
Nedes  must  you  with  your  handy  wark^ 
Or  salue  my  sore,  or  let  me  dyCi 
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ns  AGED  LOUER  RENOUNCETH  LOUR 

(The  grmve^iggvi's  song  in  Hamlet,  A.  5.  is 
taken  from  three  sUnzas  of  the  following  poem, 
though  somewhat  altered  and  disguiMd,  proi- 
bably  as  the  same  were  corrupted  by  the  faAllad- 
siogers  of  Shakspeare's  time.  The  original  is 
preserved  among  Surrey's  Poems,  1559»  and  is 
attribated  to  lord  Vaux,  by  Geo,  Gascoigne, 
who  teUs  ua,  it  **  was  thought  by  jsome  to  be 
nude  upon  his  death-bed:"  a  popular  error 
which  lie  laughed  at.  (See  his  Epist.  to  Yong 
Gent  prefixed  to  his  Posies  1575.  4to.)  Lord 
Vaux  was  remarkable  for  his  skill  in  drawing 
feigned  manners,  &c.  for  so  I  understand  an 
ancient  writer.  '*  The  lord  Vaofx  his  com- 
mendation lyeth  chiefly  in  the  focilitie  of  his 
meetre,  and  the  aptnesse  of  his  descriptions 
sacb  as  he  taketh  upon  him  to  make,  namely 
in  sundry  of  his  Songs,  wherein  he  showeth  the 
coontsriait  action  very  lively  and  pleasantly/' 
Arte  of  Eng.  Poeste,  1589.  p.  51.  See  also  yol. 
2.  p.  45.— PSRCY.] 

I  LOTHK  that  I  did  love. 

In  youth  that  1  thought  swete: 
As  tyme  requires  fur  my  behove. 

Me  thinkes  they  are  not  mete. 

My  lustes  they  do  me  leave, 

My  foncies  all  be  fled^ 
And  tract  of  time  begins  to  weave 

Gray  heares  upon  my  bed. 

For  age  with  stealing  steps. 
Hath  clawed  me  with  his  crowch. 

And  lusty  lifo  away  she  leapes, 
As  there  had  ben  none  such. 

My  muse  doth  not  delight 

Me  as  she  did  before. 
My  hand  and  pen  are  not  in  plight, 

As  they  have  ben  of  yore. 


For  reason  me  denyes. 

This  youthly  ydle  rime 
And  day  by  day  to  me  she  cryes. 

Leave  off  these  toyes  in  tyme. 

The  wrinkles  in  my  brow. 

The  fiirrowes  in  my  foce 
Say,  limping  age  will  lodge  him  now, 

Where  youth  must  geve  him  place. 

The  harbinger  of  death. 

To  me  I  see  him  riile. 
The  cough,  the  colde,  the  gasping  breath. 

Doth  bid  me  to  provyde 

A  pikeax  and  a  spade. 

And  eke  a  shrowding  shete, 
A  howse  of  clay  for  to  be  made. 

For  such  a  guest  most  mete. 

Me  thinkes  I  heare  the  clarke. 
That  knowlet  the  carefoll  knell. 

And  bida  me  leave  my  woful  warke, 
Ei»  oatQse  ma  oofvpell. .    . 

My  kepers  knit  the  knot. 
That  youth  did  langh  to  skome, 

Of  me  that  clene  sbal  be  forgot, 
Ai  I  had  not  been  borne. 


Thus  must  I  youth  geve  up. 
Whose  badge  1  long  did  weare, 

To  them  I  yield  the  wanton  cup 
That  better  may  it  beare. 

Lo  here  the  bar-hed  skull, 
By  whose  balde  signe  I  know, 

That  stouping  age  away  shall  pull. 
Which  youthful  yeres  did  sow. 

For  beauty  with  her  band. 

These  croked  cares  hath  wrought,  ' 
And  shipped  me  into  the  lande. 

From  whence  I  first  was  brought. 

And  ye  that  byde  behinde, 
Have  ye  none  other  trust: 

As  ye  of  clay  wer  cast  by  kinde. 
So  shall  ye  wast  to  dust. 


OF  THE  LADY  WEmWORTIPS  DEATO. 

To  line  to  dye,  and  dye  to  line  againe. 
With  good  renowne  of  fome  well  led  before, 
Here  lyeth  she  that  learned  had  the  lore ; 
Whom  if  the  paifect  vertues  wolden  daine. 
To  be  set  forth  with  foyle  of  worldly  grace. 
Was  noble  borne,  and  matcht  in  noble  race. 
Lord  Wentworthes  wife,  nor  wanted  to  attaina 
In  natures  giftes,  her  praise  among  the  rest: 
But  that  that  gaue  her  praise  aboue  the  best. 
Not  fame,  her  wedlockcs  chastnes  durst  distain 
Wberin  with  chiM,  deliuering  of  her  wombe 
Thuntimely  birth   hath   brought   them  both  in 

tombe; 
So  left  she  lifo  by  death  to  line  againe. 


THE  LOUER  ACCUSING  HIS  LOUE  FOR 
HER  VNFAITHFULNESSE  PURPOSETH 
TO  UUE  IN  LIBERTIE. 

The  smoky  sighes,  the  bitter  teares. 
That  I  in  value  haue  wasted. 
The  broken  slepes,  the  wo  and  feares, 
That  long  in  me  haue  lasted; 
The  loue  and  al  I  owe  to  thee. 
Here  I  renownce,  and  make  me  free. 

Which  fredome  I  have  by  thy  guilt. 
And  not  by  my  deseruing. 
Since  so  vnconstantly  thou  wilt 
Not  loue,  but  still  be  sweruing. 
To  leaue  me  of,  which  was  thyne  owne. 
Without  cause  why,  as  shal  be  knowne. 

The  fruites  were  foire,  the  which  did  grow 
Within  thy  garden  planted; 
The  leaues  were  grene  of  euery  bough, 
And  moysture  nothing  wanted; 
Yet  or  the  blosoms  gan  to  fall. 
The  caterpiUar  wasted  all. 

Thy  body  was  the  garden  place. 
And  sugred  wordes  it  beareth ; 
The  blossomes  all  thy  faith  it  was. 
Which  as  the  canker  wereth, 
The  caterpiller  is  the  same. 
That  hath  wonne  thee  and  lost  thy  name. 
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I  mean  the  loucr  loued  now 
By  thy  pretenced  foiye. 
Which  will  proue  )tke,  thou  shalt  find  how,* 
Unto  a  tn  e  of  ht)l»y, 
That  barke  and  bery  bears  alwaies. 
The  one,  bii'des  fedes,  the  other  slayes. 

And  rigrit  wel  mightest  thou  bane  thy  wish, 
Of  thy  loue  new  acquainted. 
For  thou  art  like  vnto  the  dish. 
That  Adrianus  painted, 
Wherin  were  grapes  portraid  so  feyre. 
That  fowies  for  foode  did  there  rcpaire. 

But  I  am  like  the  beaten  fowie. 
That  from  the  net  escaped, 
And  thou  art  like  the  raueniug  owle. 
That  al  the  night  hath  waked. 
For  none  intent  but  to  betray 
•  The  sleping  fonle  before  the  day. 

Thus  hath  thy  loue  been  vnto  me, 
As  pleasant  and  commodious, 
As  was  the  fire  made  on  the  sea 
By  Naulus  hate  so  odious, 
Therwith  to  train  the  Grekish  host 
From  Truyes  return,  where  they  were  lost. 


THE  LOUER  FOR  WANT  OF  HIS  DESIRE, 
SHEfVETH  HIS  DEATH  AT  HAND. 

As  cypres  tree  that  rent  is  by  the  roote. 
As  branche  or  slippe  better  from  whence  it  growes, 
As  well  sowensede  for  drought  that  cannot  sprout 
As  gaping  ground  that  rainies  cannot  close. 
As  nioules  that  want  the  earth  to  do  them  bote, 
As  fishe  on  land  to  whom  no  waters  flowes. 
As  chameleon  that  lackes  the  ay  re  so  sote, 
As  flowers  do  fade  when  Phebus  rarest  showes.. 

As  salamandra  repulsed  from  the  fire ; 

So  wanting  my  wish  I  die  for  my  desire. 


A    HAPPY  END   EXCEDETH  ALL   PLE- 
SURES  AND  RICHES  OF  THE  WORLD, 

The  shining  season  here  to  some, 
The  glory  in  the  worldes  sight, 
Renowmced  fame  though  fortune  wonne 
The  glittering  golde  the  eyes  delight. 
The  sensual  life  that  semes  so  swete. 
The  heart  with  ioyfuU  dayes  replete. 

The  thing  whereto  ech  wight  is  thral 

The  happy  ende  excedeth  all. 


AGAINST  AN  VNSTEDFAST  WOMAN. 

O  TEMEROU8  tauntresse  that  delights  in  toyes. 
Tumbling  cockboat  totring  too  and  fro. 
Jangling  iestres,  depravresse  of  swete  ioyes. 
Ground  of  the  graffe  whence  all  my  grief  doth  grow 
Sullen  serpent,  enuironed  with  despite. 
That  ill  for  good  at  i|il  times  doest  requite. 


A  PRAISE  OF  PETRARKE  AND  OP  LAURA 
HIS  LAD  IE. 

O  Petrarke,  bed  and  priooe  of  poets  al. 
Whose  liuely  gift  of  flowing  eloquence 
Wei  may  we  seke,  but  find  not  how  or  whence. 
So  rare  a  gift  with  thee  did  rise  and  fal; 
Peace  to  thy  bones,  and  glory  immortal 
Be  to  thy  name ;  and  to  her  excellence. 
Whose  beanty  lighted  in  thy  time  and  sence. 
So  to  be  set  forth  as  none  other  shaiL 
Why  hath  not  our  pens  rimes  so  parftt  wrongfat? 
Ne  why  our  time  fUitb  bringeth  beauty  sncfa^ 
To  trye  our  wittes  as  gold  is  by  the  toudi, 
If  to  the  style  the  matter  ayded  ought? 
Bat  there  was  neuer  Laura  more  then  one. 
And  her  had  Petrarke  for  his  paregone. 


THAT  PETRARK  CANNOT  BE  PASSED 
BUT  NOTWITHSTANDING  THAT,  UU- 
RA  IS  FARRE  SURPASSED. 

WiTfl  Petrarke  to  compare  ther  may  no  wight, 
Nor  yet  attain  vnto  so  high  a  stile: 
But  yet,  1  wot,  full  well  where  is  a  file. 
To  frame  a  learned  man  to  praise  aright: 
Of  stature  meane,  of  semely  forme  and  shape, 
Eche  line  of  iost  proporcion  to  her  height. 
Her  colour  fresh,  and  mingled  with  such  deigfat, 
As  thovgh  the  rose  satin  the  lilies  lap; 
In  wit  and  tong  to  shew  what  may  be  sed. 
To  euery  dede  she  ioynes  a  parfit  grace; 
If  Laura  liude,  she  would  her  cleane  deface: 
For  I  dare  say,  and  lay  my  life  to  wed, 
That  Momus  could  not,  if  he  downe  discended. 
Once  ittstly  say,  Lo !  this  may  be  amended. 


AGAINST  A  CRUELL  WOMAN. 

Cruel  vnkinde,  whom  mercy  cannot  mone, 
Herbour    of  vnhappe   where  rigours  rage  doUi 

raigne. 
Ground  of  any  grief  where  pi  tie  cannot  pmoe: 
Trikie  to  trust,  of  all  vntrutfa  the  traine. 
Thou  rigorous  rocke  that  truth  cannot  remone; 
Daungerous  delph,  depe  dungeon  of  diadaine, 
Sacke  of  self-will,  the  chest  of  craft  and  chaoge, 
What  causeth.thee  thus  causelesse  for  to  cbaage? 

Ah!   pitieles  plaint  whom  plaint  cannot  pro- 
uoke. 
Den  of  disceit,  that  right  doth  still  refuse; 
Causeles  unkinde,  that  cariest  vnder  cloke 
Cruelty  and  craft,  me  onely  to  abuse: 
Stately  and  stubberne  withstanding  Cupides  stroke, 
Thou  marueiious  mase  that  makes!  men  to  muse; 
Swollen  by  self-wiU,  most  stony  stiffe  and  stranie, 
What  causeth  thee  thus  causelesse  for  to  change? 

Slipper  and  secret  where  raretie  cannot  sov; 
Net  of  neweltie,  neest  of  newfanglenesse, 
Spring  of  al  spite,  from  whence  wbote  flnddes  doe 
Thou  caue  and  cage  of  care  and  craftinease,  [flov, 
Wauering  willow  that  euery  blast  doth  hlov, 
Grafie  without  groth  and  cause  of  carefulnesse; 
Heape  of  mishap  of  all  my  greif  the  graunge, 
What  causeth  thee  thus  catuelesse  for  to  cbaqgc? 
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Bast  thoa  forgot  that  1  was  thyne  infeft 
By  font  of  low,  haUat  tbou  no  bart  at  all? 
Sawett  thou  not  other  for  thy  loue  were  left? 
Kaowcf  t  thou,  unkinde,  that  nothing  mought  befall 
From  out  of  my  hart  that  could  haue  thee  bereft  ? 
What  meanest  tbou  then,  at  ryot  tbun  to  range; 
Aod  leanest  thine  owne  that  ncuer  thought  to 
change? 


WE  LOUER  SHEWETH  WHAT  HK 
WOULDE  HAUE,  IF  IT  WERE 
GRAUNTED  HIM  TO  HAUE  WHAT  HE 
WOULD  H'ISHE. 

If  it  were  so  that  God  would  graunt  me  my  re- 
quest, [liked  best; 
And  that  I  might  of  earthly  thinges  haue  that  I 
I  ttould  not  wish  to  clime  to  princely  hye  estate. 
Which  slipper  is  and  slides  so  oft,  and  bath  so 

fickle  fate:  [hand, 

Nor  yet  to  conquer  realmes  with  cruel  tworde  in 
And  so  to  shed  the  gilUess  blood  of  such  as  would 

withstand : 
Nor  would  I  not  desire  in  worldly  rule  to  raigne. 
Whose  fmte  is  al  voquietnesse,  and  breaking  of 

the  braine. 
Nor  richesse  in  excesse  of  vertue  so  abhorde, 
I  woakl  not  craue  which  bredeth  care,  and  causeth 

all  disoorde.  [foldc, 

Bat  my  request  should  be  more  worth  a  thousand 
That  I  might  haue  and  her  enioy  that  hath  my 

heart  in  holde.  [ever, 

Ob  God,  what  lusty  life  should  we  line  then  for 
lo  pleasant  ioy,  and  perfegt  blisse,  to  lencth  our 

lines  together.  [fy  loue. 

With  wordes  of  frendly  chere,  and  lokes  of  liue- 
To  utter  all  our  bote  desyres,  which  neucr  should 

remouc.  [the  ground. 

But  grosae  and  gredy  wittes,  which  grope  but  on 
To  gather  muck  of  worldly  goodes  which  oft  do 

them  confound, 
Canaot  attaioe  to  koowe  the  misteries  deuine. 
Of  parfit  loue  whereto  bye  wittes  of  knowledge  do 

encline. 
A  nifrard  of  his  golde  such  ioy  can  neuer  baue, 
Which  gettes  with  toyle  and  kepes  with  care  and 

is  his  moneys  slaue, 
Al  they  enioy  alwaies,  that  ta.«t  loue  in  his  kinde,. 
Fur  tbey  do  holde  continually  a  heauen  in  their 

minde,  [an  ease, 

No  »orklly  guodes  could  bring  my  heart  so  great 
As  for  tu'  finde  or  do   the  thing  that  might  my 

lady  please.  poy. 

For  by  her  onely  loue  my  bart  should  haue  all 
And  with  the  same  put  care  away,  and  all  that 

could  annoy.  [sadde 

Al  if  that  any  thing  should  chance  to  make  me 
The  touching  of  her  corall  lippes  would  straight 

waies  make  me  gladde: 
And  when  that  in  my  hart  1  fele  that  did  me  greue. 
Which  one  imbracing  of  her  armes  she  might  me 

sune  lelcue. 
And  as  the  angels  al,  which  sit  in  heauen  hie, 
^ith  presence  and  the  sight  of  God,  haue  their 

fclicitie,  [blisse, 

^  likewise  1  on  eartb,  should  haue  all  earthly 
With  presence  of  tlvit  paragon,  my  god  in  earth 

thatia. 


415 

THE  LADIE  FORSAKEN  OF  HER  LOUER 
PRAIETH  HIS  RETURNE,  OR  THE 
END  OF  HER  OWN  UFE. 


To  loue,  alas,  who  would  not  feare. 

That  seetb  my  woful  state. 

For  he  to  whom  my  heart  I  beare, 

Dotb  me  extremely  bate: 

And  why  therfore  1  cannot  tell. 

He  will  no  lenger  with  me  dwell. 

Did  yon  not  sue  and  long  me  senie. 
Ere  \  you  grawited  grace  ? 
And  will  you  thus  now  firom  me  swarue^ 
That  neuer  did  trespace? 
Alas,  pore  woman!  then  alas! 
A  wery  life  here  must  I  passe: 

And  shall  my  fiaith  haue  such  refuse 
Indede  and  shall  it  so? 
Is  there  no  choyse  for  me  to  cbuse 
But  must  I  leue  you  so  ? 
Alas,  pore  woman !  then  alas ! 
A  wery  life  hence  must  I  passe. 

And  is  there  now  no  remedy 
But  that  you  will  foifet  her? 
There  was  a  time  when  that  perdy 
You  would  bane  heard  her  better: 
But  now  that  time  is  gone  and  past. 
And  all  your  loue  is  but  a  blast. 

And  can  you  thus  breake  your  behest 
Indede  and  can  you  so  ? 
Did  you  not  sweare  you  loocd  me  best. 
And  can  you  now  say  no? 
Remember  me  pore  wight  in  paine. 
And  for  my  sake  tume  once  againe. 

Alas,  poore  Dido,  now  1  fele 
Thy  present  painfull  state, 
When  fiilse  Eneas  did  him  stele 
Fiom  thee  at  Carthage  gate: 
And  left  thee  sleping  in  thy  bed. 
Regarding  not  what  he  had  sed. 

Was  neuer  woman  thus  betraied, 
Nor  man  so  false  forswome: 
His  faith  and  troth  so  strongly  tied, 
Vntnith  hath  a  I  to  tome. 
And  I  haue  leaue  for  my  good  will, 
To  waile  and  wepe  alone  my  fill. 

But  since  it  will  not  better  be  ' 
My  teares  shall  neuer  blin. 
To  moyst  the  earth  in  such  degree, 
That  1  may  drowne  therein. 
That  by  niy  death  al  men  may  say, 
Lo !  women  are  as  true  as  they. . 

By  me  al  women  may  beware. 
That  se  my  wofull  smart: 
Tu  seke  true  loue  let  them  not  spare, 
Bftfore  they  set  their  hart. 
Or  els  they  may  become  as  f. 
Which  for  my  truth  am  like  to  dye. 
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THE  LOUER  YELDEN  INTO  ffIS  LADIES 
HANDE8,  PRAIETH  MERCY. 

Iti  fredome  was  my  fantasie, 
Abhorring  bondage  of  the  minde. 
But  now  I  yelde  my  libertie, 
And  willingly  my  selfe  1  btnde 
Tniely  to  seme  with  al  my  hart, 
Whiles  lyfe  doth  last  not  to  reuert 

Her  beutie  bounde  me  first  of  all. 
And  forst  my  will  for  to  consent; 
And  I  agree  tol>e  her  thrall. 
For  as  she  list  I  am  content: 
My  will  is  hers  in  that  1  may. 
And  where  she  biddes  I  will  obay. 

It  lyeth  in  her  my  woe  or  welth. 
She  may  do  that  she  liketh  best; 
If  that  she  list  1  haue  my  heltb, 
If  she  list  not,  in  wo  I  rest: 
Sins  I  am  fast  within  her  bandes 
My  woe  and  welth  lye  in  her  handes. 

She  can  no  lesae  then  pitie  me 
Sith  that  my  fiiith  to  her  is  knowne: 
It  were  to  much  extremitie 
With  crueltie  to  use  her  owne: 
Alas,  a  sinful  enterprise 
To  slay  that  yeldes  at  her  deuise. 

But  I  thsmke  not  her  hart  so  hard. 
Nor  that  she  hath  su^h  cruel  lust: 
I  doubt  nothing  of  her  reward 
For  my  desert,  but  well  I  trust 
As  she  hath  beauty  to  allure 
So  hath  she  a  hart  that  will  recure. 


THE  NATURE  WHICH  WORKETH  ALL 
THINGE8  FOR  OUR  BEHOFE,  HATH 
MADE  WOMEN  ALSO  FOR  OUR  COM- 
FORT AND  DELIGHT, 

Among  dame  natures  workes  such  perfite  law  is 

wrought,  [as  they  ought; 

That  thinges  be  mlde  by  coune  of  kind  in  order 
And  serueth  in  their  state,  in  such  iust  frame  and 

8ort,  [thereof  report 

That  slender  wiU  may  iudge  the  same,  and  make 
Behold  what  secret  force  the  wynde  doth  easily 

■bow,  [bellowes  blowe, 

Which  guides  the  shippes  amid  the  seas,  if  he  his 
The  waters  waxen  wilde  where  blustering  blaates 
•    do  rise,  [that  deuise: 

Yet  seldome  do  they  passe  their  bonndes,  for  nature 
The  fire  which  boiles  the  leade,  and  tryeth  out 

the  ^Id,  [force  vnfolde, 

Hath  m  his  power  both  helpe  and  hurt,  if  he  his 
The  frost  which  kils  the  fruite,   doth  knit  the 

brused  bones. 
And  is  medicin  of  kinde,  prepared  for  the  nones. 
The  earth  in  whose  entrails   the  foode  of  man 

doth  line,  [doth  she  giue  ? 

At  euery  springe  and  fall  of  leafe,  what  pleasure 
The  ayre  which  life  desires,  and  is  to  helth  so 

swete,  [fortes  euery  sprete. 

Of  nature  yeldes  such  liuely  smelles,  that  com- 
The  sunne  through  natures  might,  doth  draw 
ki^L  ^^^^  ^^^  ^^^'  [princely  face  to  shew. 
AM^predes  the  flowers  where  he  is  wont,  his 


The  moone,  which  may  be  cald  the  kntene  of 

the  night,  [her  Hght, 

Is  halfo  a  guide  to  traueling  lOen,  such  vertoe  hath 
The  starresnot  vertuelesse  are  beauty  to  the  eyes 
A  ledes  man  to  the  mariner,  a  signe  of  calmed 

skyes. 
The  flowers  and  fruitfol  trees,  to  man  do  tribute 

pay,  [they  ftde  away: 

And  when  they  have  their  duety  done,  by  coune 
Ech  beast,  both  fishe  and  fowle,  doth  offer  life 

and  all  [at  his  call. 

To  nourish  man  and  do  him  ease,  yea  seme  hira 
The  serpents  venomous  whose  ugly  shapes  we 

hati^  [in  titeir  state. 

Are  soueraigne  salues  for  sundry  sores,  and  needM 
Sith  nature   shewes  her  power,  in    eche  thing 

thus  at  lai]ge,  [natures  charge? 

Why  shoulde  not  man  submit  himselfe  to  be  in 
Who  thinkes  to  flee  her  force,  at  length  becomes 

her  thrall;  [gooemaalL 

The  wisest  cannot  slippe  her  snare,  for  natore 
Lo,  nature  gaue  vs  shape,  lo,  nature  fedes  oar 

Hues,  [her  force  that  striues. 

Then  they  are  worse  then  mad,  I  think,  against 
Though  some  do  vse  to  say,  which  can  do  nought 

but  faine,  [to  paine. 

Women  wer  made  for  this  entent,  to  pat  vs  men 
Yet   sure  I    think  they  are  a  pteasure  to  the 

minde,  [assinde, 

A  joy  which  man  can  neuer  want,  as  natwe  hatk 


WHEN  ADUERSITIE  IS  ONCE  FALLEN 
IT  IS  TO  LATE  TO  BEWARE. 

To  my  mishap,  alas>  I  flnde 

That  happy  hap  is  dangerous 

And  fortune  worketh  but  her  kinde. 

To  make  the  ioyfol  dolorus; 

But  all  to  late  it  comes  to  minde, 

To  waile  the  want  that  makes  me  blinde. 

Amid  my  myrth  and  pleasantnesse. 
Such  chaunce  is  chaunced  sodaiuly. 
That  in  despaire  without  redresse 
I  find  my  cheifest  remedy; 
No  new  kinde  of  ynhappinesse. 
Should  thus  have  left  mc  comfoitlesae. 

Who  would  haue  thought  that  my  rcqacsi 
Should  bring  me  ftirth  such  bitter  fnite^ 
But  now  is  hapt  that  I  feard  least. 
And  al  thys  harme  comes  by  my  sate. 
For  when  I  thought  me  happiest 
Euen  then  hapt  all  my  chief  vnrest 

In  better  case  was  neuer  none. 
And  yet  vnwares  thus  am  I  trapt. 
My  chief  desire  doth  cause  me  moae. 
And  to  my  haime  my  welth  is  hapt: 
There  is  no  man  but  I  alone. 
That  hath  such  cause  to  sigh  and 


Thus  am  I  taught  for  to  beware. 
And  trust  no  more  such  pleasant  chance; 
My  happy  hap  bred  me  thys  care, 
And  brought  my  mirth  to  great  mischance; 
There  is  no  man  whom  help  wil  spare. 
But  when  she  list  his  welth  is  bare. 
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W  A  LOUER  THAT  MADE  HIS  ONLY 

COD  OF  HIS  LOUE. 
All  yoQ  that  frendsbip  do  professe, 
And  of  a  firend  present  the  place, 
Oeue  eare  to  me  that  did  possesse, 
As  frendly  frutes  as  ye  im brace: 
And  to  declare  the  circumstance. 
There  were  themselues  that  did  aduance, 
To  teach  me  truly  how  to  take^ 
A  faithful  frende  for  vertues  sake. 

But  I  as  one  of  little  skill 
To  know  what  good  might  grow  therby. 
Unto  my  welth  I  had  no  wyll, 
Nor  to  my  nede  1  had  none  eye: 
Bat  as  the  chyide  dotb  leame  to  go, 
So  I  in  time  did  leame  to  knowe, 
Of  all  good  frutes  the  world  brought  forth, 
A  frithful  frend  is  thing  most  worth. 

Then  with  all  care  I  sought  to  finde 
One  worthy  to  receiue  such  trust. 
One  onely  that  was  riche  in  minde 
One  secret,  sober,  wise  and  iust. 
Whom  riches  coukl  not  raise  at  ali, 
Nor  pouertie  procure  to  fall: 
And  to  be  short  in  few  wordes  plaine. 
One  such  a  frend  I  did  attaine. 

And  when  I  did  enjoy  this  welth. 
Who  liuedy  lord,  in  such  a  case  ? 
For  to  my  frcndes  is  was  great  heltb» 
And  to  my  foes  a  fowle  deface. 
And  to  my  selfe  a  thing  so  riche. 
As  seke  the  worlde  and^nde  none  such; 
Thus  by  this  frend  1  set  such  store. 
As  by  my  selfe  I  set  no  more. 

This  frende  so  much  was  my  delight. 
When  care  had  clene  orecome  my  har^ 
One  thought  of  her  rid  care  as  quite, 
As  neuer  care  had  causde  my  smart. 
Thus  ioyed  I  in  my  frend  so  dere. 
Was  neuer  frende  sat  man  so  nere : 
I  carde  fur  ber  so  much  alone. 
That  other  God  I  cajrde  for  none. 

Bot  as  it  doth  to  them  befell, 
That  to  themselues  respect  haue  none ; 
So  my  swete  graffe  is  growen  to  gall ; 
Where  I  sowed  mirth  I  reaped  mono : 
This  ydoll  that  I  honorde  so, 
Is  now  transformed  to  my  fo; 
That  me  most  pleased,  me  most  paines 
And  in  dispaire  my  heart  remaines. 

And  for  iust  scourge  of  suche  desart, 
Thre  plages  I  may  my  selfe  assure. 
First  of  my  frende  to  lose  my  part, 
And  next  nay  life  may  not  endure. 
And  last  of  all  the  more  to  blame. 
My  soule  shall  suffer  for  the  same : 
Wberfore  ye  frendes  I  wame  you  all. 
Sit  fast  for  feare  of  such  a  fall* 


rPON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  ANTONY 
DENNY, 
Death  and  the  king',  did  as  it  were  contend. 
Which  of  them  two  bare  Denny  greatest  loue; 
The  king  to  shew  bis  loue  gan  farre  extende. 
Did  bim  aduance  his  bettan  iarre  aboue. 


Nere  place,  much  welth,  great  honor  eke  him 

gaue. 
To  make  it  known  what  powre  gret  princes  haue. 

But  when  death  came  with  his  triumphant  gift. 
From  worldly  carke  he  quit  his  wcried  ghost. 
Free  from  the  corps,  and  straight  to  heauen  it  lift. 
No«r  demc  that  can,  who  did  for  Denny  most. 
The  kinge  gaue  welth  but  fading  and  vnsure. 
Death  brought  faim  blisse  that  euer  shall  endure. 


A  COMPARISON  OF  THE  LOUERS 
PAINES. 

Lykb  as  the  brake  within  the  riders  hande, 
Doth  straine  the  horse,  nye  woode  with  grief  of 

paine. 
Not  vsed  before  to  come  in  such  a  band, 
Striueth  for  griefe,  although  God  wot  in  vain. 
To  be  as  «rst  he  was  at  libertie. 
But  force  offeree  doth  straine  the  contrarie. 

Euen  so  since  band  doth  cause  my  deadly  grief. 
That  made  me  so  my  wofiill  chaunce  lament. 
Like  thrng  hath  brought  me  into  paine  and  mis- 
Saue  willingly  to  it  I  did  assent  [chiefe 

To  bind  the  thing  in  fredome  which  was  fre. 
That  now  full  sore,  alas,  repenteth  me. 


OF  A  ROSEMARY  BRANCHE  SENT. 

Such  grene  to  me  as  you  haue  sent. 
Such  grene  to  you  I  send  againe ; 
A  dowing  hart  that  will  not  feint. 
For  drede  of  hope  or  losse  of  gahotet 
I  stedfast  thought  all  wholy  bent. 
So  that  he  may  your  grace  obtaine. 
As  you  by  proofe  haue  alwayes  sene, 
To  Hue  your  owne  and  alwayes  grene. 


TO  HIS  LOUE,  OF  HIS  CONSTANT 
HEART. 

As  I  haue  bene,  so  will  I  euer  be 
Unto  my  death,  and  lenger  if  I  might: 
Haue  1  of  loue  the  firendly  joking  eye? 
Haue  I  of  fortune  fauourordespyte? 
I  am  of  rock  by  profe  as  you  may  see 
Not  made  of  waxe,  nor  of  no  mettal  light: 
As  leefe  to  dye,  by  change  as  to  deceaue^ 
Or  breake  the  promise  made,  and  so  I  leaue. 


fouu. 


>  Edward  VI.    a 


OF  THE  TOKEN  WHICH  HIS  LOUE  SENT 
HIM, 

The  golden  apple  that  the  Troyan  boy 
Gaue  to  Venus  the  fayrest  of  the  thre. 
Which  was  the  cause  of  all  the  wrack  of  Troy, 
Was  not  receiued  with  a  greater  ioy. 
Then  was  the  same  (my  loue)  thou  sent  to  me; 
It  healed  my  sore,  it  made  my  sorows  free. 
It  gaue  me  hope,  it  banisht  mine  annoy : 
Thy  happy  hand  full  oft  of  me  was  blist. 
That  can  geua  such  a  salue  when  that  )tei  list* 
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POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


MANHODE  AUAILETH  NOT  WITHOXJT 
GOOD  FORTUNE. 

Thb  cowerd  oft,  whom  deinty  viandes  fed. 
That  bosted  macbe  his  ladies  eares  to  please. 
By  he]p  of  them  whom  vadcr  him  he  led, 
Hath  reapt  the  palme  that  valiance  cold  not  seize. 
The  unexpert  that  shores  unknowen  nere  sought, 
"Whom  Neptune  yet  apaled  not  with  feare. 
In  wandering  shippe  on  trusties  seas  hath  todght, 
The  skill  to  fele  that  time  to  long  doth  leare. 
The  sporting  knight  that  skorneth  Cupides  kinde> 
With  fained  chere  the  pained  cause  to  brede. 
In  game  unhides  the  leden  sparkes  of  minde, 
And  galnes  the  gole,  where  growing  flames  should 
spede. 
Thus  I  se  proofe  the  trouth  and  manlie  hart 
May  not  auayle,  if  fortune  chaunce  to  start. 


THAT  CONSTANCY  OF  AL  VERTVES  IS 
MOST  WORTHY. 

Though  in  the  waxe  a  perfect  picture  made, 

Doth  shew  as  faire  as  in  the  marble  stone ; 

Yet  do  we  see  it  is  estemed  of  none, 

Because  that  fire  or  force  the  forme  doth  fade. 

Whereas  the  marble  holden  is  full  dete. 

Since  that  endures  the  date  of  lenger  dayes: 

Of  diamondes  it  is  the  greatest  praise. 

So  long  to  last  and  always  one  tappere. 

Then  if  we  do  esteme  that  thing  for  best 

Which  in  perfection  lengest  time  do  last, 

And  that  most  vaine  that  turnes  with  euery  blast. 

What  iewel  then  with  tong  can  be  exprest 

Like  to  that  hert  where  love  hath  iramde  such 
feath, 

That  cannot  fade  but  by  the  force  of  death. 


THE  VNCERTAYNE  STATE  OF  A  LOUER. 

Like  as  the  rage  of  raine 
Filles  riuers  with  excesse. 
And  as  the  drought  againe, 
Doth  draw  them  lesse  and  lessei 
So  \  both  fill]  and  clime, 
With  no  and  yea  sometime. 

As  they  swell  hye  and  hie. 
So  doth  encrease  my  state; 
As  they  fall  drye  and  drye, 
So  doth  my  welth  abate. 
As  yea  is  mixt  with  no. 
So  mirth  is  mixt  with  wow 

'   As  nothing  can  endure, 
That  lines  and  lackes  reliefe; 
So  nothing  can  stande  sure. 
Where  change  doth  raignc  as  chiefe* 
Wherfore  1  must  intende 
To  bowe  when  others  bende. 

And  when  they  laugh  to  smile, 
And  when  they  wepe  to  waile, 
And  when  they  craft,  begile. 
And  when  they  fight,  assaile^ 
And  thinke  there  is  no  change 
Can  make  them  seme  to  strange. 


Oh,  most  vnbappy  slaue! 
What  man  may  leade  this  course? 
To  lacke  he  would  faynest  baue. 
Or  elt  to  do  much  worse. 
These  be  rewards  for  such. 
As  Hue  and  ioue  to  much. 


THE  LOVER  IN  UBERTY  SMILETH  AT 
THEM  IN  THRALDOME^  THAT  SOME- 
TIME SCORNED  HIS  BONDAGE. 

At  libertie  I  sit  and  see 
Them  that  bane  earst  laught  me  to  soome» 
Whipt  with  the  whip  that  ecoorged  me. 
And  now  they  banne  that  they  were  borne, 

I  see  them  sit  full  sobrelye 
And  think  their  earnest  lokes  to  hide: 
Now  in  themselues  they  cannot  spye. 
That  they  or  this  in  me  baue  spide. 

I  see  them  sitting  al  alontf. 
Marking  the  steppes,  ech  worde  and  loke. 
And  now  they  treade  where  I  haue  goB€ 
The  painful  pothe  that  I  fbrsoke. 

Now  I  see  well,  I  saw  no  whit 
When  they  saw  well  that  now  are  blinde; 
But  happy  hap  hath  made  me  quit. 
And  iiist  iudgment  hath  them  asinde. 

I  see  them  wander  al  alone. 
And  treade  full  fiist  in  drediull  dout. 
The  selfe  same  path  that  I  haue  gone: 
Blessed  be  hap  that  brought  me  out. 

At  libertie  all  this  I  see. 
And  say  no  word  hut  earst  among, 
Smiling  at  them  that  langht  at  me, 
Lo  such  is  hap,  marke  well  my  song. 


A  COMPARISON  OF  HIS  UOUE  WITH  THE 
FAITHFUL  AND  PAINFUL  LOUE  OF 
TROYLUS  TO  CRESIDE. 

1  REDE  how  Troylus  serued  in  Troy 
A  lady  long  and  many  a  day. 
And  how  he  bOde  so  great  anoy,  . 
For  her  as  all  the  stories  say, 
That  halfe  the  paine  bad  neucr  man. 
Which  had  this  wofull  Trojan  than. 

His  youth,  his  sport,  his  pleasant  chere. 
His  courtly  state  and  company, 
In  him  so  strangely  altred  were, 
With  such  a  face  of  contrary. 
That  euery  ioy  became  a  wo, 
This  poyson  new  had  tumde  him  so. 

And  what  men  thought  might  most  bim 
And  most  that  for  bis  eomibrt  stode, 
The  same  did  most  his  mind  displease 
And  set  bim  most  in  furious  mode. 
For  all  his  pleasure  euer  lay, 
To  thinke  on  her  that  was  away. 

His  chamber  was  his  common  walke. 
Wherein  he  kept  bim  secretly. 
He  made  bis  bed  the  place  of  talke^ 
To  heare  his  great  extremity. 
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la  nothing  eb  bad  he  delight. 
Bat  eucn  to  be  a  martir  right. 

And  now  to  call  her  by  her  name. 
And  straight  therwith  to  sigh  and  throbbe: 
And  when  bit  fannes  might  not  frame, 
Then  into  teares  and  so  to  iobbe; 
All  in  extremes;  and  thus  he  lyes, 
Making  two  fountaines  of  his  eyes. 

As  agneshaye  sharpe  shiftea  of  fits 
Of  colde  and  heat  successiuely; 
So  had  his  head  like  change  of  wits, 
His  pacience  wrought  so  diue»ly: 
JKow  up,  now  down,  now  here,  now  these. 
Like  one  that  was  he  wist  not  where. 

And  thus  though  he  were  Pryaras  sonne« 
And  comen  of  the  kings  bye  bloode. 
This  care  be  had  ere  he  her  wonne, 
Till  she  that  wa.4  his  maistresse  good, 
And  lothe  to  se  her  seruant  so, 
Became  pbysicioo  to  his  wo. 

And  toke  him  to  her  handes  and  grace. 
And  said  she  would  her  minde  apply, 
To  helpe  him  in  his  wofoll  case. 
If  she  might  be  his  remedy ; 
And  thus  they  say,  to  ease  his  smart. 
She  made  him  owner  of  her  hart. 

And  truth  it  is  (except  they  lye) 
From  that  day  forth  her  study  went 
To  shew  to  loue  him  fisithiiilly. 
And  his  whole  mynde  fall  to  content: 
So  happy  a  man  at  last  was  he,  ' 
And  eke  so  worthy  a  woman  she. 

Lo,  lady,  then  indge  you  by  this, 
Mine  ease,  and  how  my  case  doth  fall; 
For  snrebetwene  my  life  and  his. 
No  difference  there  is  at  all: 
His  care  was  great,  so  was  his  paine, 
And  mine  is  not  the  lest  of  twaine. 

For  what  he  felt  in  seruice  true. 
For  her  whome  that  he  loued  so. 
The  same  I  fele  as  large  for  you. 
To  whom  I  doe  my  seruice  owe; 
Ther  was  that  time  in  htm  no  paine, 
Bot  the  now  same  in  me  doth  raigne. 

Which  if  you  can  compare  and  waigh. 
And  how  I  stand  in  every  plight. 
Then  this  for  you  I  dare  well  say, 
Yoor  heart  must  nodes  remoroe  of  right. 
To  graunt  me  grace  and  so  to  do. 
As  Creside  then  did  Troylus  to« 

For  well  I  wot  you  are  as  good, 
And  euen  as  faire  as  euer  was  she. 
And  comen  of  as  worthey  blood. 
And  bane  in  yon  as  large  pitie. 
To  tender  gie  your  owne  true  man, 
As  she  did  him  her  seruant  than. 

Which  gift  I  pray  Ood,  for  my  sake. 
Full  sone  and  shortly  you  me  send. 
So  shall  you  make  my  sorowes  slake, 
So  shall  you  bring  my  wo  to  ende 
And  set  me  in  as  happy  case 
Ai  Troylus  with  hit  bdy  was. 


TO  LEADE  A  VIRTUOUS  AND  HONEST 
LYFEK 

Flee  from  the  prease  and  dwell  with  sothfast* 

ness, 
Sufiise  to  thee  thy  good  though  it  be  small; 
For  horde  hath  hate,  and  dyming  ticklenes. 
Praise  hath  enuy,  and  weali  is  blinde  in  all: 
Fauonr  no  more  then  thee  behoue  shall. 
Rede  well  thy  self,  thai  oUiers  well  canst  rede. 
And  trouth  shall  thee  deliver,  it  is  uo  drede. 

Paine  thee  not  eche  eroked  to  redresse. 
In  hope  of  her  that  turneth  as  a  ball; 
Great  rest  standeth  in  litle  businesse. 
Beware  also  to  spurne  against  a  nail. 
Strive  not  as  doth  a  crock  against  a  wall, 
Deme  iirst  thy  selfe,  that  demest  others  dede; 
And  troth  shall  thee  deliuer,  it  is  no  drede. 

That  thee  is  sent  receiue  in  buxomnesse. 
The  wrestling  of  this  world  asketh  a  fal; 
Here  is  no  home,  here  is  but  wildernesse. 
Forth  pilgrime,  forth,  beast  out  of  thy  stall. 
Looke  vp  on  bye,  geve  thanks  to  Ood  of  all, 
Weane  well  thy  lust,  and  honest  life  aye  lead^ 
So  trouth  shall  thee  deliner,  it  is  no  dreade. 


THE  WOUNDED  LOUER  DETERMINETH 
TO  MAKE  SUTE  TO  HIS  LADY  FOR 
HIS  RECURE. 

Sims  Mars  first  moued  warre,  or  stirred  men  to 

strife,  [scape  with  lyfe: 

Was  neuer  sene  so  fearc6  a  fight,  I  scarse  could 
Resist  so  long  I  did,  till  death  applroach'd  so  nye. 
To  saue  my  self  I  thought  it  best  with  spede  away 

to  flye. 
In  danger  still  I  fled,  by  flight  I  thought  to  'scape 
From  my  deare  foe;  it  vayled  not;  alas  it  was  to 

late. 
For  Veniis  from  her  campe  brought  Cupide  with 

his  bronde  [thee  in  every  londe 

Who  sayd,  now  yielde,  or  els  desyre  shaJl  chase 
Yet  would  1  not  streight  yelde,  'till  tansy  fierce- 
ly stroke,  [me  with  this  yoke. 
Who  from  my  will  did  cut  the  raines  and  charged 
Then  all  the  dayes  and  nightes  mine  eare  might 

here  the  sound  [it  self  so  bound. 

What  carefuU  sighs  my  hart  wolde  steale,  to  feele 
For  though  within  my  brest,  thy  care  I  worke  (he 

sayd)  [eye  displajrde? 

Why  for  good  will  didst  thou  beholde  her  persing 
Alas !  the  fish  is  caught  through  baite  that  hides 

the  hooke,  [her  looke. 

Euen  BO  her  eye  me  trained  hath,  and  tangled  with 
But,  or  that  it  be  long,  my  hart  thou  shalt  be 

fayne  [when  I  complain: 

To  stay  my  life,  pray  her  forth  throw  sweet  lokes 
When  that  she  shall  deny  to  do  me  that  good 

tume,  [body  burne. 

Then  shall  she  see  to  ashes-gray  by  flames  my 
Desert  of  blame  to  her,  no  wight  may  3ret  impute. 
For  fear  of  nay  I  neuer  sought  the  way  to  frame 

my  sute. 
Yet  hap  that  what  hap  shall,  delay  I  may  to  long; 
Assay  I  shall,  for  I  heare  say,  the  stil  man  oft 

hath  wrong. 

I  Among  Chaucer's  Poems.    C* 
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THE  LOVER  mEWlUG  OF  THE  CONTI- 
NUAL PAINES  THAT  ABIDE  WITHIN 
HIS  BREST,  DZTERMINETH  TO  DYE 
BECAUSE  HE  CANNOT  HAVE  RE-- 
DRESSE, 

The  doleful  bell  that  still  doth  ring 
The  woftill  knell  of  all  my  uYyes, 
The  wretched  hart  doth  perce  and  wringe 
And  fllles  myne  eare  with  deadly  noyes. 

The  hongry  viper  in  my  brest 
That  Oh  my  hart  doth  lye  and  gnaiv'^ 
Doth  daily  brede  me  new  vnrest, 
And  deper  sighes  doth  cause  me  draw. 

And  though  I  force  both  bande  and  eye 
On  pleasant  matter  to  attend, 
My  sorowes  to  deceiue  therby. 
And  wretched  life,  for  to  amend  j 

Yet  goeth  the  mill  within  my  hart, 
Which  grindeth  nought  but  paine  and  wo. 
And  turneth  all  my  ioy  to  smart. 
The  euil  come  it  yeldeth  so. 

Though  Venus  smile  with  yelding  eyes. 
And  swete  mu^ke  doth  play  and  sing. 
Yet  doth  my  sprites  feeJe  none  of  these, 
The  clacke  doth  at  mine  care  so  ring. 

As  smallest  sparks  uncared  for. 
To  greatest  flames  do  sonest  grow; 
Euen  so  did  this  mine  inward  sore, 
Begin  in  game,  and  end  in  woe. 

And  now  by  vse  so  swift  it  goeth, 
That  nothing  can  mine  eares  so  fill; 
But  that  the  clacke  it  ouergoeth. 
And  pluckcth  me  backe  into  the  milL 

But  since  the  mill  will  nedes  about. 
The  pinne  whereon  the  wheele  doth  go 
1  will  assay  to  strike  it  out. 
And  so  the  mill  to  ouerthrow. 


THE  POWER  OF  LOVE  OUER  GODS 
THEMSELUES. 

For  lone  Apolb  (hys  godhed  set  aside) 
Was  seruant  to  the  king  of  Thessaly, 
"Whose  daughter  was  so  pleasant  in  bis  eye, 
That  both  his  harp  and  sawtrey  he  defide, 
And  bagpipe,  solace  of  the  nirall  bride. 
Did  puffe  and  blow,  and  on  the  holtes  hye 
His  cattell  kept  with  that  rude  melody. 
And  oft  eke  him,  that  doth  the  heauens  gide, 
HatI)  loue  transformed  to  shapes  for  him  to  base: 
Transmuted  thus,  sometime  a  swan  is  he, 
Leda  to  coy;  and  eft  Europe  to  please. 
A  milde  white  bull,  unwrinckled  front  and  fece 
Suffreth  her  play  till  on  his  back  lepes  she; 
Whom  in  great  care  he  ferieth  through  the  seas. 

THE  PROMISE  OF  A  CONSTANT  LOVER. 

As  lawrell  leaues  that  cease  not  to  be  grene 
From  parching    sunne,    nor    yet  from    winters 

threte; 
As  hardened  oke  that  feareth  no  swerde  so  kene; 
As  flint  ibr  toole  in  twaine  that  will  not  freate: 


As  fast  as  rocke,  or  piller  suerly  seli 
So  fast  am  1  to  you,  and  ay  haue  bene^ 
Assuredly  wbome  I  cannot  forget) 
For  joy,  for  payne,  for  torment  nor  for  teat} 
For  losse,  for  gaine,  for  frowning,  nor  for  thiet; 
But  euer  one,  yea  both  in  calme,  and  blast. 
Your  faitbfuU  frende,  and  will  be  to  my  last* 


AGAINST  HIM  TTTAT  HAD  SLAUNDERED 
A  GENTLEWOMAN  WITH  HIMSELPE. 

Fame  may  be,  and  by  the  powers  abo.>e, 
Neuer  baue  he  good  spede  or  lack  in  loue 
That  so  can  lie,  or  spot  the  worthy  fame 
Of  her,  from  whom  thou  R.  art  to  blame. 
For  chast  D|?ine  that  hunted  still  the  chace, 
And  all  her  maids  that  sue  her  in  tlie  race. 
With  fair  bowcs  bent,  and  arrowes  by  their  side. 
Can  say  that  thou  in  this  hast  falsly  lide: 
For  neuer  hong  the  bow  vpon  the  wall 
Of  Dianes  temple,  no  nor  neuer  shall. 
Of  broken  chaste  the  sacred  vow  to  spot 
Of  her  whom  thou  dost  charge  so  large  I  wot. 
But  if  ought  be  wherof  her  blame  may  rise. 
It  is  in  that  she  did  not  well  aduise 
To  marke  thee  right,  as  now  she  doth  thee  know 
False  of  thy  dede,  false  of  thy  talke  also; 
Lurker  of  kind,  like  serpent  layd  to  bite. 
As  poyson  hid  vnder  the  suger  white. 
What  danger  such  >  so  was  the  boose  defiUo 
Of  Collatine;  so  was  the  wife  beguiled. 
So  smarted  she,  and  by  a  trayterous  force; 
The  Cartage  quene,  so  she  fordid  her  corse. 
So  strangled  was  the  Rhodopeian  mayde. 
Fye  traytour  fye,  to  thy  shame  be  it  saide  : 
Thou  dounghil  crow,  that  crockest  against  the  run. 
Home  to  thy  hole,  brag  not  with  Phebe  again; 
Carrion  for  thee,  and  lothsome  be  thy  voyce. 
Thy  song  is  fowie,  I  weary  of  thy  ooyse: 
ITiy  blacke  fethers,  which  are  thy  wearing  wede 
Wet  them  with  teares  and  sorow  for  thy  dede: 
And  in  dark  canes,  where  irkesome  wormes  do 

crepe, 
Lurke  thou  all  day,  and  flye  when  tbon  sfaonldst 

slepe. 
And  neuer  light  where  liuing  thing  bath  life. 
But  eat  and  drink,  where  stinche  and  filth  is  rife, 
For  she  that  is  a  fowl  of  fethers  bright. 
Admit  she  toke  some  pleasure  in  thy  sight. 
As  foule  of  state  some  times  delight'to  take 
Foule  of  mean  sort,  their  flight  with  them  to  make. 
For  play  of  wing,  or  solace  of  their  kinde 
But  not  in  sort  as  tbon  dost  break  thy  minde; 
Not  for  to  treade  with  such  foule  fowIe  as  tbon. 
No,  no,  1  sM-ear,  and  dare  it  here  arow. 
Thou  neuer  setst  thy  foot  within  her  nest: 
Boast  not  so  broade  then  to  thine  own  fnrest; 
But  blushe  for  shame,  for  in  thy  face  it  standes. 
And  thou  canst  not  unspot  it  with  tby  bandes : 
For  all  the  heauens  against  thee  reeorde  bearp. 
And  all  in  earth  against  thee  eke  will  sweare. 
That  thou  in  this  art  euen  none  other  man 
But  as  the  judges  were  to  Susan  than; 
Forgers  of  that  wherto  their  lust  them  prickt 
Bashe,  blaser  then,  the  truth  hath  thee  connict: 
And  she  a  woman  of  her  worthy  fame 
Vnspotted  stands,  and  thou  hast  caught  the  shame: 
And  there  1  pray  to  God  that  it  may  rest, 
False  as  thou  art,  as  false  a9'is  th«  bes^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


OP  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  LATE  COUNTESSE  OF  PEMBROKE.     421 


iThit  M  cmnst  wrong  the  noble  kiode  of  mao» 
fn  whom  all  troutli  first  flourish'd  and  began. 
And  so  hath  stand,  till  now  thy  wretched  part 
Hath  spotted  ns ;  of  whose  kinde  one  thou  art, 
That  alt  the  shame  that  eiier  rose  or  may 
Of  shameful  dede,  on  thee  may  light  I  say. 
And  OD  thy  kiudp,  and  this  1  wish  thee  rather 
That  all  thy  seede  may  like  be  to  their  fiither: 
Vntnie  as  thou,  and  forgers  as  thou  art, 
So  as  ai  we  be  blameless  of  thy  part, 
Aod  uf  thy  dede.   And  thus  I  do  thee  leane 
Still  to  be  false,  and  falsely  to  deceaue. 


A  PRAISE  OP  MISTRES  R. 

1  HBARD  when  fiime  with  thundring  voice  did  sum- 
mon to  appere  [placed  here 
The  chief  ot  nature's  children,  all  that  kind  hath 
To  view  what  brute  by  virtue  got  their  liucs  could 
justly  craue;             [worthy  were  to  haue: 
And  bad  them  shew  what  praise  by  truth  they 
Wberwith  I  saw  how  Venus  came  and  put  her  self 
in  place,                            [plead  their  case: 
And  gaue  her  ladies  leaue  at  large  to  stand  and 
Ech  one  was  called  by  name  a  row,  in  tha^as- 
semblie  there,                     [or  other  where : 
That  hence  are  gone  or  here  remaincs,  in  court 
A  solemn  silence  was  proclaimd,  the  judges  sat 
and  herd                [who  should  be  preferd : 
What  truth  could  tell,  or  craft  could  fain,  and 
Tbea  beauty  atept  before  the  barre,  whose  brest  and 
neck  was  bare,                      [gold  she  ware. 
With  beare  trust  up,  and  on  her  head  a  caul  of 
Thus  Cupids  thralles  began  to  flock,  whose  houn- 
gry  eyes  did  say,                 [were  that  day. 
That  she  bad  stained  all  the  dames  that  present 
For  ere  she  spake,yith  whispering  words,  the  prease 
was  fild  throughout,  [a  shout. 
And  fancy  forced  common  voice*  thereat  to  glue 
Which  cried  to  fame,  take  forth  thy  trump,  a:i  d 

sound  her  praise  on  bye 
That  glads  the  hart  of  euery  wight,  that  her  be- 

boldes  with  eye. 

What  stirre  and  rale  (qnod  order  than)  do  these 

rude  people  make^  [vertues  sake. 

We  bold  her  best  that  shall  desenie  a  praise  for 

This  sentence    was  no  aoner   said,  but  beauty 

therewith  blusht  [thing  was  husht. 

The  noise  did  cease,  the  hal  was  still  and  euery 

Then  flneness  thought  by  training  talk  to  wiu  that 

beauty  lust,  [for  no  cost; 

And  whet  her  tongue  with  ioly  words,  and  spared 

Yet  wantooesse  could  not  abide,  but  brake  her 

talc  in  hast,  [nedes  be  hiest  plast 

Aad  peuish    pride  for  pecocks    plumes    would 

And  tberwithall  came  curiousnesse  and  car|>ed 

out  of  frame,  [beheld  the  same. 

The  audience  laught  to  hear  the  strife,  as  they 

Yet  reaaon  sone  apesde  the  brute,  her  reverence 

made  «nd  doon,  [tale  begoon. 

She  purchased  faaonr  for  to  speak,  and  thus  her 

Sins  bounty  shall  the  garlond  wear,  and  crouncd 

be  by  fame,  [same. 

O  happy  iudges  call  for  her,  for  ahe  deterues  the 

Wber  temperance  gouems  beauties  flowers,  and 

glory  is  not  sought, 
And  sbamfaoed  mekeneate  maatretb  pride,  and 
fertile  dwelt  in  thoof ht: 


Bid  her  come  forth,  .and  shew  her  face,  or  els  as- 
sent echeono,  [inarbic  stone 
That  true  report  shall  graue  her  name  in  ^otd  or 
For  all  the  world  to  read  at  will  what  worthines 
doth  rest,  [here  possest. 
In  perfect  pure  vnspotted  life,  which  she  fcath 
Then  Skil  rose  vp  and  sought  the  prease,  to  find 
if  that  he  might,                  [praise  of  right: 
A  person  of  such  honest  name,  that  men  should 
This  one  I  saw  full  sadly  sit,  and  shrink  her  self 
a  side,                                 [grace  did  hide. 
Whose  sober  lokcs  did  shew  what  gifts  her  wifely 
Lo  here  (quoth  Skill,  good  people  all)  is  Lncrece 
left  aliue,                         [praise  did  striuc. 
And  she  shall  most  accepted  be,  that  least  for 
No  longer  Fame  could  hold  her  peace,  but  blew  a 
blaste  so  highe,                [through  the  skie| 
That  made  an  eccho  in  the  ayre,  and  sowning 
Tliy  voice  was  loud,  and,  thus  it  said,  come  R. 
with  happy  dayes,           [thee  with  praise. 
Thy  honest  life  hath  won  thee  fame,  and  crowned 
And  when  I  heard  my  maistres  name,  i  thrust 
amids  the  throng,         [might  prosper  long. 
And  clapt  my  hands  and  wisht  of  God,  that  sh9 


OF  ONE  VNJUSTLY  DEFAMED. 

I  NB  can  close  in  short  and  conning  verse 
Thy  worthy  praise  of  buuntie  by  desart. 
The  hateful  I  spite  and  sclaundcr  to  reherse 
Of  them  that  see,  but  know  not  what  thou  art. 
For  kind^  by  craft  hath  wrought  thee  so  to  eye. 
That  no  wight  may  thy  wit  and  virtue  spye ; 
But  he  haue  other  fele  than  outward  sight ; 
The  lacke  wherof  doth  hate  and  spicte  to  trye: 
Thus  kiude  by  craft  is  let  of  vertues  light. 
She  how  the  outward  shew  ibe  »ittes  may  dull 
Not  of  the  Wise,  but  as  the  most  intend, 
Minerua  yet  might  neuer  pf  ice  their  scull, 
That  Circes  cup  and  Cupidea  brand  hath  blend. 
Whose  fond  affects  now  stirred  baue  the  brain; 
So  doth  thy  hap  tby  hue  with  colour  staine. 
Beauty  thy  foe  thy  shape  doubleth  thy  sore 
To  hyde  tby  wit,  and  shew  thy  vertue  vain; 
Fell  were  thy  fate,  if  wisdome  were  not  more. 
I  mean  by  thee  euen  G  by  name, 
Whom  stormy  wyndes  of  enuy  and  disdaine 
l>o  tosse  with  boistrous  blastcs  of  wicked  fame ; 
Where  stedfastnesse  as  chicfe  in  thee  doth  raigne. 
Pacience  tby  sctled  mind  doth  guicle  and  sterej 
Silence  and  shame  with  many  resteth  there. 
Tyll  tyme  thy  mother,  list  them  forth  to  call, 
Happy  is  he  that  may  enioy  them  all. 


OF  HIE  DEATH  OF  THE  LATE  COUNT* 
ESSE  OF  PEMBROKE. 

Yet  once  againe,  my  IVfuse,  I  pardon  pray. 

Thine  intermitted  song  if  I  rcpeate. 
Not  in  such  wise,  as  when  loue  was  my  pay; 

My  ioly  wo,  with  ioyfull  verse  to  treate. 
But  now  (unthank  to  our  deseit  be  gRven, 

Which  merit  not  a  heauens  gift  to  kepe) 
Thou  must  with  me  bcwailc  that  fete  hath  reveOy 

From  earth  a  iewel  laide  in  earth  to  slepe. 
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A  jewel',  yea  a  gemme  of  woraanhed, 

Whose  perfect  vertues  lii^ked  as  in  cbaine, 
So  did  adoroe  that  humble  wiuely  bed, 

As  is  not  rife  to  finde  the  like  againe. 
For  wit  and  learning  framed  to  obey, 

Her  busbandes  wyll  that  wylled  ber  to  use« 
The  loue  he  bare  ber  chiefly  as  a  stay 

For  all  her  frends  that  woukl  ber  furtherance 
chose. 
Wei  said  therfbre  a  faeauens  gift  she  was 

Because  the  best  are  sonest  hence  bereft; 
And  though  berselfe  to  beauen  hence  did  passe 

Her  spoile  to  earth  from  whence  it  came  she  left; 
And  to  v«  teares  her  absence  to  lament, 

And  eke  his  cbaunce,  that  was  her  make  by  law ; 
Whose  loss  to  lose  so  great  an  ornament. 

Let  them  esteme,  which  true  foues  knot  can 
draw. 


THAT  ECHE  THING  1$  HURT  OF  IT 
SELFE. 

Why  fearest  thou  the  outward  fo. 

When  thou  thy  selfe  thy  harm  dott  Cede, 
Of  grief  or  hurt,  of  paine  or  wo  ; 

Within  ecbe  thing  is  sowen  the  sede. 
So  fine  was  neueryet  the  ck>th. 

No  smith  so  hanl  bis  yron  did  beate. 
But  thone  consumed  was  with  moth, 
.Thother  with  canker  all  to  freate. 
The  knotty  oke  and  waynscot  old, 

Within,  doth  eate  the  selly-worme, 
Euen  so  a  minde  in  enoy  rold 

Alwayes  within  it  selfe  doth  bume. 
Thus  cuery  thing  that  nature  wrought. 

Within  it  selfe  bis  hurt  doth  beare, 
Ko  outward  harme  nede  to  be  sought. 

Where  enemies  be  withbi  so  near« 


or  THE  CHOISE  OF  A  WIFE. 

The  flickering  feme  that  flieth  from  eare  to  care. 
And  aye  her  strength  increaseth  with  ber  flight, 
Qeves  first  the  cause  why  men  to  hcare  delight 
Of  those  whom  she  doth  note  for  beantie  bright: 
And  with  this  fame  that  fleeth  on  so  fast, 
Fansy  doth  bye,  when  reason  makes  no  hast. 
And  yet  not  so  content  they  wishe  to  see 
And  thereby  know  if  feme  haue  said  aright. 
More  trusting  to  the  trial  of  their  eye. 
Then  to  the  brute  that  goes  of  any  wight ; 
Wise  in  that  point  that  lightly  will  not  leue 
Vnwise  to  seke  that  may  them  after  greue. 
Who  knoweth  not,  how  sight  may  loue  allure 
And  kindle  in  the  hart  a  hot  desire? 
The  eye  to  worke  that  fame  could  not  procure. 
Of  greater  cause  there  cometh  hotter  fire. 
For  ere  he  wete  himselfe  he  feleth  warme 
The  feme  and  eye  the  causers  of  his  harme. 
Let  feme  not  make  her  knowen  whom  I  shall  know. 
Nor  yet  mine  eye  therin  to  be  my  gyde, 
Suffiseth  me  that  vertue  in  ber  grow; 
Whose  simple  life  her  fethera  walls  do  hide. 
Content  with  this  I  leaue  the  rest  to  go 
And  in  such  choise  thaU  sUnd  my  wealth  and  wo. 


DESCRIPTION  OFANVNGODLYWORLDt. 

Who  loues  to  live  in  peace  and  marketh  eoery 

change  [right  wondrous  strange. 

Shall  hear  such  newes  firom  time  to  time,  as  sente 
Such  fraud  in  fcendly  lokes,  such  frendship  all 

for  gaine;  [men  rftain. 

Such  cloked  wrath  in  hateful  hartes,  which  worldly 
Such  feyned  flattering  faCith,  amongs  both  high  and 

low;  [ouerthrow. 

Such  great  deceit,  such  subtil  wits,  the  poore  to 
Such  spite  in  sugred  tonges,  such  malice  lull  of 

pride,  [not  goe  unspide. 

Such  open  wrong,  sach  great  mtrath,  which  can- 
Such  restless  sute  for  rowms,  which  fariageth  oiea 

to  care,  [not  bes^Bie. 

Such  sliding  down  from  slippery  seats,  yet  can  we 
Such  barking  at  the  good,  such  bolstring  of  the  ilL 
Such  threatuing  of  the  wrath  of  God,  such  vice 

embraced  still. 
Such  strining  for  the  best,  such  clyming  to  estate. 
Such  great  dissembling  euery  where,  such  loue  all 

mizt  with  hate. 
Such  traiues  to  trap  the  iust,  such  prolling  feults  to 

pike,  [heard  the  ltke> 

Such  cmd  words  for  speaking  trouth,  wfaoeuer 
Such  strife  for  stirring  strawes,  such  discord  dayly 

wrought,  [made  of  noQght. 

Such  forged  tales  dot  wits  to  blind,  such  matters 
Such  trifles  told  for  trouth,  toch  crediting  of  lyet. 
Such  silence  kept  when  fools  do  speak,  such  langb- 

ing  at  the  wise : 
Such  plenty  m«de  bo  scarce,  soch  cryeqg  for  re- 

dresse,  [dares  not  exprescCf 

Such  feared  signes  of  our  decay,  which  to^g 
Such  changes  lightly  markt,  such  tronUea  still 

apperes,  [thousand  yeres. 

Which  nerer  were  before  this  time^  no  not  this 
Soch  bribing  for  the  purte,  which  euer  gapes  for 

more,  [mack  in  store. 

Such  hording  vp  of  worldly  welth,  such  keping 
Such  folly  founde  in  age,  such  will  in  tender  youth. 
Such  sundry  sortes  among  great  derkes,  and  few 

that  speaks  the  truth. 
Such  felsbed   ynder    craft,  and  soch  Tnitedfe^ 

wayes,  [now  a  dayes. 

Was  neuer  seen  within  mens  harts,  as  ia  foond 
The  cause  and  ground  of  this,  is  our  TDquiet 

minde,  [we  must  leoe  behind. 

Which  tbinkes  to  take  those  goodes  away,  which 
Why  do  men  seke  to  get  which  they  cannot  pos- 
sess ?  [al  1  for  wretchednesae  ? 
Or  breke  their  slepea  with  carefol  thoughts,  and 
Though  one   amonges  a  skore,  hath  welth  and 

ease  a  while,  [many  a  mile: 

A  thousand  want  which  toileth  sore,  and  traoaile 
And  some  although  they  slepe,  yet  wealth  falles 

In  their  lap;  [tune  geT<»s  the  bap; 

Thus  some  be  riche  and  some  be  poore,  as  for- 
Wherfore  I  holde  him  wise,  which  thinkcs  bimstif 

at  ease,  [to  please. 

And  is  content  in  simple  state,  both  God  and  man 
For  those  that  Hue  like  gods,  and  honoured  are  to 

day, 
Within  short  time  their  glory  falls,  as  flowers  d» 

fade  away. 
Uncerteine  is  their  lines,  on  whom  this  world  wyll 

frowne. 
For  though  they  sit  aboue  the  starres,  a  storm 

may  strike  them  down. 
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to  yrelth  wlio'feares  no  ifiill»  may  slide  from  joy  ful 

•one;  [as  the  moon. 

There  is  no  thing  to  sure  on  earth,  bat  chan^th 
What  pleaaaie  hath  the  rich,  or  ease  more  than 

the  poore?  [the  more. 

Although  he  hane  a  pleannt  house,  his  trouble  is 
They  bowe  and  speake  him  fiiir,  which  seek  to  suck 

his  blood,  [his  good ; 

And  some  do  wish  his  soul  in  hell,  and  all  to  haue 
The  coueting  ot  the  goodesi  doth  nought  but  dull 

the  sprite.  [eth  for  the  sweet. 

And  some  men  chance  to  tast  the  sower^  that  grop- 
The  rich  is  still  eouiod  by  those  which  eat  his 
'  bread,  [are  daily  fed; 

With  Cswniug  speche  and  flattring  tales,  h\s  ears 
In  fine  I  see  and  proue  the  rich  have  many  foes, 
He  blepeth  best  and  careth  least  that  little  hath 

to  lose. 
As  time  requireth  now,  who  would  aooide  much 

strife,  [prince's  life; 

Were  better  Kae  in  poore  estate,   than   lead  a 
To  passe  those  troublesome  times  I  see  but  little 

choise,  [when  tbcy  rejoice. 

But  heipe  to  waile  with  those  that  wepe,  and  laugh 
Far  as  we  se  to  day  our  brother  brought  in  care. 
To  morrow  may  we  haue  such  cbaunce,  to  &1I 

with  him  in  snare. 
Of  this  We  may  be  sure,  who  thinks  to  sit  most  fast, 
Shall  sooest  fall  like  withered  leanes,  that  cannot 

bide  a  blast; 
ThoQgh  that  the  flood  be  great,  the  ebbe  as  low 

doth  runne ;  [shal  be  done. 

When  euery  mad  hath  played  his  part,  our  pagent 
Who  trusts  this  wretched  world,  1  hold  him  worse 

then  madde,  [to  bad. 

Ilere  is  not  one  that  feareth  God,  the  best  is  all 
For  those  that  seme  as  saints,  are  devilles  in  their 

dedes,  *    [it  beareth  many  wedes. 

ThoDgh  that  the  earth  bringes  forth  some  flowers 
I  see  no  present  heIpe  from  mischiefe  to  preuail, 
But  flee  the  seas  of  worldly  care  or  beare  a  quiet 

sayle: 
For  who  that  medleth  least,  shall  sane  himself 

fiom  smart:  [foolish  part. 

Who  stirres  an  oar  in  euery  bonie  shall  play  a 


WEDiSPAnUNQ  LOUER  LAMENTIETH. 

Walkiho  the  path  of  penaoe  thought 
I  aiktny  heart  how  came  this  wo, 
Thiae  eye  (quod  he)  this  care  me  brought. 
Thy  mind,  thy  witte,  thy  will  also, 
Enforceth  me  to  loue  her  ener. 
This  is  the  cause  ioy  shall  I  nener* 

And  as  I  walkt  as  one  dlsmalde, 
Thinking  that  wrong  this  wo  me  lent, 
Right  sent  me  word  by  wiath,  which  saidi 
This  iiist  iudgment  to  thee  it  sent, 
Nencr  to  die  but  dying  ener; 
TiH  breatli  thee  fail,  toy  shalt  thou  neuer. 

Sitb  Right  <dotib  indge  this  wo  tendure 
Of  health;  of  wealth,  of  tenedy, 
As  I  hane  done,  so  be  she  sure 
Of  faith  and  trath  TntU  I  dye. 
And  as  this  paine  cloke  shall  1  entry 
&•  inwardly  ioy  shall  I  nc«er« 


Griping  of  gripes  greue  not  so  sore.   . 
Nor  serpentes  siiog  causeth  such  smart. 
Nothing  on  eaith  may  pain  me  more. 
Then  sight  that  perst  my  wofoU  hart; 
Drowned  with  cares  still  to  perseuer. 
Come  death  betimes,  ioy  shall  I  neuen 

O  libertie!  why  dost  thou  swerue 
And  steal  away  thus  all  at  ones? 
And  I  in  prison  like  to  sterue. 
For  lack  of  food  do  gnaw  on  bones. 
My  hope  and  trust  in  thee  was  euer. 
Now  thou  art  gone,  ioy  shall  I  neuer* 

But  styll  as  one  all  desperate. 
To  leade  my  life  in  misery, 
Sith  feare  from  hope  hath  lockt  the  gat© 
Where  pity  should  graont  remedy; 
Dispaire  this  lot  assigns  me  euer 
To  liue  in  paine,  iqy  shall  1  neuer. 


TTtE  LOVER  PRAIETH  HIS  SERtTtCE  W 
BE  ACCEPTED,  AND  HIS  DEFAULTES 
PARDONED. 

Procrin,  that  sometime  serued  Cephalus, 

With  hart  as  true  as  any  louer  might; 

Yet  her  betid  in  louing  this  rnright; 

That  as  in  hart  with  loue  surprised  thus. 

She  on  a  day  to  see  this  Cephalus, 

Where  he  was  wont  to  shrowde  him  in  the  shad^ 

When  of  his  bunting  he  an  ende  had  made. 

Within  tlie  woodes  with  dredful  fote  forth  stalkethi 

So  busily  loue  in  her  bed  it  walketii, 

That  she  to  see  him,  may  her  not  rcstraine. 

This  Cephalus  that  heard  oue  shake  the  leaoes^ 

ITprist  all  egre,  thrusting  after  pray. 

With  dart  in  hand  him  list  to  further  daine 

To  see  his  loue,  but  slew  her  in  the  greaues. 

That  ment  to  him  but  perfect  loue  alway. 

So  curious  bene  alas  the  rites  all 
Of  mighty  loue,  that  vnnetbesmay  I  thttike^ 
In  his  high  serutce  bow  to  loke  or  winke; 
Thus  I  complaine  that  wretchedst  am  of  all 
To  you  my  loue  and  soueraign  lady  dere, 
That  may  my  hart  with  death  or  life  stere. 
As  ye  best  list,  that  ye  vouchsafe  in  all 
Mine  humble  seruice:  An4  if  me  raisfaH 
By  negligence,  or  els  for  lacke  of  wit. 
That  of  your  mercy  you  do  pardon  it; 
And  thinke  that  loue  made  Procrin  shake  the 

leues. 
When  with  vnright  she  slaine  was  in  the  greuei« 


DESCRIPTION  AND  PRAISE  OP  HIS 
LOUR 

Like  the  phxnix,  a  bird  most  rare  in  sight. 
That  nature  hath  with  gold  and  purple  drest; 
Such  she  me  semes  in  whom  1  most  delight. 
If  I  might  speak  for  enuy  at  the  least, 
Nature  I  thinke  first  wrought  her  in  despite. 
Of  rose.and  lilly  that  sommer  bringeth  fint. 
In  beauty  sure  ezceding  all  the  rest. 
Uuder  the  bent  of  her  brows  iustly  pight^ 
As  diamondes  or  laphires  at  the  least^ 
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Her  glistring  lights  the  darkness  of  the  night. 
Whose  little  mouth  and  chin  like  all  the  rest; 
Her  ruddy  lippes  excede  the  coral  quite; 
Her  yaery  teeth  where  none  excedes  the  rest, 
Fautlesse  she  is  from  foot  Tuto  the  wast; 
Her  body  smaU,  and  stiatght  as  mast  Tprigfat, 
Her  armes  long  in  iust  proporcion  cast, 
Her  hands  depaint  with  veines  all  blew  and  white: 
What  shall  1  say  for  that  is  not  in  sight? 
The  hidden  parts  I  iudge  them  by  the  rest. 
And  if  1  were  the  foreman  of  the  quest, 
To  give  a  verdict  of  her  beautie  bright, 
FoTgeve  me  Phoebus  thou  sholdst  be  dispossest; 
Which  doth  vsurp  my  ladies  place  of  right, 
Here  wyll  I  cease  least  enuy  cause  despite, 
But  nature  when  she  wrought  so  fiaire  a  wight, 
In  this  her  worke  she  surely  did  entend 
To  frame  a  thing  that  God  could  not  amend, 


THE  LOUER  DECLARETH  HIS  PAINES 
TO  EXCEDE  FARRE  THE  PAINES  OF 
HELL. 

The  soules  that  lacked  grace 
Which  lye  in  bitter  paine. 
Are  not  in  suche  a  place, 
Asfbolishe  foike  do  faine; 

Tormented  all  with  fyre, 
And  boyle  in  leade  againe. 
With  serpents  fall  of  yre 
Stong  oft  with  deadly  paiue  ; 

Then  cast  in  frosen  pites. 
To  freze  there  certein  howres. 
And  for  their  painful  fittes 
Appointed  tormentours. 

No,  no!  it  is  not  so. 
Their  sorow  is  not  such ; 
And  yet  they  haue  of  wo, 
I  dare  say  twise  as  much. 

Which  comes  because  they  lackc 
The  sight  of  th$  Oodhed, 
And  be  from  that  kept  backe 
Wherwith  are  angels  fed. 

This  thing  know  I  by  loue, 
Through  absence  crueltie. 
Which  makes  me  for  to  proue 
Hell  paine  before  I  die. 

There  is  no  tong  can  tell 
My  thousand  part  of  care  ; 
There  may  no  fire  in  hell 
With  my  desire  compare; 

No  boiling  leade  can  pas 
My  scalding  sighes  in  hete. 
No  snake  that  ener  was. 
With  stinging  can  so  frete. 

A  true  and  tender  hart. 
As  my  thoughtes  dayly  doe, 
So  that  I  know  but  smart. 
And  that  which  longes  therto. 

O  Cupid,  Venus  sonne. 
As  thou  hast  shewed  thy  might. 
And  hast  this  conquest  woon^ 
Now  cad  th«  save  aright: 


And  as  I  am  thy  slaiMr, 
Contented  with  al  this, 
So  help  me  soone  tb  haue 
My  perfect  earthly  bliss. 


OF  THE  DEAJH  OF  SIR  THOMAS  WYA7 
THE  ELDER. 

Lo,  dead!  he  liues,  that  whilome  lined  here 
Amone  the  dead  that  quick  go  on  the  groood. 
Though  he  be  dead,  yet  doth  he  quick  apere; 
By  lively  name,  that  death  cannot  confound: 
His  life  for  ay  of  fome  the  trump  shall  sound; 
Though  he  be  dead,  yet  liues  he  here  alioe. 
Thus  can  no  death  from  Wyat  life  deprioe. 


THE  LENGTH  OF  TIME  CONSUMETH 
ALL  THINGES. 

What  harder  is  then  stone,   what  more  thaa 

water  soft  ? 
Yet  with  soft  water  drops  hard  stones  be  p«ned 
oft. 

What  geues  so  strong  impulse 
That  stone  ne  may  withstand? 
What  geues  more  weke  repulse 
Than  water  prest  with  hand? 

Yet  weke  though  water  be. 
It  holowith  hardest  flint: 
By  proofe  whereof  we  see, 
Time  geves  the  greatest  dint. 


THE  BEGINNING  OF  THE  EPISTLE  OF 
PENELOPE  TO  UUS8ES,  MADE  INTO 
VERSE. 

OuNGRiiTG  make,  Ulyssesdere,  thy  wife  lo  leoto 

to  thee,  [self  to  me. 

Her  driry  plaint:  write  not  againe,  but  come  tfar 

Our  hatefol  scourge,  that  woman's  foe,  proud  Troy 

is  now  fordon;  [kingdome  woo. 

We  buy  it  dere,  though  Priam  slaine,  and  al  bis 

O  that  the  raging  suii^s  great  that  lechers  base 

had  wrought  [demon  sopgbt 

When  first  with  ship  he  forowed  seas,  and  Lsce* 

In  desert  bed  my  shinering  coarse  then  shoid  not 

haue  sought  rest,  [to  west 

Nor  take  in  grief  the  chereftil  sunne  so  slowly  fell 

And  whiles  I  cast  long  running  nights,  how  bestl 

might  begile,  [made  the  wbile: 

No  distaf  should  my  widowish  hand  haue  veuy 

When  dread  I  not  more  dauugers  great  then  are 

befell  in  dede  ?. 
JLoue  is  a  careful  thing  (god  wot)  and  passing  fel 
ofdrede. 


THE  LOUER  ASKETH  PARl>ON  OF  HIS 
PASSED  FOLUE  IN  LOUS^ 

You  that  in  play  peruse  my  plarnt,  and  read  ia 

rime  the  smart,  [boured  n  my  hart 

Which  in  my  youth  with  aighw  fiiQ  ocM,  I  har- 
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Know  ye  that  love  id  that  fitmil  age  drane  me  to 

that  dUtresae, 
Whfco  I  was  half  another  man,  then  I  am  now  to 

gesse. 
Then  for  this  work  of  wauering  words,  where  I 

nibw  rage  now  rew; 
Tost  in  the  toys  of  troublous  loue  as  care  or  com- 
fort grew, 
J  trast  with  yon,  that  lones  afiairs  by  proofe  hauc 

pot  in  nre. 
Not  only  pardon  in  my  plaint,  but  pity  to  procure : 
For  now  1  wot  that  in  the  world  a  wonder  haue  I 

be, 
And  where  to  long  loue  made  me  blind,  to  late 

shome  makes  me  se : 
Thus  of  my  fiiult  shame  is  the  fruite,  and  for  my 

youth  thus  past. 
Repentance  is  my  recompence,  and  thus  I  leame 

at  last. 
Locke  what  the  world  hath  most  in  price,  as  sure 

it  is  to  kepe, 
As  is  the  dream  which  fiincy  driues,  whiles  sense 

and  reason  slepe. 


WE  LOUER  SWEWETH  THAT  HE  WAS 
STRIKEN  BY  LOUE  ON  GOOD-FRI- 
DAY. 

It  was  the  day  on  which  the  sunne  depriued  of 

hyt  light,  [unto  the  night. 

To  rew  Christ's  death  amids  course  gave  place 
Wbeo  I  amid  mine  ease  did  fell  to  such  distem- 

prerate  fits,  [bereft  my  wits. 

That  for   the  fieice  that  hath  my  hart,  I   was 
I  had  the  bait,  the  hooke  and  all,  and  wist  not 

looes  pretence ;  [no  defence. 

Bot  farde  as  one,  that  feard  no  HI,  nor  forst  for 
Thus  dwelling  in  most  q^uiet  state,  I  fell  into  this 

plight,  [wept  in  sight 

And  that  day  'gan  my  secret  sighs,'  when  all  folke 
For  love  that  vCwed  me  void  of  care,  approcht 

to  take  his  pray,  [lay  the  way. 

And  stept  by  stelth  from  eye  to  hart,  so  open 
And  strait  nt  eyes  brake  out  in  tears,  so  salt  that 

did  declare  [of  care, 

By  token  of  their  bitter  taste  that  they  were  forgde 
Now  vaunt  thee,  loue,  which  fleest  a  maid  defenst 

with  Ttrtues  rare. 
And  wounded  hast  a  wight  unwise,  unweaponed 

and  nnware. 


THE  LOUER  DESCRIBETH  HIS  WHOLE 
STATE  UNTO  HIS  LOUE,  AND  PRO^ 
MISIXG  HER  HIS  FAITHFUL  GOOD 
WILL,  ASSURETH  HIMSELF  OF  HER 
AGAINE. 

Tbb  sunne  when  he  hath  spread  his  raieS| 
And  shewde  his  face  ten  thousand  waies ; 
Ten  thousand  thinges  do  then  begin 
To  shew  the  life  that  they  are  in. 
The  heaven  shews  lively  art  and  hue. 
Of  sandiy  shapes  and  collours  nue. 
And  laughca  upon  the  earth  anone. 
Th«  autli  u  cold  m  any  ttone^ 


Wet  in  the  teares  of  her  own  kinde, 

'Gins  tlien  to  take  a  joyful  minde : 

For  well  she  feeles  that  out  and  out. 

The  sunne  doth  warme  her  roonde  about; 

And  dries  her  children  tenderly. 

And  shewesthem  forth  full  orderly. 

The  mountaines  bye  and  how  they  stand. 

The  valleietf  and  the  great  maine  land; 

The  trees,  the  herbs,  the  towers  strong. 

The  castles  and  the  riuers  long: 

And  euen  for  joy  thus  of  this  heate 

She  sheweth  ftirth  her  pleasures  great; 

And  slepes  no  more  but  sendeth  forth. 

Her  clergions  her  own  dere  worth. 

To  mount  and  fiy  up  to  the  ayre^ 

Where  then  they  sing  in  ordre  faire; 

And  tell  in  song  full  merrily. 

How  they  haue  slept  full  quietly, 

That  night  about  their  mother  sides. 

And  when  they  haue  song  more  besides. 

Then  fall  they  to  their  mothers  brestes, 

Wliere  els  they  fede  or  take  their  restes< 

The  hunter  then  soundes  out  his  home» 

And  rangeth  straite  through  wood  and  corno^ 

On  hi  lies  then  shew  the  ewe  and  lambe. 

And  every  youg  one  with  his  dambe; 

Then  louers  walk  and  tell  their  tale, 

Both  of  their  blisse  and  of  their  bale; 

And  how  they  serve  and  how  they  doe. 

And  how  their  ladie  loues  them  to. 

Then  tune  the  birdes  their  armonie, 

Tlien  flock  the  foule  in  companie; 

Then  every  thing  doth  pleasure  fiuda 

In  that  that  comforts  all  their  kinde. 

No  dreames  do  drench  them  of  the  night, 

Of  foes  that  would  them  slea  or  bite. 

As  houndes  to  bunt  them  at  the  taile. 

Or  men  force  them  through  hill  and  dale; 

The  shepe  then  dreams  not  of  the  woulf ; 

The  shipman  forces  not  the  goulf : 

The  lambe  thiiikes  not  the  butchers  knife 

Should  then  bereue  him  of  his  life; 

For  when  the  sunne  doth  once  runne  in. 

Then  all  their  gladnes  doth  begin; 

And  then  their  skips,  and  then  their  play. 

So  fells  their  sadnes  then  away : 

And  thus  all  thinges  have  comforting. 

In  that  that  doth  them  comfort  bring; 

Save  I,  alas!  whom  neither  sunne 

Nor  ought  that  God  hath  wrought  and  don 

May  comfort  ought,  as  though  I  were 

A  thing  not  made  for  comfort  here. 

For  being  absent  from  your  sight. 

Which  are  my  joy  and  whole  delight. 

My  comfort  and  my  pleasure  to. 

How  can  I  joy  ?  how  should  I  do? 

May  sick  men  laugh  that  rore  for  pain  ? 

Joy  they  in  song  that  that  do  complain? 

Are  martyrs  in  their  torments  glad  ? 

Doe  pleasure  please  them  that  are  mad 

Then  how  may  I  in  comfort  be, 

That  lack  the  thing  should  comfort  me  ? 

The  blind  mon  oft  that  lackcs  his  sight. 

Complains  not  most  the  lack  uf  light; 

But  those  that  knew  their  perfectnes. 

And  then  do  misse  their  blissfulnes; 

In  martirs  tunes  they  sing  and  waile 

The  want  of  that  which  doth  them  feile; 

And  herof  comes  that  in  my  braines, 

So  many  faosies  work  my  ptinesi 
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For  when  I  wayghe  your  wortbines, 

Yoar  wisdome  and  your  gentlenes. 

Your  virtues  and  your  sundry  grace, 

And  mind  the  countenance  of  your  face; 

And  how  that  you  are  she  alone, 

To  whom  I  must  both  ptaine  and  mone; 

Whom  I  doe  loue,  and  must  do  still. 

Whom  I  embrace  and  ay  so  will; 

To  serue  and  please  you  as  1  can, 

As  many  a  wofull  faithful  man ; 

And  find  my  s6if  so  far  you  fro, 

God  knowes  what  torment  and  what  wo 

My  rufull  hart  doth  then  embrace; 

The  blood  then  cbaungeth  in  my  fece; 

My  sinnews  dnll,  in  dompes  I  stand, 

No  life  1  feeie  in  foote  or  hand; 

As  pale  as  any  clout  and  ded, 

Lo  sodeinly  the  blood  ore  spred; 

And  gone  again,  it  nill  so  bide ; 

And  thus  from  life  to  death  I  slide; 

As  cold  sometimes  as  any  stone, 

And  then  again  as  hot  anone. 

Thus  comes  and  goes  my  sundry  fits» 
To  giue  me  sundry  sortes  of  wits; 
Till  that  a  sigh  becomes  my  frende, 
And  then  to  all  this  wo  doth  end; 
And  sure,  I  think,  that  sigh  doth  roon 
From  me  to  you,  where  ay  you  wood; 
For  wel  I  finde  it  easeth  me. 
And  certes  much  it  pleaseth  me; 
To  think  that  it  doth  come  to  you; 
As  would  to  God,  it  could  so  do ; 
For  then  I  know  you  would  soone  finde 
By  sent  and  favour  of  the  winde; 
That  even  a  martirs  sigh  it  is. 
Whose  joy  you  arc,  and  his  Wis; 
His  comfort  and  his  pleasure  eke, 
And  even  the  same  that  he  doth  seke; 
The  same  that  he  doth  wish  and  crane. 
The  same  that  he  doth  trust  to  haue. 
To  tender  you  in  all  he  may. 
And  all  your  likinges  to  obay; 
As  farre  as  in  his  powre  shall  lye 
Till  death  shall  dart  him  for  to  dye; 
But  welaway  mine  owne  most  best. 
My  joy,  my  comfort,  and  my  rest; 
The  causer  of  my  wo  and  smart. 
And  yet  the  pleaser  of  my  hart; 
And  she  that  on  the  earth  aboue. 
Is  even  the  worthiest  for  to  loue, 
Heare  now  my  plaint,  beare  now  my  wo, 
Heare  now  his  paine  that  loues  you  so; 
And  if  your  hart  do  pity  beare 
Pitie  the  cause  that  you  shall  heare; 

A  doleful  foe  in  all  this  dout. 
Who  leaues  me  not,  but  sekes  me  out, 
Of  wretched  form  and  lothsome  lace. 
While  I  stand  in  this  woful  case; 
Comes  forth  and  takes  me  by  the  hand. 
And  saies,  Frend  hark  and  understand; 
I  see  well  by  thy  port  and  chere. 
And  by  thy  lokes  and  thy  manere, 
And  by  thy  sadnes  as  thou  goest, 
And  by  the  sighs  that  thou  out  throwest. 
That  thou  art  stuffed  full  of  wo. 
The  cause,  I  think,  1  do  well  know; 
A  fantaser  thou  art  of  some, 
By  whom  thy  wits  are  ouercome; 
But  hast  thou  red  old  pamphlets  aught? 
Or  halt  thott  known  bow  boketluue  taught^ 


That  loue  doth  use  to  such  as  tboQ^ 
When  they  do  think  them  safe  enow; 
And  certein  of  their  ladies  grace. 
Hast  thou  not  sene  oft  times  the  case 
That  Boddenly  their  hap  bath  tumde, 
As  things  in  flame  consnmde  and  bomde? 
Some  by  deceite  forsaken  right, 
Some  likewise  changed  of  fieuisie  tight? 
And  some  by  absence  sone  forgot? 
The  lots  in  love;  why,  knowest  thou  not? 
And  tho*  that  she  be  now  thine  own. 
And  knowes  thee  well,  as  may  be  kuowne. 
And  thinks  the  to  be  such  an  ono 
As  sbe  likes  best  to  be  her  owne; 
Thiukes  thou  that  others  haue  not  grace 
To  shew  and  plain  their  woful  case? 
And  chose  her  for  their  lady  now. 
And  swere  her  trouth  as  well  as  thou? 
And  what  if  she  do  alter  minde ; 
Where  is  the  loue  that  thou  wouldest  find) 
Absence  my  frend  works  wonders  oft. 
Now  bringes  full  low  that  lay  fol  loft. 
Now  turnes  the  mind,  now  to,  now  fro. 
And  where  art  thou,  if  it  were  so? 

If  absence  (quod  I)  be  marueilons, 
I  find  her  not  so  daungerous; 
For  she  may  not  reoMue  me  fro 
The  pore  good  wiU,  that  I  do  owe 
To  her,  whom  unneth  I  loue  and  sballf 
And  chosen  haue  aboue  them  all. 
To  serue  and  be  ber  own  as  far. 
As  auy  man  may  ofier  ber; 
And  will  her  serue,  and  will  her  loue, 
And  lowly  as  it  shall  behove. 
And  die  ber  own,  if  fate  be  so: 
Thus  shall  my  hart  nay  part  her  iro* 
And  witnes  shall  my  good  will  be. 
That  absence  takes  ber  not  from  mc; 
But  that  my  loue  doth  still  increase, 
To  minde  her  still  and  neuer  cease. 
And  what  I  feele  to  be  in  me, 
The  same  good  wil,  I  think,  hatfa  she; 
As  firm  and  fast  to  biden  ay. 
Till  death  depart  us  both  away. 

And  as  1  have  my  tale  thus  told. 
Steps  unto  me  with  countenance  trald 
A  stedfast  frend,  a  counsellour. 
And  named  is  Hope  my  comfortout; 
And  stoutly  then  he  Sfvsaks  and  saies. 
Thou  bast  said  trouth  witboiiten  nales; 
For  I  assure  the  euen  by  othe. 
And  thereon  take  my  baud  and  troChe ; 
That  she  is  one  the  worthiest^ 
The  troest  and  the  faithfullest. 
The  gentlest  and  the  meekest  mindci 
That  here  on  earth  a  man  may  finde; 
And  if  that  loue  and  trouth  were  gone. 
In  her  it  might  be  fbunde  alone; 
For  in  her  minde  no  thought  there  is. 
But  how  she  may  be  true,  I  wis: 
And  tenders  thee,  and  all  thy  heale. 
And  wisbeth  both  thy  health  and  weale 
And  loues  thee  euen  as  far  forth  than 
As  any  woman  may  a  man; 
And  is  thyne  own,  and  so  she  saies, 
And  cares  for  thee  ten  thousand  waies: 
On  tliee  she  speakes,  on  thee  she  thinkei, 
With  thee  sbe  eates,  wHh  thee  sbe  drinkes, 
With  thee  she  Ulkes,  with  thee  sbe  mones, 
With  thee  she  sigbes,  with  thM  ih«  gfont^ 
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With  thee  she  sales,  f«rwe1,  mine  ovrn. 
When  thotty  Ood  knovrest,  fall  iarre  at  gon; 
And  euen  to  tell  thee  all  aright, 


To  thee  she  saies  full  oft,  good  night; 

And  names  thee  oft  her  own  most  dere. 

Her  comfbrte  weal,  and  all  her  chere; 

And  telles  her  pillow  a1  the  tale 

How  thon  hast  don  her  wo  and  bale; 

And  how  she  longes  and  plaines  for  the. 

And  saies,  Why  art  thou  so  from  me? 

Am  1  not  she  that  loues  thee  best? 

tX>  I  not  wish  thine  ease  and  restf 

Seke  1  not  how  I  may  thee  please  ? 

Why  art  thou  then  so  from  thine  ease? 

If  1  be  she  for  whom  thou  carest, 

For  whom  in  torments  so  thou  barest; 

Alas!  thou  knowest  to  find  me  here. 

Where  1  remain  thine  owne  most  dete ; 

Thine  own  most  true,  thine  own  most  iu9t« 

Thine  own  that  tones  thee  stil,  and  must; 

Thine  owne  that  cares  alone  for  the, 

As  thou,  I  think,  dost  care  for  me; 

And  euen  the  woman,  she  alone 

That  is  Ailt  bent  to  be  thine  owne. 

What  wilt  thou  more?  what  canst  thou  craue, 

Since  she  is  as  thou  wouldst  her  haue? 

Then  set  this  driuel  out  of  dore. 

That  in  thy  braines  such  tales  doth  poure; 

Of  absence  and  of  chaunges  straunge. 

Send  him  to  those  that  use  to  chaonge; 

For  she  is  none,  I  thee  auow. 

And  well  thou  maiest  beleue  me  now ; 

When  Hope  hath  thus  his  reason  said. 
Lord,  how  I  feel  me  well  a  paide? 
A  new  blood  then  ore  spredes  my  bones. 
That  al  in  ioy  I  stand  at  ones; 
My  handes  1  throw  to  heauen  aboue. 
And  humbly  tbank  the  god  of  loue; 
That  of  bys  grace  1  should  bestow 
My  loue  so  well,  as  I  it  owe; 
And  al  the  planets  as  tbey  stand, 
I  thank  them  to  with  hart  and  hand; 
That  their  aspects  so  frendly  were. 
That  I  should  so  my  good  will  here 
To  yon  that  are  the  worthiest. 
The  fairest,  and  the  gentilest, 
And  best  can  say,  and  best  can  do 
That  longes,  me  thinks,  a  woman  to; 
And  therfore  are  most  wortliy  farre 
To  be  beloued  as  you  are. 
And  so  says  Hope  in  al  his  tale, 
Wberby  be  easeth  all  my  bale; 
For  I  Meve,  and  thinke  it  true, 
That  be  doth  speake  or  say  of  you: 
And  thus  contented,  lo !  I  stand 
With  what,  that  Hope  beares  me  in  hand; 
That  I  am  yours,  and  shal  so  be. 
Which  Hope  I  kepe  foil  sui-e  in  me; 
Al  he  that  all  my  comfort  is. 
On  you  alone  which  are  my  blis; 
My  pleasure  chief  which  most  I  finde. 
And  euen  the  whole  ioy  of  my  minde; 
And  shall  so  be  until  the  death 
Shall  make  me  yeld  Tp  life  and  breath: 
Thus  good  mine  own,  lo!  here  my  trust, 
I«!  here  my  truth,  and  seniice  just; 
I^!  in  what  case  for  you  I  stand, 
I^!  how  you  haue  me  in  your  hand; 
And  if  you  can  requite  a  man, 
Kequita  me  as  yon  And*  ma  than. 


OP  THE  TROUBLED  COMMONWELTff 
RESTORED  TO  QUIET  BY  THE  MIGHTY 
POWER  OP  GOD. 

The  secret  flame  that  made  all  Troy  so  hot^ 
Long  did  it  lurk  within  the  woden  horse: 
The  machine  huge  Trojans  suspected  not. 
The  guile  of -Greeks,  nor  of  their  hiden  force: 
Till  in  their  beds  their  armed  foes  them  met. 
And  slew  them  there,  and  Troy  on  fire  set. 

Then  rose  the  rore  of  treason  round  about. 
And  children  could  of  treason  cal  and  cry, 
Wiues  wrong  their  hands,  the  whole  fired  town 

throughout. 
When  that  they  saw  their  husbands  slain  them  by. 
And  to  the  gods,  and  to  the  skies  they  sh right 
Vengeance  to  take  for  treason  of  that  night. 

Then    was  the  name    of    Sinon    spred    and 
blowne. 
And  wherennto  his  filed  tale  did  tende, 
The  secret  starts  and  metings  then  were  known« 
Of  Trojan  traitours  tending  to  this  end. 
And  every  man  could  say  as'  in  that  case, 
Treson  in  Anthenor  and  Eneas. 

But  all  to  long  such  wisdom  was  in  store. 
To  late  came  out  the  name  of  traitour  than 
When  that  their  king  the  auUar  lay  before, 
Slaine  there  alas,  that  worthy  noble  man; 
Ilium  on  flame,  the  matrons  cryeng  out. 
And  all  the  stretes,  in  streames  of  blood  about* 

But  such  was  fate,  and  such  was  simple  trusty 
That  king  and  all  should  thus  to  mine  roon,        * 
For  if  our  stories  certein  be  and  iust, 
There  were  that  saw  such  mischief  should  be  done, 
And  warning  gaue,  which  compted  were  in  sort. 
As  sad  devines  in  matter  but  of  sport. 

Such  was  the  time,  and  so  in  state  it  stood, 
Troy  trembled  not,  so  carelesse  were  the  men, 
They  brake  the  walls,  they  took  this  horse  for§^f 
Thee  demed  Grekes  gone,  they  thought  all  auer<« 

,  ty  then. 
When  treason  start,  and  set  the  towne  on  fire. 
And  stroyed  Troyans,  and  gaue  Grekes  their  de> 
sire. 

Like  to  our  time,  wherin  hath  broken  out 
The  hidden  harme  that  we  suspected  least, 
Wombed  within  our  walles  and  realme  about, 
As  Grekes  ift  Troy  were  in  the  Grckeish  beast; 
Whose  tempest  great  of  harnes,  and  of  armes 
We  thought  not  on,  till  it  did  noise  our  hannes. 

Then  ffelt  we  well  the  piller  of  our  welth. 
How  sore  it  shoke ;  then  saw  we  euen  at  hand 
Ruine  how  she  rusht  to  confound  our  helth. 
Our  realme  and  us  with  force  of  mighty  band. 
And  then  we  beard  how  treason  loude  did  rore. 
Mine  is  the  rule,  and  raigne  I  wyll  therfore. 

Of  treason  roarke  the  nature  and  the  kynde, 
A  face  it  beares  of  all  humilitie. 
Truth  is  the  cloke  and  frendship  of  the  minde^ 
And  depe  it  goes,  and  worketh  secretly. 
Like  to  a  mine,  that  crepes  so  nye  the  wall. 
Till  OQt  breakes  tnlphure,  and  oretumeth  aU. 
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Bat  he  on  hye  that  secretly  beholdes 
The  state  of  things,  and  times  hath  in  bis  hand, 
And  pluckes  in  plages,  and  them  again  unfoldes. 
And  hath  apointed  realmes  to  fall  and  stand; 
He  in  the  mi^st  of  all  this  sturre  and  rout, 
Gan  bend  his  browes,  and  moue  himself  about. 

As  who  should  say,  and  are  ye  minded  so? 
And  thus  to  those,  and  whom  you  know  I  loue  ? 
Am  I  such  one,  as  nt>ne  of  you  do  know? 
Or  know  you  not  that  I  sit  here  aboue, 
And  my  haades  doe  hold  your  welth  and  wo. 
To  rnbe  you  now,  and  now  to  ouer  throw, 

Then  thinke  that  1,  as  I  haue  set  you  all 
In  places  where  your  honours  lay,  and  fame; 
43o  now  my  selfe  shall  geue  you  eche  your  fall 
Where  eche  of  you  shall  have  your  ^vorthy  shame; 
And  in  their  handes  1  wyll  your  fall  shall  be. 
Whose  fall  in  yours  you  sought  so  sore  to  see. 

Whose  wisdome  hye  as  he  the  same  fore  saw. 
So  it  is  wrought,  such  lo !  his  iustice  is, 
He  is  the  Lord  of  man,  and  of  his  law. 
Praise  therfore  now  his  mighty  name  in  this; 
And  makeaccompt  that  this  our  case  doth  stande; 
As  Israeli  free  from  wicked  Pharaos  hand. 


THE  LOUgn  TO  HIS  LOVE  HAITING  FOR- 
SAKE]^ JTIM,  ANV  BETAKEN  HER 
SELFE  TO  AN  OTHER. 

Tub  birde  that  somtime  built  within  my  brest 
And  there  as  then  chiefe  succour  did  receiue; 
Hath  now  elswhere  built  her  another  nest, 
And  of  the  old  hath  taken  quite  her  leaue. 
To  you  mine  oste  that  harbour  mine  old  guest. 
Of  such  a  one,  as  I  can  now  conceiue. 

Sith  that  in  change  her  choise  dolh  chief  consist, 
Thehauke  may  check,  that  nowoomes  fairc  to  fist. 


THE  LOUER  SHEfVETH  THAT  JN  DIS' 
8EMBUNG  HIS  LOUE  OPENLY  HE 
KEPETH  SECRET  HIS  SECRET  GOOD 
fVILL* 

Not  like  a  God  came  Jupiter  to  Woo, 
When  he  the  faire  Europa  sought  unto: 
Another  forme  his  godly  wisdome  toke. 
Such  in  eflfect,  as  writetli  Guides  boke; 
As  on  the  earth  no  lining  wight  can  tell. 
That  mighty  Jove  did  loue  the  queue  so  well. 
For  had  he  come  in  golden  garmentes  bright, 
Or  so  as  men  mought  haue  stared  on  the  sight; 
Spred  had  it  bene,  both  thrqugh  earth  and  aire. 
That  Jone  had  loued  the  lady  Europa  fair. 
And  then  had  some  bene  angry  at  the  hart, 
And  some  agaiue  as  ielous  for  their  part. 
Both  which  to  stop,  this  gentle  god  toke  mind. 
To  shape  himselfe  into  a  brutish  kind; 
To  such  a  kinde  as  hid  what  state  he  was. 
And  yet  did  bring  him,  what  he  sought  to  passe. 
To  both  their  ioyes,  to  both  their  comfort  sone. 
Though  knowen  to  none,  till  all  the  thing  was  done: 
|n  which  attempt,  if  1  the  like  assay. 
To  you,  to  whom,  I  do  my  selfe  bewray: 
Let  it  suffice  that  I  do  seke  to  be, 
Not  counted  yours,  aud  yet  for  to  be  he. 


THE  LOUER  DISCEIUED  BY  BIS  LOtTM 
REPENTETH  HIM  OF  THE  TRUE  LOUE 
HB  BARE  HER. 

I  THAT  Ulysses  yeres  haue  spent 

To  finde  Penelope, 

Finde  well  that  folly  1  haue  ment 

To  seke  that  was  not  so. 

Since  Troylus  case  hath  caused  me 

From  Cressed  for  to  go, 

And  to  bewaile  Ulysses  troth. 
In  seas  and  stormy  skies. 
Of  wanton  will  and  raging  youth. 
Which  me  haue  tosaed  sore, 
From  Scylla  to  Charibdis  ciiues. 
Upon  the  drowning  shore. 

Where  I  sought  hauen,  there  found  1  hap,   - 
From  danger  unto  death; 
Much  like  the  mOuse  that  treades  the  tn^i 
In  hope  to  finde  her  foode. 
And  bites  the  bread  that  stops  her  breath. 
So  in  like  case  I  stoode. 

Till  now  repentance  hasteth  him. 
To  further  me  so  fast. 
That  where  I  sanke  there  now  I  swim. 
And  have  both  streame  and  winde. 
And  lucke  as  good,  if  it  may  last. 
As  any  man  may  finde. 

That  where  I  perished,  safe  I  passe. 
And  finde  no  perill  there. 
But  stedy  stone,  no  grounde  of  glasse. 
Now  am  I  sure  to  saue, 
And  not  to  flete  from  feare  to  feare. 
Such  anker  holde  1  bane. 


THE  LOUER  HAVING  ENfOYED  HIS 
LOUE  HUMBLY  THANKETH  THE  GOD 
OF  LOUE,  AND  AVOWING  BIS  HART 
ONELY  TO  HER  FAITHFUU.Y  PRO- 
MISETH  VTTERLY  TO  FORSAKE  ALL 
OTHER, 

Thou  Cupid  god  of  loue,  whom  Venus  tfaralles  do 

serue  [well  deseme; 

I  yelde  thee  thankes  upon  ray  knees,  as  thou  d»i 
By  the  my  wished  ioyes  haue  shaken  off  dispaire. 
And  all  my  storming  dayes  be  past,  and  wether 

waxeth  faire; 
By  the  I  haue  received  a  thousand  times  more  ioy 
Then  euer  Paris  did  possesse,  when  Helen  was  in 

Troy. 
By  the  haue  I  that  hope,  for  which  1  longde  so  sore, 
And  when  I  thinke  vpou  the  same,  my  hart  doth 

leape  therfore. 
By  the  my  heauy  douts  and  trembling  feares  ara 

fled,  [thoughts  are  fed: 

And  now  my  wits  that  troubled  wer,  with  picant 
For  dread  is  banisht  dene,  wherein  1  stood  full  oft. 
And  doubt  to  speak,  that  lay  full  low,  is  lifted  no* 

aloft. 
With  armes  bespred  abrode,  with  opende  handes 

and  hart,  [my  smart. 

I  have  enjoyed  the  frnte  of  hope,  rewaid  of  all 
The  seale  and  signe  of  loue,  the  key  of  trouth  and 

trust,  [the  louers  lost. 

The  pledge  of  pure  good  will  haae  I,  which  makes 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THAT  FEW  WORDES  SHEW  WISDOME,  AND  WORK  MUCH  QUIET.   499 


Soch  grace  sios  I  haue  founde,  to  one  I  me  be- 

Uke, 
Tht  rest  of  Veous  derlinges  all,  I  utterly  forsake; 
And  to  performe  this  vow,  I  bid  my  eyes  beware, 
Tliat  they  no  straangers  do  salute,  nor  on  their 

beauties  stare. 
My  wits,  I  warne  ye  a]],  from  this  time  forth  take 

bede,  [fede. 

That  ye  no  wanton  toyes  devi8e,my  faosies  new  to 
My  eares  be  ye  shut  up,  and  beare  no  woman's 

voice,  [hart  rejoice. 

That  may  procure  me  once  to  smile,  or  make  my 
My  feete  Ml  slow  be  ye,  and  lame  when  ye  should 

moae. 
To  bring  my  body  any  where,  to  seke  another  lone : 
Let  an  the  gods  above,  and  wicked  sprites  below. 
And  every  wight  in  earth  accuse^  and  curse  me 

where  I  go; 
Ifl  do  false  my  fiiith,  in  any  point  or  case, 
A  sodein  veqgeance  fidl  on  me,  I  aske  no  better 

grace; 
Away  then  sily  rjrme,  present  mine  earnest  faith, 
Unto  my  lady  where  she  is,  and  mark  thou  what 

she  saith; 
And  if  «he  welcome  thee,  and  lay  thee  in  her  lap, 
Spring  thou  ibr  joy,  thy  niaister  hath  his  most 

desired  hap. 


TOWS  MUNDVS  JIf  MAUGNO  POSITUS, 

CoHnjUNB  we  may,  much  is  amisse, 
Hope  is  nie  gone  to  have  redref<se, 
These  dales  ben  ill,  nothing  sure  is, 
Kinde  hart  la  wrapt  in  heavinesse. 

The  Sterne  is  broke,  the  saile  is  rent,   ' 
The  ship  is  geveti  to  winde  and  wauc. 
All  heipe  is  gone,  the  rocke  present. 
That  will  be  lost,  what  man  can  sauc? 

Thinges  hard,  therfore,  ar^  now  refused, 
labour  in  youth  is  thought  but  vaine: 
Daty  by  will-not  is  excused, 
Remoue  the  stop,  the  way  is  plaine. 

Learning  is  lewd,  and  held  a  f6o1e; 
Wisdome  is  shcnt,  counted  to  raile. 
Reason  is  baoisht  out  of  schole, 
Tfie  blinde  ia  bold,  and  woides  preraile. 

Power  without  care  slcpeth  at  ease, 
Will  without  law,  runneth  where  he  hst,  ^ 
Might  without  mercy  cannot  please, 
A  wise  man  saith  not,  had  I  wist. 

When  power  lackes  care  and  forceth  not. 
When  care  is  feble  and  may  not, 
When  might  is  slothful  and  will  not, 
Weedes  may  grow  where  good  herbs  cannot. 

Take  wrong  away,  law  nedeth  not. 
For  law  to  wrong  is  biidle  and  paine; 
Take  feare  away,  law  bootcth  not, 
To  strive  against  streame,  it  is  but  vaine. 

Wyly  is  witty,  brainsick  is  wise, 
Trooth  is  folly,  and  might  is  right, 
Wordet  are  reason,  and  reason  is  lies^ 
The  bad  b  good,  darknesse  it  light 


Wrong  to  redrease  wisdome  dare  not. 
Hardy  is  happy,  and  ruleth  most, 
Wilfull  is  witledse,  and  careth  not 
Which  end  go  first,  till  al  be  lost 

Few  right  do  loue,  and  wrong  refuse^ 
Pleasure  is  sought  in  every  state. 
Liking  is  lust,  there  is  no  chnse, 
The  low  geve  to  the  bye  cbecke  mate. 

Order  is  broke  m  tbinges  of  weight. 
Measure  and  mean  who  doth  not  flee? 
Two  thinges  preuaile,  money  and  sleight. 
To  seme  is  better  than  to  be. 

The  bowle  is  round,  and  doth  downe  slide, 
£che  one  tfarusteth,  none  doth  uphold, 
A  fall  failes  not,  where  blinde  is  guide. 
The  stay  is  gone,  who  can  him  hold? 

Folly  and  falshod  prateth  apace, 
Trouth  under  bushel  is  &ine  to  crepe. 
Flattery  is  treble,  pride  sings  the  base. 
The  mcane  the  best  part,  scant  doth  pepe. 

This  fiery  plage  the  worid  infectes. 
To  vertue  and  trouth  it  geves  no  rest. 
Mens  harts  are  burnde  with  sundry  sectcsy 
And  to  eche  man,  his  way  is  best 

With  flodes  and  stormes  thns  be  we  tost> 
Awake,  good  Lord,  to  thee  we  crye, 
Our  ship  is  almost  sonk  and  lost. 
Thy  merey  help  our  misery. 

Mans  strength  is  weake;  mans  wit  is  dull. 
Mans  reason  is  blinde,  these  thinges  t^amend^ 
Tliy  hand  (O  Lord)  of  might  is  full. 
Awake  betyme,  and  heIpe  us  send. 

In  thee  we  trust,  and  in  no  wigbt. 
Save  lis,  as  chickens  under  the  hen  ; 
Our  crokedness  thou  canst  make  right, 
Olory  to  thee  for  aye.    Amen. 


THE  WISE  TRADE  OF  LYFM. 

Do  all  your  dedes  by  good  advise. 

Cast  in  your  minde  alwaiei  the  end ; 

Wit  bought  Is  of  to  dere  a  price. 

The  tryeid  trust,  and  take  as  frend. 

For  frendes  1  find  there  be  but  two. 

Of  countenance,  and  of  effect: 

Of  thone  sort  there  are  inowe. 

But  few  been  of  thother  sect. 

Beware  also  the  venym  swete. 

Of  crafty  wordes  and  flattery; 

For  to  deceiue  they  be  most  mete. 

That  best  can  play  hypocrisy. 

Let  wisdome  rule  your  dede  and  thought. 
So  sh^l  your  workes  be  wisely  wrought 


THAT  FEW  WORDES  SHEW  WISDOME, 
AND  WORK  MUCH  ItUiET. 

Who  list  to  leade  a  quiet  life. 
Who  list  to  ride  him  self  from  stryfe. 
Give  eare  to  me,  marke  what  1  say, 
Remember  well,  beare  it  away. 
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Holde  backe  thy  tong  at  ineate  and  meale^ 
Speak  but  few  wordes,  bestow  them  weW; 
By  wordes  the  wise  thou  sbalt  espye, 
By  wordes  a  foole  sone  shalt  thou  trye, 
A  wise  man  can  his  tongue  make  cease, 
A  foole  can  never  holde  his  peace. 
Who  loveth  rest,  of  wordes  beware, 
VTho  loveth  wordes,  is  sure  of  care : 
For  wordes  oft  many  have  been  shent^ 
For  silence  kept,  none  hath  repent. 
Two  eares,  one  tong,  onely  thou  hasty 
Mo  thinges  to  heare  then  wordes  to  wast. 
A  foole  in  wise  can  forbeare. 
He  hath  two  tonges,  and  but  one  eare. 
Be  sure  thou  kepe  a  stedfast  brayne, 
JLest  that  thy  wordes  put  thee  to  payne; 
Wordes  wisely  set  are  worth  much  gold. 
The  price  of  rashness  is  Kone  told. 
If  time  require  wordes  to  be  bad, 
To  hold  thy  peace  I  count  thee  mad. 
Talke  only  of  nedefiil  verities, 
Striue  not  for  triBi ug  fantasies; 
With  sobernesse  the  truth  boult  out, 
Affirme  no  thing,  wherin  is  doute. 
Who  to  this  lore  will  take  good  hede. 
And  spend  no  mo  wordes,  than  he  nede, 
Though  he  be  a  foole,  and  have  no  braine, 
Yet  shall  he  a  name  of  wisdom  gaine. 
fipeake  while  time  is,  or  hold  thee  still, 
Wordes  out  of  time,  do  oft  things  spill; 
Say  well,  and  do  well,  are  things  twaine. 
Twice  blest  ia  he  in  whome  both  raigne. 


THE  COMPLAINT  OF  A  HOT  WOER  DE^ 
tAYED  WrW  DOUBITVLL  COLD 
ANSWERS. 

A  KIND  of  coal  is  as  men  say. 
Which  have  assaied  the  same? 
That  in  the  fire,  will  wast  avi'ay, 
And  outward  cast  no  flame. 

Unto  my  self  may  I  compare 
These  coales,  that  so  consume, 
Where  nought  is  sene,  though  men  do  ttare, 
Instede  of  flame  but  fume. 

They  say  also,  to  make  them  borne. 
Cold  water  must  be  cast, 
Or  els  to  ashes  they  will  turne. 
And  half  to  sinder  waste. 

As  this  is  wonder  for  to  se. 
Cold  water  warm  the  fire* 
60  hath  your  coldnesse  caused  ma 
To  bume  in  my  desire. 

And  as  this  water,  cold  of  kinde. 
Can  cause  both  beat  and  cold ; 
And  can  these  coales  both  break  and  binde. 
To  bume,  as  I  have  told ; 

So  can  your  tong  of  frozen  yse, 
FVom  whence  cold  answers  come. 
Both  coole  the  fire,  and  fire  entice, 
To  bum  me  al:  and  some; 

Lyke  to  the  come  that  stands  on  stacke, 
Which  mowen  in  winter  sunne. 
Full  feyre  without,  within  is  black. 
Such  heate  theria  doth  nwnej 


By  force  of  fire  this  water  cold 
Hath  bred  to  bume  within ; 
Even  so  am  I  that  heate  doth  hold. 
Which  coki  did  first  begin. 

Which  heat  is  stint,  when  I  do  striae. 
To  have  some  ease  sometime; 
Bnt  flame  a  freshe  I  do  reuiue, 
Wherby  1  cause  to  dyme 

Instede  of  smoke  a  sighing  breath. 
With  sparks  of  sprinkled  teares. 
That  I  should  live  this  living  death. 
Which  wastes  and  never  weares* 


THE  AtlWBRB. 

YovR  borrowed  meane  to  moue  your  mone,  of 

fhme  withouten  flame. 
Being  fet-from  smithy  smoaking  coale,  ye  ieone 

so  by  the  same 
To  shew  is  what  such  coals  use,  taught  by  soc^ 

as  have  assayde. 
As  I,  that  most  do  wish  you  well,  and  so  ligbt 

well  appayd. 

That  you  have  such  a  lesson  learnde,  how  etCber 

*  to  maintaine,  [innuof; 

Your  fredome  of  unkindled  coale,  upheaped  ad 

Or  bow  most  frutfully  to  frame,  with  voiiiiy 

workmans  art,  [of  heated  hart; 

That  cunning  piece  may  pass  tberefro,  by  belp 
Out  of  the  forge,  wherin  the  iume   of  sif:bes 

doth  mount  iiloft,  [mettal  soft. 

That  argues  present  force  of  fire^  to  make  the 
To  yield  unto  the  hammer  bed,  as  best  the  «(rt- 

man  likes,  [temper  sCrikei; 

That  the  yron  glowing  after  blast  in  time  aid 
Wherin  the  use  of  water  is,  as  you  do  seme  to  ssy, 
To  quench  no  flame,  ne  hinder  heat,  ne  yet  to 

wast  away; 
But  that  which  better  is  for  you,  and  more  d^ 

litetb  me,  [like  to  be; 

To  saue  you  from  the  sodeyne  wast,  vain  cinder- 
Which  lasting  better  likes  in  love,  as  you  ycur 

semble  ply,  [teth  by  sod  bj : 

Then  doth  the  haven  blase,  that  flames  aod  flet- 
Sith  then  you  know  each  use>  wherein  your  cok 

may  be  applide,  [bide, 

Either  to  lye  and  last  on  hoorde,  in  open  ayre  to 
Withouten  use  to    gather  fist  by  foiling  of  the 

raines,  [in  his  veiitfii 

That  makes  the  pitchy  Joyce  to  grow,  by  sokii$ 
Or  lye  on  fornace  in  the  forge,  as  is  his  ase  d 

right,  [yelde  her  mifht; 

Wherein  the  water  trough  may  serae,  and  enta 
By  work  of  smiths  both  hand  and  bed,  a  ctia- 

ning  key  to  make,  [undertake; 

Or  other  pece  as  cause  shall  craae,  and  bid  him 
Do  as  you  deme  most  fit  to  do,  and  whereopos 

may  grow  [Imov. 

Such  joy  to  you,  as  I  may  joy  your  joyful  cue  to 


AN  EPITAPH  MADE  BY  W.  G.  LYING 0^ 
HIS  DEATH  BED,  TO  BE  SET  VTOS 
HYS  OWNE  TOMBE. 

Lo  here  lyeth  G.  under  the  ground^ 
Among  the  gredy  wormes. 
Which  in  his  life  tjrme  never  foimd 
But  itrife  and  $\xadj  fltoimes. 
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And  naiMiy  through  a  wicked  wife^ 
As  to  the  worlde  apperes, 
She  was  the  shortnyng  of  his  life. 
By  maoy  dayes  and  yeies; 

He  might  haye  lined  long,  god  wot« 
His  yeres  they  were  but  yong. 
Of  wicked  wines,  this  is  the  lot 
To  kill  with  spitefull  tong. 

Whose  memory  shall  still  remaime 
In  writing  here  with  me. 
That  men  may  know,  whom  she  bath  slayne, 
And  say  this  same  is  she. 


AM  ANSWBRB. 


If  that  thy  wicked  wife  had  spon  the  thread, 
And  were  the  weancr  of  thy  wo, 
Thou  art  then  double  happy  to  be  dead, 
As  happely  dispatched  so; 


If  r^e  dyd  caussesse  cause  thee  to  complayne, 
And  mad  moode,  mouer  of  thy  mone, 
If  firensy  forced  on  thy  testy  braynej 
Then  blest  is  she  to  liue  alone. 

So  whether  were  the  ground  of  others  grefe, 
Bocause  so  doubtful  was  the  dome. 
Now  death  hath  brought  your  payne  a  right  re- 
Aod  blessed  be  ye  both  become :  [lefe; 

She  that  sh«  lioes  no  longer  bound  to  beare 
The  rale  of  such  a  froward  hed, 
Thou,  that  thou  liuest  no  longer  fayne  to  feare 
The  restless  ramp,  that  thou  hadst  wed ; 

Be  thou  as  glad  therfbre  that  thou  art  gone. 
As  she  is  glad  she  doth  abide. 
For  80  ye  be  a  sonder,  all  is  one, 
A  badder  match  cannot  betide. 


EN  EPITAPH  OF  MAISTER  HENRY 
WILUAMS. 

From  worldly  wo,  the  ende  of  misbeliefe. 
From  cause  of  care  that  leadeth  to  lament. 
From  vayne  delight  the  ground  of  greater  grefe, 
From  fear  for  frendes,  from  matter  to  repent : 
From  painfull  pangs;  last  sorrow  that  is  sent. 
From  drede  of  death,  sith  death  doth  set  us  free. 
With  it  the  better  pleased  should  we  be. 

This  lothsome  life,  where  lyking  we  do  finde 
Tbencreaser  of  our  crimes  doth  us  bereue, 
Oor  bliss  that  alway  ought  to  be  in  minde. 
This  wily  world,  whiles  here  we  breath  aliue, 
And  flesh  our  fyned  fo,  do  stiQy  striue, 
To  flatter  us,  assuring  here  the  joy, 
Where  we  alas,  do  find  but  great  annoy. 

Untold   heapes  though  we   haue  of   worldly 
wealth. 
Though  we  possets  the  sea  and  frutful  ground 
Strength,  beauty,  knowledge,  and  unharmed  health. 
Though  at  a  wish,  all  pleasure  do  abound. 
It  were  but  vaine,  no  frendsbtp  can  be  founde, 
When  death  assaulteth  with  his  dredfnl  darte, 
No  fauaaome  cnn  stay  the  home  hasting  harte. 


And  sith  thou  cat  the  Hues-line  in  twatne. 
Of  Henry,  soone  to  sir  John  Williams  knight. 
Whose  manly  hart  and  prowes  none  could  staine. 
Whose  godly  lyfe  to  yertue,  was  our  light, 
Whose  worthy  fame  shall  flourish  long  by  right, 
Thou  in  this  lyfis  so  cruel  mightest  thou  be, 
His  sprite  in  heaven  shall  triumph  over  thee. 


ANOTHER  OF  THE  lAME. 

Stay  ^tle  frend  that  passest  by, 
And  leame  the  lore  that  leadeth  all. 
From  whence  we  come  with  hast  to  hye, 
To  lyue  to  dye,  and  stand  to  fall: 

And  learne  that  strength  and  lusty  age. 
That  wealth,  and  want  of  worldly  woe 
Cannot  with  stand  the  mighty  rage 
Of  death,  our  best  unwelcome  foe. 

For  hopefiill  youth  had  bight  me  health. 
My  lust  to  last  till  time  to  dye. 
And  fortune  found  my  virtue  wealth. 
But  yet,  for  all  that,  here  1  lye. 

Learne  also  this,  to  ease  thy  mynde 
When  death  on  corps  hath  wrought  his  spight, 
A  time  of  triumph  shalt  thou  finde 
With  me  to  scorne  him  in  delight. 

For  one  day  shall  we  mete  again, 
Mauger  deathes  dart,  in  life  to  dwell; 
Then  will  I  thank  thee  for  thy  paine. 
Now  nuirke  my  wordes  and  fare  thou  well. 


AGAINST  fVOMEN  EITHER  GOOD  OR 
BAD. 

A  MAN  may  live  thrise  Nestor's  life, 
Thrise  wander  out  Ulysses  race. 
Yet  never  finde  Ulysses  wife. 
Such  change  hath  changed  in  this  case, 

Lesse  age  will  serve  then  Paris  had, 
Small  pein  (if  none  be  small  inough) 
To  finde  good  store  of  Helenes  trade. 
Such  sap  the  root  doth  yelde  the  bought 

For  one  good  wife  Ulysses  slew 
A  worthy  knot  of  gentle  blood; 
For  one  yll  wife  Gi-eece  overthrew 
The  town  of  Tioy.    Sith  bad  and  good| 

Bring  mischief.  Lord  let  be  thy  will 

To  keep  me  free  from  either  iU. 


AN  ANSWER. 


The  vcrtue  of  Ulysses  wife, 
Doth  liue,  though  she  hath  ceast  her  race, 
And  far  surmounts  old  Nestor's  life; 
But  now  in  nioe  than  then  it  was. 
Such  change  is  chanced  in  this  case. 

Ladies  now  Hue  in  other  trade, 
Farre  other  Helenes  now  we  see. 
Then  she  whom  Trojan  Paris  had. 
As  vertue  fedes  the  roote,  so  be 
The  sap  and  roote  of  bough  and  tre. 
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Ulysses  nge,  not  bis  good  wife, 
Spilt  gentle  blood.    Not  Helenes  face. 
But  Pkris  eye,  did  raise  the  strife, 
That  did  the  Trojan  buylding  race; 
Thus  sith  ne  good,  ne  bad  do  yll : 
Them  all,  O  Lord  niaintaine  my  will. 
To  serae  with  all  my  force,  and  skill. 


AGAINST  A  GE^rriL  WOMAN  BY  WHOM 
HE  WAS  REFUSED. 

'    To  false  report  and  flying  fame, 
Whilest  my  minde  gaue  credit  light, 
Beleuing  that  her  bolstred  name 
Had  stuffe  to  shew  that  praise  did  bight. 
1  find  well  now  1  did  mistake. 
Upon  report  my  ground  to  make. 

I  heard  it  said,  such  one  was  she. 
As  rare  to  fiode  as  paragon. 
Of  lowly  chore,  of  hart  so  free. 
As  her  for  bountie  could  passe  none. 
Sudi  one  were  (aire,  though  form  and  face 
Were  meane  to  passe  in  second  place. 

I  sought  it  neare  thinking  to  finde 
Report  and  dede  both  to  agree. 
But  chaunge  had  tried  her  suttle  minde. 
Of  force  I  was  enforced  to  sec. 
That  she  indede  was  nothing  so: 
Which  made  my  will  my  hart  forego: 

For  she  is  such,  as  geason  none. 
And  what  she  most  may  boast  to  be; 
I  find  her  matches  more  then  one. 
What  nede  she  so,  to  deale  with  me? 
Ha  flering  face,  with  scornful  hart^ 
So  ill  reward  for  good  desert? 

I  will  nspent  that  I  haue  done, 
To  ende  so  well  the  losse  is  small; 
I  lost  her  loue,  that  lesse  hath  won. 
To  vaunt  she  had  me  as  her  thrall; 
What  though  a  gillot  sent  that  note, 
By  oocke  and  pye,  I  meant  it  not. 


THE  ANSWBRE. 

Whom  fisnsy  forsed  first  to  love, 

Now  frensy  forceth  for  to  hate, 

Whose  minde  erst  madness  'gan  to  moue, 

Inconstance  caoseth  to  abate. 

No  minde  of  meane,  but  heat  of  braine, 

Bred  hate  loue  like  heate  hate  agayne; 

What  hurdle  your  hart  in  so  greate  heat? 
Tansy  forced  by  fisined  fame. 
Belike  that  she  was  light  to  get. 
For  if  that  vertne,  and  good  name, 
Moued  your  minde,  why  changed  your  will, 
Sith  vertue  the  cause  abideth  itill? 

Such  &me  reported  her  to  be. 
As  rare  it  were  to  find  her  peere 
For  vertne  or  for  honestie. 
For  her  free  hart,  and  lowly  cheere; 
This  laud  bad  lyed,  if  you  had  sped, 
And  fiuoe  bene  ftlse,  that  bath  been  spred. 


Sith  she  hath  so  kept  her  good  name, 
Such  praise  of  life  and  giftes  of  grace. 
As  Brute  selfe  blusheth  for  to  blame. 
Such  fame  as  fame  fears  to  deface. 
You  slander  not;  but  make  it  plain. 
That  you  blame  Brute,  of  bratisb  train. 

If  you  have  found  it,  lokiog  nere. 
Not  as  you  toke  the  brute  to  be, 
Belyke  you  ment  by  lowly  chere, 
Bountie  and  hart,  that  you  call  free: 
But  lend  lightnesse  easy  to  frame. 
To  winoe  your  will  against  her  name. 

Nay  she  may  deme  your  doming  so, 
A  mark  of  madnesse  in  his  kinde. 
Such  causeth  not,  good  name  to  go. 
As  your  fond  folly  sought  to  finde: 
For  brute  of  kinde  bent  ill  to  blase, 
Alway  saith  ill,  but  forced  by  cause. 

The  mo  there  be  such  as  is  she. 
More  should  be  Gods  thanke  for  his  grace. 
The  more  is  her  ioy  it  to  see ; 
Qood  should  by  geason  earne  no  place. 
Nor  nomber  make  nought,  that  is  good. 
Your  strange  lusting  bed  wants  a  hood. 

Her  dealing  greveth  you  (say  ye) 
Besides  your  labour  lost  in  vaine. 
Her  dealing  was  not  as  we  !»ee ; 
Sclaunder  the  end  of  your  great  peine: 
Ha  lewd  lying  lips,  and  hateful  hart. 
What  canst  thou  desire  in  such  desart? 

Ye  wyll  repent,  and  right,  for  done 
Ye  haue  a  dede  deseruing  shame. 
From  reasons  race  far  have  ye  ronne. 
Hold  your  railing,  kepe  your  tong  tame; 
Her  loue !  ye  lye,  ye  lost  it  not. 
Ye  neuer  lost  that  ye  neuer  got. 

She  reft  ye  not  your  libertie 
She  vaunteth  not  she  had  you  thrall. 
If  oft  have  done  it,  let  it  lye 
On  rage,  that  reft  you  wit  and  all. 
What  though  a  varlets  tale  you  tell. 
By  cocke  and  pye,  you  do  it  well. 


THE  LOVER  DREDDISG  TO  MOUE  BIS 
SUTE  FOR  DOUT  OF  DENIALL,  AC^ 
CUSETH  ALL  WOMEN  OF  DJSDAISE 
AND  FICKLENESSE. 

To  walk  on  dontful  ground  where  danger  is  m- 

sene. 
Doth  double  men  that  carelesse  be  in  depe  despair 

I  wene; 
For  as  the  blinde  doth  fear,  what  footing  he  shiU 

finde, 
So  doth  the  wise,  before  he  speake,  mistrust  the 

strangers  minde; 
For  he  that  blootly  runs,  may  light  among  the 

breers. 
And  so  be  put  unto  his  plunge,  where  danger  lost 

apperes. 
The  bird,  that  seUy  fbole,  doth  wame  us  to  bewtre, 
Who  lighteth  not  on  every  buahei  he  dreadeyi  Vi 

the  snare. 
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TIm  ■HNise  ihat  sbont  the  tnp,  doth  shew  what 

hann  doth  lye; 
Within  the  iwete  betraying  bait  that  oft'  deceiues 

the  eye. 
The  fish  aooids  the  hook,  thoagb  hanger  bid«  him 

bite,  [delite. 

And  boueretb  still  about  the  wonne,  wheron  is  hit 
If  birdesandbeasteican  see,  where  their  undoingUes, 
How  should  a  mischief  scape  our  heads  that  haue 

both  wit  and  eyes? 
What  madnesse  may  be  more,  than  plow  the  bar- 
ren fielde?  [unweilde? 
Or  any  frutfull  wordes  to  sow,  to  eares  that  are 
Tbey  beare,  and  then  mislike,  they  lyke,  and  then 

they  lothe; 
Tbey  hate,  they  loue,  they  sconii  they  pnise,  yea 

sure  they  can  do  both. 
We  see  what  fiilles  they  haue  that  clime  on  trees 

unknowne;  [ouerthrowne; 

Ai  tbey  that  trast  to  rotten  bowes,  must  nedes  be 
A  nnsrt  in  silence  kept,  doth  ease  the  hart  much 

more,  [the  sore. 

Then  for  to  plaine  where  is  no  salue,  for  to  recure 
Wheribre  my  griefe  I  hide  within  a  bolJow  hart, 
Until  the  smoke  thereof  be  spred,  by  flaming  of 

the  smart 


AX  AniWBEB. 

To  trait  the  fiiyned  lace,  to  rue  on  forced  tearst 
To  credit  finely  forged  tales,  wherein  there  oft 

appeares,  [smart. 

And  breathes  as  from  the  brest,  a  smoke  oCkyndled 
Where  only  Inrkes  a  depe  deceit,  within  tbe  hollow 

bart;  [minde 

Mtrayes  the  simple  soule,  whom  plaine  deceitlesse 
Ttttgbt  not  to  feaie  that  in  itselfe  itselfe  did  neuer 

fiode. 
Koterery  trickling  teare  doth  argue  inwarde  peine, 
Kot  euery  sigh  doth  sorely  shew  the  sigher  not  to 

iaine; 
Mor  euery  smoke  doth  proue  a  presence  of  the  fire; 
Not  eoery  gltstring  geues  the  gold  that  gredy  folk 

d^ire; 
Not  euery  wailing  word  is  drawen  out  of  the  depe; 
Not  gric^,  for  want  of  granted  gnee»  enforceth 

all  towepe: 
Oft  malice  makes  the  minde  to  shed  the  boyled 

And  eouious  humour  oft  uulades  by  conduites  of  the 
Oft  craft  can  cause  the  man,  to  make  a  semiog 

■hew 
Of  hart  with  dolour  all  distreind,  where  griefe 

did  neuer  grow. 
«  oried  crocodile  most  cruelly  can  tole 
With  tnithlesse  teares  unto  his  death  the  silly 
j^  Pitieng  soule. 

i^e  neuer  those  therfore,  that  wisely  can  beware 
">^  goilefoll  man,   that  sutly  saith  himself  to 

dread  the  snare:  [song: 

^»Be  not  the  stopped  eares,  against  the  syrens 
'"^c  not  the  mind  not  moued  with  mono  of  fiils- 
j.       beds  flowing  tong. 

iv"  V^®  fraide  your  wit,  by  silence  so  to  speak, 
*  <^nft  to  crane  and  faine  by  fraude  the  cause 
Q       *•*•*  you  wold  break.  [same, 

/**  htnne  your  suUle  soule  shall  suifer  for  the 
*^  nighty  luue  will  wreke  the  wrong  so  cloked 

with  hia  name; 


But  we,  whom  you  have  wamde,  this  lesson  leame 

by  you,  [rotten  bow; 

To  know  the  tree  before  we  clime;   to  trust  no 
To  view  the  limed  busbe,  to  look  afore  we  light; 
To  shunne  the  perilous  baited  hooke,  and  use  a 

further  sight. 
As  do  the  moose,  the  bird,  the  fish,  by  sample  fitly 

shew,  [simples  wo. 

The  wily  wits  and  ginnes  of  men  do  worke  the 
So  simple  sith  we  are,  and  you  so  suttle  be, 
God  help  the  mouse,  the  birde,  the  fish,  and  uf 

3rour  sldghtes  to  fiee. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  HI8PAULTE. 
THA  T  WITH  UNGENTLE  WRITING  HAD 
DISPLEASED  HIS  LADY. 

Ah!  loue,  how  waiward  is  his  wit?  what  panges 

do  perce  his  breast  [bis  rest. 

Whom  thou  to  wait  upon  thy  will  hast  rened  of 

The  light,  the  daike,  tbe  sunne,  the  mono,  the  day 

and  eke  the  night: 

His  daily  dyeng  life,  himselfe,  he  hateth  in  de- 

spight.  [in  thrall^ 

Sith  first  he  light  to  loke  on  her  that  holdeth  him 

Hb  mouing  eyen,  his  moued  wit,  he  curseth,  hart 

and  all. 

From  hungry  hope  to  pining  fear,  each  hap  doth 

hurle  his  hart;  [into  smart. 

From  panges  of  plaint,  to  fits  of  fume,  from  aking 

Echo  moment  so  doth  change  his  chore,  not  with 

recourse  of  case. 

But  with  sere  sortes  of  sorowes  still  he  worketh 

as  the  seas:  [nily  wise. 

That  turning  windes,  not  calme  retumde  rule  in  un- 

As  if  their  holds  ot  hills  uphurlde,  they  brasten 

out  to  rise; 
And  pufie  away  the  power  that  is  unto  their  king 

assignde. 
To  pay  that,  sith  theyr  prifonment,  they  deme  to 

be  behinde. 
So  doth  the  passions  long  represt  within  the  woftiU 

wight, 
Breake  down  the  bankes  of  all  his  wittes,  and  out 
they  gushen  quite  [rule,  and  stay. 

To  reare  uprores;  now  they  be  firee  from  reasons 
And  hedlong  hales  the  unruly  race  his  quiet  quite 
away.  [ra8®» 

No  measuro  hath  he  of  his  ruth;  no  reason  in  bis 
No  bottom  ground  where  stayes  his  griefe,  thuf 

wears  away  his  age. 
In  wishing  wants,  in  waiting  woes.  Death  doth  he 
dayly  call  [at  all. 

To  bring  release,  when  of  reliefe  he  seeth  no  hope 
Thence  comes  that  oft  in  depe  despeire  to  rise  to 
better  state,  [of  all  his  fete: 

On  heauen  and  heanenly  lampea  he  layeth  the  feut 
On  God  and  Gods  decreed  dome  erieth  out  with 

cursing  breath. 
Echo  thing  that    gaue  and  saues  him  lyfe  he 

damneth  of  his  death. 
The  wombe  him  bare,  the  brestes  he  suckt,  each  star 

that  with  their  might 
Their  secret  succour  brought  to  bring  the  wretch 

to  woridly  light. 
Ye  that  to  his  soules  perile  is  most  haynoos  harme 

of  all, 
And  craues  the  cruellest  revenge  that  may  to  mam 
befell; 
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Her  he  blasphemes,  in  whom  K  lieth  in  presient  as 

she  please,  [heauens  ease. 

To  damp  tie  him  down  to  depth  of  bell,  or  plant  in 
Sach  rage  constrainde  my  strayned  hart  to  guyde 

thanhappy  hand 
That  sent  unfiting  blots  to  her  on  whom  my  lyfe 

doth  stand. 
Bnt  graunt,  O  God,  that  he  for  them  may  beare  the 

worthy  blame,  [the  same : 

Whom  I  doe  in  my  depe  distresse  finde  guilty  of 
Even  that  blind  buy  that  blindly  guides  the  font- 

lesse  to  their  fall; 
That  laughes  when  they  lament,  that  he  hath 

throwen  into  thrall. 
Or  Lord,  saue  louring  lokes  of  her;  what  penance 

els  thou  please,  [ease. 

So  her  contented  will  be  wonne,  I  count  it  all  mi^ie 
And  thou,  on  whom  doth  hang  my  will,  with  hart, 

with  soul,  and  care, 
With  l3rfe,  and  all  that  lyfe  may  have,  of  well  or 

evyll  fare,  [of  saltish  brine, 

Graont  gprace  to  him  that  grates  therefore,  with  sea 
By  extreme  heat  of  boiling  brest,  distilled  through 

his  eyen; 
And  with  thy  fansy  render  thou  my  selfe  to  me 

againe,  [paine. 

That  daily  then  we  duly  may  employ  a  painlesse 
To  yeldc  and  take  the  joyful  firute  that  harty  loue 

doth  lend  *  [happy  end. 

To  them  that  meane  by  honest  ineanes  to  come  to 


THE    LOVER    WOUNDED    OF    CUPIDE, 
•  WISHED     HE      HAD     RATHER     BEN 
STRICKEN  BY  DEATH. 

The  blinded  boy,  that  bendes  the  bow 
To  make,  with  dynt  of  double  wounde 
The  stoutest  state  to  stoupe,  and  know 
The  cruel  craft  that  I  have  founde; 

With  death  I  would  had  chopt  a  change, 
To  borow,  as  by  bargaine  made, 
Eche  others  shaft;  when  he  did  range 
With  restlesse  rouing  to  invade 

Thunthralled  myndes  of  simple  wightes; 
Whose  giltles  ghostes  deserued  not 
'  To  fele  such  fall  of  their  delightes; 
Such  pangs,  as  I  have  past,  God  wot. 

Then  both  in  new  unwonted  wise. 
Should  death  deserue  a  better  name. 
Not  (as  tofore  hath  ben  his  guise) 
Of  crueltie  to  bear  the  blame. 

But  contrary  be  counted  kinde. 
In  lending  life  and  sparing  space. 
For  sicke  to  ryse,  and  seke  to  flnde, 
Away  to  wish  their  wery  race 

To  drawe  to  some  desired  end ; 
Their  long  and  lothed  life  to  ryd. 
And  so  to  fele  how  like  a  frend. 
Before  the  bargain  made  he  did. 

And  kme  should  ejrther  bring  againe, 
To  wounded  wightes  theyr  owne  desire; 
A  weloorae  end  of  pining  paine. 
As  doth  their  cause  of  rath  require: 


Or  when  he  meanes  the  quiet  man 
A  harme,  to  hasten  him  to  gvefe : 
A  better  dede  be  should  do  then. 
With  borrowd  dart  to  geue  reliefe. 

That  both  the  sicke  well  demene  may, 
He  brought  roe  rightly  my  request^ 
And  eke  the  other  sort  may  saye. 
He  wrought  me  trucly  for  the  best. 

So  had  not  iansye  forced  me 
To  bear  a  brunt  of  greater  wo 
Then  leaning  sucbe  a  life  may  be; 
The  grounde  where  only  grimes  do  grow. 

Unlucky  liking  linkt  my  hart 
In  foiged  hope  and  forced  feare. 
That  oft  I  wisht  the  other  dart 
Had  rather  peroed  me  as  neare. 

A  fained  trust,  constrained  care. 
Most  loth  to  lack,  most  hard  to  finde; 
In  sunder  so  my  judgment  tare. 
That  quite  was  quiet  out  of  minde. 

Absent  in  absence  of  mine  ease. 
Present  in  presence  of  my  paine. 
The  woes  of  want  did  much  displease 
The  sighes  1  sought  did  greae  againe. 

Oft  grief  that  boyled  in  ray  brest. 
Hath  fraught  my  foce  with  saltish  tcEures, 
Pronouncing  proucs  of  mine  unrest. 
Whereby  my  passed  paine  appeares. 

My  sighes  full  often  have  supplied. 
That  foyne  with  wordes  I  would  have  said; 
My  voice  was  stopt,  my  tong  was  tyed. 
My  wittes  with  wo  wer  over  waid. 

With  trembling  soule  and  humble  diere, . 
Oft  grated  1  for  greimt  of  gnce, 
On  hope,  that  bountie  might  be  there, 
Where  beautie  had  so  pight  her  place. 

At  length  I  founde  that  I  did  feare. 
How  I  had  labourde  all  to  losse; 
My  selfe  had  been  the  carpenter; 
That  framed  me  the  cmell  < 


Of  this  to  come,  if  dout  alone. 
Though  blent  with  tmsst  of  better  spede. 
So  oft  hath  moued  my  minde  to  mune, 
So  oft  hath  made  my  hart  to  blede. 

What  shall  I  say  of  it  indede. 
Now  hope  is  gone,  mine  old  releife. 
And  I  enforced  all  to  fede 
Upon  the  frutes  of  bitter  griefe? 


OF  WOJUENS  CHANGEABLE  WYIL 

I  WOLD  I  found  not,  as  I  fele. 
Such  changing  chere  of  womens  will. 
By  fickle  flight  of  fortunes  whele. 
By  kinde  or  custom  never  still. 

So  should  I  finde  no  fault  to  lay 
On  fortune  for  their  mouyng  minde; 
So  should  1  know  no  cause  to  lay 
This  change  to  chauncc  by,  coone  of  kinde; 
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%o  ihoiikl  Bot  Kme  so  work  my  wo, 
To  make  death  surgeon  for  my  sore; 
So  shoald  their  wittes  not  wander  so; 
So  should  I  recke  the  lesse  therfore. 


WE  LOUER  COMPLAINETW  THE  LOSSE 
OF  HIS  LADY. 

No  joy  have  1,  but  liue  in  heauinesse, 
My  dame  of  price  bereft  by  fortunes  cruelnesse; 
Mjr  hap  is  turned  to  unhappinesse ; 
Unhappy  I  am,  unless  I  find  relesse. 

Hj  pastime  past,  my  youthlike  yeres  are  gone; 
My  montbes   of  mirth,   my  glistring  dayes  of 

gladnmenesse. 
My  times  of  triomphe  turned  into  mone, 
Uobappy  lam  unlesse  I  find  release. 

My  wonted  winde   to    chaunt    my  cheieftil 
chaunce  [lesse; 

Doth  sigh,  that  song  somtimes  the  balade  of  my 
My  sobbes,  my  sore,  and  sorow  to  advance. 
Unhappy  I  am,  unlesse  I  find  release. 

I  moume  my  mirth,  for  griefe  that  it  is  gone, 
I  moorne  my  mirth,  wherof  my  musing  mind- 

foloesse. 
Is  ground  of  greater  griefe  that  growes  theron. 
Unhappy  I  am,  unlesse  I  finde  relesse. 

Nojoyhauel;  for  fortune  fro wardly     [nesse; 
Hath  bent  her  -browes,  hath  put  her  hand  to  cruel- 
Hsth  reft  my  damej  constrained  me  to  crye; 
Unhappy  1  am,  unlesse  I  finde  relesse. 


OF  THE  GOLDEN  MEANE. 

The  wisest  way,  thy  boate  in  wane  and  wind  to 

goie, 
u  neither  still  the  trade  of  middle  streame  to  tryct 
Ke  (warely  shunning  wrecke  by  wether)  aye  to 

Die, 

To  presse  upon  perillous  shore. 

Both  clenely  flees  he  filth,  ne  wonnes  a  wretched 

wight,  [spite, 

in  caiich  coate;  and  carefuU  court  aye  thrall  to 

^'th  port  of  proude  estate,  he  leues,  who  doth 

delite. 

Of  golden  meane  to  bold  the  lore. 

Stormes  riefest  rende  the  sturdy  stoute  pine 
apple  tree. 
Of  lofty  ruing  towers  the  folles  the  feller  be, 
Most  fen  doth  lightning  light,  where  furthest  wee 
dose 

The  hilles  the  valley  to  forsake. 

Well  ftmisht    brest    to  byde    eche  chanses 

changing  cbere,  [foil  foare 

|n  woe  hath  cberefoll  hope,  in  n^e  hath  ware- 

Oneielfe  Jooe  winter  makes  with  lothfoll  lokes 

appeare. 

That  can  by  coarse  the  same  aslake. 

I  IP^  '^  *^^  mishap  thy  case  now  casten  be? 
n  forcetb  not  such  forme  of  lucke  to  last  to  thee; 
•^ot  alway  bent  is  Phebus  bowe,  his  harpe  and  he 
Ceait  sillier  sound  sometime  doth  raise. 


In  hardest  hap  use  helpe  of  hardy  hopefoll  hart. 
Seme  boide  to  beare  the  front  of'fortmie  ouer- 

thwart. 
Eke  wisely  when  forewinde  too  fiill  breathes  on 
thy  part. 
Swage  swelling  saile,  and  doubt  decayes. 


THE  PRAISE  OF  A  TRUE  FRENDR 

Whoso  that  wisely  waycs  the  profite  and  the  prise ' 
Of  thinges  wherein  delight  by  worth  is  wont  to 

rise. 
Shall  find  no  jewel  is  so  rich,  ne  yet  so  rare, 
That  with  the  frendly  hart  in  value  may  compare. 

What  other  welth  to  man  by  fortune  may  befall ; 
But  fortunes  changed  chere  may  reue  a  man  of 

all? 
A  fipend  no  wracke  of  welth,  no  cruel  cause  of  wo 
Can  force  his  frendty  faith  unirendly  to  forgoe. 

If  fortune  frendly  fawne,  and  lend  thee  wdthy 

store. 
Thy  frendes  coi^yned  joy  doth  make  thy  joy  tiie 

more: 
If  frowardly  she  frown,  and  drhie  thee  to  distresse. 
His  ayde  releues  thy  ruthe,  and  makes  thy  sorow 

lesse. 

Thus  fortunes  pleasant  frutes  by  firendes  en* 

creased  bee. 
The  bitter,  shaipe,  and  aowre,  by  frendes  alayde  to 

thee: 
That  when  thou  doest  rgoyce,  then  doubled  is  thy 

And  eke  in  cause  of  care,  the  lesse  is  thy  anoy. 

Aloft  if  thou  do  liue,  as  one  appointed  here 
A  stately  part  on  stage  of  worldly  state  to  here. 
Thy  freind,as  only  free  fifom  fraude,  wil  thee  aduise. 
To  rest  within  the  rule  of  meaner  as  do  the  wise. 

Hee  seeketh  to  foresee  the  peril  of  thy  fiUI; 

He  fiudeth  out  thy  foultes,  and  wames  thee  of 

them  all.  [case. 

Thee,  not  thy  lucke,  he  ioues,  what  ener  be  thy 

Hee  isthyfoithfull  frend,and  thee  he  doth  embrace* 

If  churlish  cheaie  d  chance  have  thrown  thee 
into  thrall. 
And  that  thy  nede  aske  aid  for  to  releue  thy  foil: 
In  him  thou  secret  trust  assuied  art  to  haoe. 
And  succour  not  to  seke,  before  that  thou  can 
crane. 

Thus  is  thy  frend  to  thee,  the  comfort  'Of  thy 
peine. 
The  sUyer  of  tby  state,  the  doubler  of  thy  gaine; 
In  welth  and  wo  thy  frend,  an  other  self  to  thee. 
Such  man  to  man  a  god,  the  proverb  saith  to  beeb 

As  welth  will  bring  thee  frendes  in  louring  aio  to 

prone. 
So  wo  shall  yeld  thee  ftendei  in  laughing  welth  to 

loue: 
With  wisedome  chuse  thy  frend;  with  vertoe  him 

retaine: 
I^t  vertue  be  the  ground,  so  shall  it  not  be  vaint. 
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THE    L0X7ER    LAMENTETH  OTHER    TO 
HAVE  THE  FRXJTES  OF  HIS  SERVICE. 

Some  men  would  think  of  right  to  haue. 

For  their  true  meaning,  some  reward: 

But  while  that  I  do  cry  and  crane, 

I  see  that  others  be  preferd. 

I  gape  for  that  I  am  debard: 

I  fare  as  doth  the  hoand  at  hatch, 

The  worse  T  spede,  the  lenger  I  watch* 

My  wastefull  wille  is  tried  by  trast; 
My 'fond  fiiDsie  is  mine  abuse; 
For  that  I  would  refraine  my  lust. 
For  mine  auaile  I  cannot  chuse 
A  will,  and  yet  no  power  to  use: 
A  will  no  will,  by  reason  just, 
Sins  my  will  is  at  others  lust. 

They  eate  the  hony,  I  hold  the  blue; 
I  sow  the  sede,  they  repe  the  come; 
I  waste,  they  winne;  I  draw,  they  drine; 
Theirs  is  the  thank,  mine  is  the  scome; 
I  seke,  they  spede:  in  wast  my  winde  is  wome; 
I  gape,  they  get,  and  gredely  I  snatche, 
Still  worse  I  spede,  the  lenger  I  watche. 

I  fast,  they  fede;  they  drink,  I  thurst; 
They  laugh,!  waile;  they  joy,  I  mourne; 
They  gaine,  I  lose,  I  have  the  wurst; 
They  whole*  I  sicke ;  they  cold ;  I  burae; 
They  leape,  I  lye;  they  slepe,  I  tosse  and  tame; 
I  would,  they  may ;  1  crane,  they  have  at  will; 
That  helpeth  them;  lo  cruelty  doth  me  kill. 


OF  THE  SUTTELTIE  OF  CRAFTY  LOVERS. 

Such  waiward  waies  have  some  wheta  folly  stinres 

their  braines. 
To  fain  and  plain  full  oft  of  lone,  when  least  they 

fele  his  paines;  [store. 

And  for  to  shew  a  grief,  such  craft  have  they  in 
That  they  can  halt^  and  lay  a  salue,  wheras  they 

fole  no  sore: 
A^  hound  unto  the  foote,  or  dog  unto  the  bow, 
So  are  they  made  to  vent  her  out,  whom  bent  to 

lone  they  know,  [driftes. 

That  if  I  should  describe  one  hundred  of  their 
Two  hundred  wits   besides  mine   own,  I  should 

pnt  to  their  shiftes :  [dere, 

No  woodman  better  knowes  how  for  to  lodge  his 
Nor  shipman  on  the  sea  that  more  hath  skill  to 

guide  the  stere ; 
Nor  beaten dogge  to  herd  can  warer  chose  his  game. 
Nor  scholeman  to  his  fonsie  can  a  scboUer  better 

frame, 
Then  one  of  these  which  have  old  Quids  are  in  ure, 
Can  seke  the  waies  unto  their  minde,  a  woman  to 

allure. 
As  round  about  a  hiue  the  bees  do  swarme  alway, 
So  round  about  the  house  they  prese  wherin  they 

seke  their  pray: 
And  whom  they  so  besege,  it  is  wonderous  thing, 
What  crafty  engins  to  assault  these  wily  "warriers 

bring:  [fro, 

The  eye  as  scout  and  watch  to  stirre  both  to  and 
Doth  serae  to  stale  her  here  and  there,  where  she 

doth  come  and  goe;  [hart; 

The  tong  doth  pleade  for  right,  as  heranld  of  the 
And  both  the  handes,  as  oratours,  do  seme  to 

pou»t  their  part: 


So  shewes  the  countenance  tliea  with  these  fovn 

to  agree,  [swome  bee : 

As  though  in  witnes  with  the  rest  it  would  ben 
But  if  she  then  mistrust,  it  woulde  tume  Uacketo 

white: 
For  that  the  woorier  lokes  most  srootb,  wfaen  bt 

would  ftiinest  bite, 
Then  wit,  as  conncellor,  a  helpe  for  this  to  finde. 
Straight  makes  the  hand,  as  secretair,  forthwith 

to  write  his  minde : 
And  so  the  letters  straight  embassadours  are  made. 
To  treate  in  haste  for  to  procure  her  to  a  better 

trade; 
Wherin  If  she  do  think  al  this  is  bat  a  sbewe. 
Or  but  a  subtile  masking  cloke  to  hide  a  crafty 

shrewe.  [tbe  field: 

Then  come  they  to  the  larme,  then  sbewe  they  in 
Then  master  they  in  colours  stiaoge,  tike  waies 

to  taiake  her  yield:  [ia: 

Then  shoote  they  batry  off,  then  compasse  they  ber 
At  tilt  and  tumey  oft  they  striue  this  seily  sovi  to 

win;  [forth  tbeir  song. 

Then  sound  they  on  their  lutes,  then  stnun  they 
Then  rumble  they  with  instruments  to  lay  ber 

quite  along:  [and  watch; 

Then  horde  they  her  with  giftes,  then  do  th^  wfM> 
Then  night  and  day  they  labour  bard  this  simpk 

hold  to  catch. 
As  pathes  within  a  wood,  or  tomes  within  a  mase. 
So  then  they  sbewe  of  wiles  and  craftes  Uiey  can  s 

thousand  waies. 


OF  THE  VANITY  OF  MANS  LIFE. 

Va  YNB  is  the  fleting  wdth 
Wberon  the  worid  stayes, 
Sith  stalking  time  by  priny  stdth 
Encrocheth  on  our  dayes. 

And  eide  which  creepeth  fost. 
To  taint  us  with  her  wounde. 
Will  turoe  eche  blisse  unto  a  blasf^ 
Which  lasteth  but  a  staunde. 

Of  youth  the  lusty  floare. 
Which  whilome  stode  in  price. 
Shall  vanish  quite  within  an  boor^ 
As  fire  consumes  the  ice. 

Where  is  become  that  wigbt^ 
For  whose  sake  Troy  towne 
Withstode  the  Grekes  till  ten  yeies  fi^t 
Had  msde  their  walls  adowne  ? 

Did  not  the  wormes  consume 
Her  carion  to  the  dust  ? 
Did  dreadfull  death  foibeare  his  fume 
For  beauty,  pride,  or  lust  ? 


THE  LOVER  NOT  REGARDED  IN  EARN- 
EST SVTE,  BEING  BECOME  BISSR^  RL^ 
FVSETH  HER  PROFRBD  LOVE. 

Do  way  your  physike,  I  foint  no  oiore^ 
The  salue  yon  sent,  it  comes  too  late: 
You  wist  well  al  my  grief  before. 
And  what  I  suffred  for  your  sake: 
Hole  is  my  hart,  I  plaine  no  more, 
A  new  the  cure  did  undertake. 
Wherefore  do  way,  yon  come  too  lalcb 
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For  #lulef  yon  knew  I  was  your  own, 
80  long  in  Yaine  you  maide  me  gape. 
And  tbo'  my  i«ith  it  were  well  knowne^ 
Yet  small  regard  thou  toke  thereat; 
Bat  DOW  the  blast  is  orerblowne, 
Of  Taine  phisicke  a  salue  you  shape, 
Wheifore  do  way,  you  come  to  late. 

How  long  to  this  have  I  bene  fiiint 
To  gape  for  mercy  at  your  gate; 
Untill  the  time  I  spide  it  plaine, 
The  pitie  and  you  fell  at  debate : 
For  my  redresse,  then  was  I  faine 
Yoor  senrice  deane  for  to  forsake, 
Wbeifbie  do  way,  you  come  too  late. 

For  when  I  brent  in  endlesse  fire^ 
Who  ruled  then  but  cruel  hate? 
So  that  unneth  I  durst  desire 
One  looke  my  feraeot  heate  to  slake: 
Tberfore  another  doth  me  hyre. 
And  all  the  profer  that  you  make. 
Is  made  in  Taine,  apd  comes  to  kte* 

For  when  I  asked  recompence. 
Which  cost  you  nought  to  graunt,  Ood  wat: 
Then  said  diadaine,  too  great  expence 
It  were  for  you  to  graunt  me  that: 
Tberfore  tio  way  your  rere  pretence 
That  yon  would  btnde  that  erst  you  brake. 
For  lo  yoor  salue  comes  all  too  late. 


WB  COMPLAUrr  OF  A  WOMAIfRAUISH' 
ED,  AND  ALSO  MORTALLY  WOUNDED. 

A  CRUEL  tiger  al  with  teeth  bebled, 

A  bloody  tirantes  hand  in  echo  degree; 

A  lecher  that  by  wretched  lust  was  led, 

(Alas)  deflowred  my  Tirgioitee: 

And  not  contented  with  this  villaniey 

Nor  with  thoutragious  terrour  of  the  dedCf 

With  bloudy  thirst  of  greater  crueltie. 

Fearing  his  heinous  gilt  should  be  bewraied. 

By  crying  death  and  vengeance  openly. 

His  violent  hand  forthwith,  aks,  he  layd 

Upon  my  gniltles  sely  childe  and  me: 

Aud  like  the  wretche,  whom  no  horrour  dismayde, 

Drownde  in  the  sinke  of  depe  iniquitiey 

Mintsing  me  the  mother  for  a  time. 

Hath  slain  us  both  for  cloaking  of  his  crime. 


THE  LOUER  BEING  MADE  TBRALL  BY 
LOUE,  PECETUETH  HOW  GREAT  A 
LOSSE  18  UBERJIE. 

ArI  libertie!  now  haue  I  learned  to  know. 
By  lacking  thee,  what  iewell  I  possest. 
When  1  reoeioed  first  from  Cupids  bow 
The  deadly  wound  thai  festreth  la  my  brest 

So  forre  (alas)  forth  strayed  were  mine  eyes. 
That  I  ne  might  refiraine  them  back;  for,  lo. 
They  in  a  moment  all  earthly  thinges  deq^isa. 
Id  heavenly  sight  now  are  they  fixed  so. 

What  then  for  me,  but  stil  with  maced  sight. 
To  wonder  at  that  excellence  dioine» 
Where  lone  (my  fireedome  baning  in  despight) 
Hath  made  ne  thral,  through  enwar  ef  miiie  eyen, 


For  other  guardon  hope  I  not  to  bane. 
My  foltriug  tong  so  basheth  ought  to  craue. 


THE  DtUERSE  AND   CONTRARIE   PAS- 
SIONS  OF  THE  LOUER. 

Holding  my  peace,  alas!  how  loud  t  crie, 
Pressed  with  hope  and  dread  euen  both  at  ones. 
Strained  with  death,  and  yet  I  cannot  die: 
Burning  in  flame,  quaking  for  cold  that  grooes; 
Unto  my  hope,  withooten  winges  I  flie; 
Pressed  with  despair,  and  breaketh  all  my  bones^ 
Walking  as  if  I  were,  and  yet  am  not: 
Paining  with  mirth,  most  inwardly  with  mones. 

Hard  by  my  help,  unto  my  helth  not  nie, 
Mids  of  the  calme  my  ship  on  rock  it  rones. 
1  serve  unbound,  fost  fettred  yet  1  lie, 
Instede  of  milke  that  feda  on  marble  stones; 
My  most  wil  is,  that  I  do  espie. 
That  workes  my  ioyes  and  sorowes  both  at  ouesi 
In  contraires  standeth  al  my  losse  and  gaioe. 
And  lo  the  giltlesse  causeth  al  my  palne. 


THE  TESTAMENT  OF  THE  HAWTHORNE. 

I SSLT  haw,  whose  hope  is  past. 
In  faithful,  true,  and  fixed  minde; 
To  her  whom  that  I  serued  last, 
Haue  all  my  ioyfolness  resignde; 
Because  I  know  assuredly, 
My  dieng  day  approacheth  ny. 

Dtqiaired  hart,  the  carefoU  nest 
Of  all  the  sighes  that  kept  in  store, 
Conney  my  carefoll  corps  to  rest. 
That  leaues  his  ioy  for  eueimore. 
And  when  the  day  of  hope  is  past, 
Oeue  up  thy  sprite  and  sigh  thy  last. 

But,  or  that  we  depart  in  twaine, 
Tdl  her  I  loued  with  all  my  might, 
That  though  the  corps  in  clay  remaine. 
Consumed  to  ashes,  pale  and  white; 
And  though  the  vitall  powres  do  ceasse. 
The  sprete  shall  loue  her  nathelesse. 

And  pray  my  lines,  lady  dere, 
During  this  litle  time  and  space 
That  I  haue  to  abiden  here,  * 
Not  to  withdraw  her  wonted  gr^e. 
In  recompensing  of  the  pAine 
That  I  shal  haue  to  part  in  twaine. 

And  that  at  least  she  will  witsaue 
To  graunt  my  iust  and  last  request; 
When  that  she  shal  behold  his  graue. 
That  lyeth  of  life  here  dispossest. 
In  lecoid  that  I  once  was  hers. 
To  bathe  the  frosen  stone  with  teares. 

The  service  tree  here  do  1  make. 
For  my  executour  and  my  frende; 
That  lining  did  not  not  me  forsake. 
Not  will  I  trust  vnto  my  end. 
To  see  my  body  well  conveide. 
In  ground  where  that  it  shal  be  layde; 
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Tombed  voderneth  a  goodly  oke, 
With  iay  grene  that  fast  is  bound: 
There  this  my  graue  1  haue  bespoke. 
For  there  my  ladiei  name  doth  soondf 
Beset  eaen  as  my  testament  tels, 
With  oken  leaues  and  nothing  els. 

Orauen  whereon  shal  be  exprest, 
*'  Here  lyeth  the  body  in  this  place. 
Of  him,  that  lining  neuer  cest 
To  serue  the  foirest  that  ever  was: 
The  coips  is  here,  the  hart  he  gaue 
To  her  for  whom  be  lietb  in  graue.'^ 

And  also  set  about  my  hersse 
Two  lamps  to  bnrne,  and  not  to  queiott 
Which  shal  betoken  and  rehersse. 
That  my  good  will  was  neuer  spent, 
When  that  my  corps  was  layd  alow. 
My  spirit  did  swear  to  serue  no  mo. 

And  if  you  wani  of  ringing  bels, 
When  that  my  corps  goth  into  graue^ 
Repete  her  name  and  nothing  els, 
To  whom  that  I  was  bonden  slaue: 
When  that  my  life  it  shall  unfirame, 
My  sprete  shal  ioy  to  heare  her  name. 

With  dolefuU  note  and  piteous  sound, 
Wberwith  my  hart  did  cleaue  in  twaine; 
With  such  a  song  lay  ne  in  ground ; 
My  sprete,  let  it  with  her  remaine 
That  had  the  body  to  comnmnd, 
Till  death  therof  did  make  an  end. 

And  euen  with  my  last  bequest. 
When  I  shall  from  this  life  depart, 
1  geve  to  her  1  loued  best 
My  last,  my  true,  and  faithful  hart;      * 
Signed  with  band  as  cold  as  scone. 
Of  him  that  liuiiig  was  her  owne. 

And  if  he  here  might  line  againe 
As  Phenix  made  by  death  anew, 
Of  this  she  may  assure  her.plaine, 
That  he  will  still  be  iust  and  true. 
Thus  £srawell  she  on  Hue  my  owne. 
And  send  her  ioy  when  I  am  gone. 


THE  LOITER  IN  DESPAIRS,  LAMENTETH 
HIS  CASE. 

Adiku,  desert,  how  art  thou  spent? 
Ah!  dropping  tears,  how  do  ye  waste? 
Ah !  scalding  sighes,  how  be  ye  spent. 
To  pricke  them  forth  that  will  not  haste? 
Ah !  pained  hart,  thou  gapst  jfor  grace, . 
Euen  then  where  pitie  hath  no  pieice. 

As  easy  it  is  the  stony  rdcke 
From  place  to  place  for  to  remoue. 
As  by  thy  plaint  for  to  prouoke 
A  frosen  hart  from  hate  to  loue: 
What  should  I  say?  Such  is  thy  lot. 
To  fiiwne  on  them  that  force  thee  not. 

Thus  mayst  thou  aafoly  say  and  sweare. 
That  rigour  raignethand  rath  doth  ftiile. 
In  thanklesse  thoughts  thy  thoughtes  do  weafe; 
Thy  troth,  thy  fiBLith  may  nought  avail* 


.  For  thy  good  will,  why  should  tbon  » 
Still  giaft,  where  grace  it  will  not  grow? 

Alas!  pore  hart,  tbas  hast  thou  spent 
Thy  flowring  time,  thy  pleasant  yeres: 
With  sighing  voice  wepe  and  lament; 
For  of  thy  hope  no  frute  apperes: 
Thy  true  meaning  is  paide  with  scoiiie, 
That  euer  soweth  and  repeth  no  come. 

And  where  thou  sekes  a  quiet  port. 
Thou  dost  but  weigh  against  the  wiode; 
For  where  thou  gladdest  woldst  resort. 
There  is  no  place  for  thee  assinde: 
Thy  desteny  hath  set  it  so. 
That  thy  true  hart  should  cause  tby  «a 


OF  HIS  MAISTRESSB,  M.  BAYt& 

In  Bayes  I  boast,  whose  braunch  I  beare. 
Such  ioy  therin  I  finde. 
That  to  the  death  I  shall  it  weare. 
To  ease  my  carefoU  minde. 

In  heat,,  in  cold,  both  night  and  day. 
Her  vertue  may  be  sene. 
When  other  frutes  and  flowers  decay. 
The  Bay  yet  growes  foil  grene; 

Her  beries  fede  the  birdes  foil  oft; 
Her  leues  ewete  water  make. 
Her  bowes  be  set  in  euery  loft 
For  their  swete  savoan  sake: 

The  birds  do  ahrowd  them  from  tbe.o(^, 
In  her  we  daily  see; 
Aud  men  made  arbers  as  they  wold, 
Under  the  pleasant  tree. 

It  doth  me  good  when  I  repake 
There  as  these  Bayes  do  grow, 
Where  oft  I  walke  to  take  the  aire. 
It  doth  delight  me  so. 

But  lo  I  stand,  as  I  were  dume. 
Her  beauty  for  to  blase, 
Wberwith  my  sprites  be  ooercome^ 
So  long  thereon  I  gase. 

At  last  I  tume  vnto  my  walk. 
In  passing  to  and  fro. 
And  to  my  self  I  smile  and  talk. 
And  then  away  I  go. 

Why  smilest  thon?  say  lokers  on. 
What  pleasure  hast  thou  found  ? 
With  that  I  am  as  cold  as  stone. 
And  ready  for  to  swunde. 

Fie,  ^  for  shame,  sayth  Fansie  than. 
Pluck  up  thy  tainted  hart. 
And  speak  thou  boldly  like  a  man 
Shrink  not  for  litle  smart,    • 

Wfaerat  I  blush  and  change  my  chere 
My  senses  wane  so  weake, 
O  Ood,  think  I,  what  make  I  here^. 
That  neuer  a  word  may  speaker 

Ldate  not  sigh,  lest  I  be  heard. 
My  lokes  I  slyly  cast. 
And  still  I  stand,  as  one  were  icari. 
Until  mj  stonnes  be  past. 
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Tfaen  hapy  hap  doth  me  reuiue, 
The  Mood  comes  to  my  face; 
A  merier  niaa  is  not  aline. 
Then  I  am  in  that  case. 

Thus  after  sorow  seke  I  rest; 
When  fled  is  fancies  Qt : 
And  though  I  be  a  homely  gest. 
Before  the  Bayes  I  sit; 

Where  I  do  watcbe  till  leaues  do  fall : 
When  viiide  the  tree  doth  shake. 
Then,  though  my  branche  be  very  small. 
My  leafe  away  I  take, 

And  then  I  go  and  clap  my  bandes. 
My  hart  doth  leap  for  ioy. 
These  Bayes  do  ease  me  from  my  handet. 
That  long  did  me  annoy; 

For  when  1  do  beholde  the  same, 
Which  makes  so  h\r  a  show, 
I  finde  therin  my  maistres  name. 
And  se  her  vertues  grow. 


THE  LOUER  COMPLAINETH  HIS  HARTY 
LOUE  NOT  RESLUITED, 

When  Phoebus  had  the  serpent  slaine. 

He  daymed  Cupids  hoe. 

Which  strife  did  tume  him  to  great  paine; 

The  story  well  doth  proue; 

For  Cuptde  aiade  him  fele  much  woe. 

In  seking  Di^nes  lone* 

Tais  Cupide  hath  a  sbafte  of  kinde. 
Which  wouoded  many  a  wight; 
Whose  golden  bed  had  power  to  binde 
£che  hart  in  Venus  bandes; 
This  arrow  did  on  Phebus  light. 
Which  came  firom  Cnpidcs  handes. 

Another  shaft  wat  wr6iight  in  spight. 
Which  headed  was  with  lead; 
Whose  nature  quenched  swete  delight 
That  loders  most  embrace. 
In  Daphnes  brest  this  cruel  head 
Had  Ibunde  a  dwdling  place. 

But  phebOB,  fond  of  his  desire, 
Sought  after  Daphnes  so; 
He  burnt  with  heat,  she  felt  no  fire^ 
Full  fast  she  fled  him  fro: 
He  gate  but  hate  for  his  good  wyll. 
The  gods  assigned  so. 

My  case  with  Phebus  may  compare  ; 
His  hap  and  mi ue  are  one: 
I  cry  to  her  that  knowes  no  care, 
Yet  seke  I  to  her  most : 
When  1  approche,  then  is  she  gone: 
Thus  is  my  labour  loat. 

Mow  blame  not  me,  trot  blame  the  thaft» 
That  hath  the  golden  head; 
And  blame  those  gods  that  with  their  cnft, 
Such  arrowes  forge  by  kinde; 
And  blame  the  cold  and  heayy  lead. 
That  doth  my  ladi<t  miod«* 


A  PRAISE  OF  M.  M. 


In  court  as  I  beheld  the  beautie  of  echo  dame, 
Of  right,  me  thought,  from  ail  the  rest  should  M. 

steale  the  same; 
But  er  I  ment  to  judge,  I  vewed  with  such  advise. 
As  retchlesse  dome  should  not  inuade  the  boiindes 

ofmydeuise:  [within. 

And  whiles  I  gased  long,  such  heate  did  brede 
As  Priamus  towne  felt  not  more  flame,  when  did 

the  bale  begin. 
By  reasons  rule,  ne  yet  by  wit  perceiue  I  could, 
That  M.  face  of  earth  y  founde,  enjoy  such  beautie 

should; 
And  iansie  doubted  that  from  heauen  bad  Venus 

come,  fyet  doth  blome  ; 

To  norish  rage  in  Britaines  heartes,  while  corage 
Her  natiue  hue  so  stroue  with  colour  of  the  roee. 
That  Paris  would  haue  Helene  left,  and  M.  beauty 

chose. 
A  wight  farre  passing  all,  and  is  more  feiir  to  sene, 
Then  lusty  May  the  lodge  of  looe,  that  clothes  the 

earth  in  grene  ; 
So  angel  like  she  shines,  she  semeth  no  mortal 

wight,  [selfe  to  spight : 

But  one  whom  Nature  in  her  foige,  did  frame  her 
Of  beauty  priucesse  chief;  so  makelesse  doth  she 

rest;  [paine  in  breast: 

Whose  eye  would  glad  an  heauy  wight,  and  prison 
I  waxe  astonied  to  see  the  feator  of  ber  shape, 
And  wondred  that  a  mortall  hart  soch  heauenly 

beames  could  scape. 
Her  limmes  so  answermg  were  the  mould  of  her 

faire  face:         ^'  [beauties  grace : 

Of  Venus  stocke  she  semde  to  spring  the  roote  of 
Her  presens  doth  pretend  such  honour  and  estate. 
That  simple  men  might  gesse  ber  birth,  if  folly 

bred  debate: 
Her  lokes  in  hartes   of  flint  would  such  affects 

impresses  [yeres  increase. 

As  rage  of  flame,  not  Nilus  stremen,  in  Nestoi-s 
Within  the  subtile  seat  of  her  bright  eyen  doth. 

dwell  '  [frecdome  set. 

Blind  Cupide  with  the  pricke  of  paine,  that  princes 
A  paradice  it  is,  her  beauty  to  behold, 
Where  natures  stuffe  so  full  is  founde,  that  na« 

tures  ware  is  soldo. 


AN  OLD  LOUER  TO  A  YONG  GENTLE- 
WOMAN 

Ye  are  to  yong  to  bring  me  in; 

And  I  too  old  to  gape  for  flies; 

I  haue  tao  long  a  louer  been: 

If  such  yong  babes  should  blcare  mine  eyes; 

But  trill  the  ball  before  my  face, 

I  am  content  to  make  you  play; 

I  wyll  not  see,  I  hide  my  foce. 

And  tume  my  backe  and  rnnne  away. 

fint  if  you  fblow  on  so  fast. 
And  crosse  the  wayes  where  1  should  go. 
Ye  may  waxe  wery  at  the  last. 
And  then  at  length  your  selfe  orethrowr 
I  meane  where  you  and  all  your  fluckOi 
Devise  to  pen  men  in  the  pound : 
I  know  a  key  can  picke  your  locke. 
And  make  you  runne  your  selfes  ongroun4 
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POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


Some  birdes  can  eat  the  strawie  corne^ 
And  aee  the  lime  that  fowlers  set; 
And  some  are  ferde  of  enery  thorne. 
And  so  thereby  they  scape  the  net: 
But  some  do  light,  and  neuer  loke, 
And  seeth  not  who  doth  stand  in  waite. 
As  fishe  that  swallowe  up  the  hoke. 
And  is  begiled  through  the  baite. 

But  mep  can  loke  before  they  leap«» 
And  be  at  price  for  euery  ware. 
And  peniworthes  cast  to  bye  good  cheape; 
And  in  eche  thing  have  eye  and  care: 
But  he  that  bluntly  runnes  on  bed. 
And  seeth  not  what  the  race  sbal  be. 
Is  like  to  bring  a  fbole  to  bed^ 
And  thus  ye  get  no  more  of  me. 


This  counoeU  take  of  bim  that  oogfat  tbee  offce  hif 

love; 
Who  hopes  to  mete  tbee  after  this  among  the 

saintes  abooe.  [pl>ce» 

But  here  within  this  worlde,  if  he  may  shonne  tbe 
He  rather  asketh  present  death,  then  to  behold 


THE  LOITER  FOnSAKETR 
LOUE. 


HIS  FNKJND 


Farbwbll  thou  firosen  hart,  and  eares  of  hardned 

stele: 

Thou  lackeat  yeres  to  understand  the  griefe  that  I 

did  fele:  [thee. 

The  gods  revenge  my  wrong  with  equaT  plage  on 

What  pleasure  shal  prick  forth  thy  youth  to  learn 

whatloue  shal  be: 

Perchance  thou  prouest  now  to  scale  blind  Cupides 

holde,  [thy  cardes  are  told : 

And  matchest  where  thou  maiest  repent  when  all 

But  blush  not  thou  therfore,   thy  betters  haue 

done  so, 
Who  thought  they  had  retaindea  doue,  when  they 

but  cought  a  crow: 
And  some  do  lengertime  with  lofty  lokes  wee  see, 
That  lightes  at  length  as  low  or  worse  then  doth 
the  betell  bee.  [hie. 

Yet  let  thy  hope  be  good,  such  hap  may  fall  from 
That  thoumaist  be,  if  fortune  serue,  a  princesse 

er  thou  die; 
If  chaunce  preforre  the  so,  alas  pore  sely  man, 
Where  shall  I  scape  thy  cruel  handes.  or  seke  for 
succour  than?  Hesse  blood, 

God  shild  such  greedy  woTues  should  lap  in  gilt- 
And  send  short  hornes  to  hurtfoll  beds  that  rage 

like  lions  wood, 
I  seldome  see  the  day  but  malice  wanteth  might. 
And  hateful]  bartes  have  neuer  hap  to  wreke  their 

wrath  aright 
The  madman  is  unmete  a  naked  sword  to  gide. 
And  more  unfit  are  they  to  clime  that  are  ore- 

come  with  pride. 
I  touch  not  thee  herein,  thou  art  a  fowcon  sure. 
That  can  both  soer  and  stoup  sometime,  as  men 
cast  up  the  lure.  [list; 

The  pecock  hinth  no  place  in  thee,  when  thou  shalt 
For  some  no  soner  make  a  signe,  but  thou  per- 
oeiuest  the  fist:  [gilde: 

They  haue  that  1  do  want,  and  that  hath  thee  be- 
The  iacke  that  thou  dost  see  in  me  doth  make  the 

loke  so  wilder 
My  luring  is  not  good,  it  liketh  not  thine  eare; 
My  call  it  n  not  halfe  so  swete,  as  would  to  God 

it  were. 
Well  wanton,  yet  beware  thou  do  no  tiring  take 
At  euery  hand  that  wouMe  tbee  fode,  or  to-  tbee 
iirtiidship  laaku 


THE  UOUER  PREFERRETH  HIS  LADY 
ABOVE  ALL  OTHER. 

RjniGiiB,  you  dames,  whom  tikdioe  bmte  dp- 

The  golden  praise  the  flatteries  tromp  doth  soand. 
And  vassels  be  to  her  that  claims  by  ri^bt. 
The  tytle  just  that  first  dame  beauty  found. 
Whose  dainty  eyes  such  sugred  baites  do  hide. 
As  poyson  harts  where  glims  of  love  do  glide. 

Come  eke,  and  see  how  heaues  and  wtmr 
wrought 
Within  her  fiicc,  where  framed  is  such  ioy. 
As  Priams  sonne  in  vaine  the  seas  had  sought. 
If  halfe  such  light  had  had  abode  in  Troy; 
For  as  the  golden  sonne  doth  darke  ech  starre. 
So  doth  her  hue  the  layrast  dames  as  fstfre. 

Ech  heauenly  gift,  ech  grace  that  nature  could. 
By  art  of  witt  my  lady  lo  retaines; 
A  sacred  head  so  heapt  with  heares  of  gold; 
As  Phsebus  beames  for  beauty  farre  it  staines: 
A  sugred  tong  where  eke  such  swetneaae  snowes, 
That  well  it  semes  a  fountain  where  it  flowes. 

Two   laughing    eyes  so  linked  with  pleasing 
As  would  entice  a  tygers  hart  to  seme;       [lokes. 
The  baite  is  swete,  but  eager  be  the  hodkes. 
For  Dyane  sekes  her  honour  to  presenies 
Thus  Arundell  sits  throned  still  with  fmam. 
Whom  enmies  tromp  cannot  attaint  with  gK«m>. 

My  dased  head  so  daunted  is  with  heapes 
Of  gifts  divine  that  barber  in  her  biest; 
Her  heanenly  shape;  that  lo  my  verse*  leaps. 
And  touch  but  that  wherin  she  clowdes  the  rest: 
For  if  I  should  her  graces  all  redte. 
Both  time  should  want,  and  I  should  wonden  write. 

Her  chere  so  swete,  so  cristal  is  her  eyes. 
Her  mouth  so  smal,  her  lips  so  liuely  ted. 
Her  hand  so  fine,  her  wordee  so  swete  and  wise;. 
That  Pallas  semes  to  solonrae  in  her  bed: 
Her  vertues  great  her  foim  as  for  excedes. 
As  sunne  the  shade  that  mortall  creatuiea  leadea. 

Would  Ood  that  wretched  age  would  spare  to 
Her  liuely  hew,  that  as  her  graces  rare         [race 
Be  goddesse  like,  even  so  her  goddesse  foce 
Might  neuer  change,  but  still  continue  foire. 
That  eke  in  after  time  ech  wight  may  see 
How  vertue  can  with  beauty  beare  d^ree. 


THE    LOUER    LAMEIHETH    THAT  BM 
WOULD  FORGEAT  LOUE,  AND  CANNOT. 

Alab  when  shall  I  ioy? 
When  shall  my  wofull  heart 
Cast  forth  the  folish  toy 
That  bredeth  aUmy  smarts 
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MANS  LIFE,  AFTER  POS8IDONIUS  OR  CRATES. 


A  tboosand  times  aod  mo 
I  hare  attempted  sore 
To  rid  this  restlesse  wo, 
Which  raigneth  more  and  more. 
Bat  when  remembrance  past 
Hath  laid  dead  coals  together, 
Olde  loue  reuewes  his  blast. 
That  cause  my  ioyes  to  wither: 
Then  sodainly  a  spark 
Startes  out  oip  my  desire. 
And  lepes  into  my  hart. 
Setting  the  coals  a  fire. 

Then  reason  runnes  about 
To  seke  foigetful  water 
To  quench  and  cleane  put  out 
The  cause  of  all  this  matter. 
And  saith,  dede  flesh  must  nedei 
Be  cut  out  of  the  core; 
For  rotten  withered  wedes 
Can  heale  no  greuous  sore. 

But  then  euen  sodainly 
The  feraent  heat  doth  slake^ 
And  cold  then  straineth  me, 
Thai  makes  my  bodie  shake : 
Alas,  who  can  endure 
To  sofier  al  this  paine. 
Sins  her  that  should  me  cure. 
Most  cmA  death  hath  slaine» 

Welly  wcU,  1  say  no  more» 
Let  dead  care  for  the  dead; 
Tet  wo  is  me  therfore, 
I  must  attempt  to  leade 
One  other  kynde  of  life 
Then  hitherto  I  hane. 
Or  els  this  paine  and  strife. 
Will  bring  me  to  my  graue. 


SONGES    WRITTEN  BY  N.  G.» 
OF  THE  NINE  MUSES. 

Imps  of  kyng  Jove,  and  queen  Remembrance  lo 
The  nsters  nine,  the  poeU  pleasant  feres. 
Caliope  doth  stately  stile  bestow, 
Aod  worthy  praises  paintes  of  princely  peret. 

Clion  in  solem  songes  reneweth  all  day. 
With  present  yercs  coiQoyntng  age  bypast, 
Ddightlnl  talke  looes  comical  Thaley, 
In  fiesh  greM  youth  who  doth  lyke  Uwrel  last. 

With  Toyces  tragicall  soundes  Melpomen 
And  as  with  cbeynes  thallured  eare  she  byndes. 
Her  stringes  when    Terpsioor  doth  touch,  euen 

then 
She  toucheth  haites,  and  raigneth  in  mens  myndes: 

Pmc  Erato,  whose  looke  a  liuely  chere 
Presents,  in  dancing  kepes  a  comely  grace. 
With  ssmely  gesture  doth  Polymnie  stere. 
Whose  woides  whole  routes  of  rankes  do  rule  w 
place. 

Uimnie  her  ^obes  to  view  all  bent. 
The  ninefold  heauen  obsemes  with  fixed  face; 
The  bbstes  Enterpe  tunes  of  iniimmentv  [chase. 
With  »iaoe  sweet,  hence  my  heauy  dumpes  to 

>  Mi«.  OrimoaM. 
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Loid  Phebus,  in  the  myds,  (whose  heauenly 
These  ladyes  doth  inspire)  embraceth  all.    [sprite 
The  graces  in  the  muses  weed,  delite. 
To  lead  them  forth,  that  men  in  maze  they  fall. 

MVSONIVS  THE  PHILOSOPHERS  SAYING. 

In  working  well,  if  travell  you  sustaine. 
Into  the  winde  shall  lightly  passe  the  paine; 
But  of  the  dede  the  glory  shall  remaine. 
And  cause  your  name  with  worthy  wights  to  raigne. 
In  working  wrong,  if  pleasure  you  attaine,     • 
The  pleasure  soon  shal  vade,  and  voide  as  Taine: 
But  of  the  dede  throughout  the  life  the  shame 
Endures,  defacing  you  with  fowie  defiBime; 
And  stil  tormenU  the  minde  both  night  and  day; 
Scant  lengUi  of  time  the  spot  can  wash  away. 
Flee  then  yl-suading  pleasures,  baites  untrue. 
And  noble  vertues  iaire  renown  pursue. 


DESCRIPCION  OF  VERTOE. 

What  one  art  thou,  thus  in  tome  weed  yclad? 
Vertue,  in  price  whom  auncient  sages  had. 
Why  porely  rayd?  for  £sding  goodes  past  care* 
Why  double  faced?  I  marke  ech  fortunes  fare. 
This  bridle  what?  Mindes  rages  to  restraine. 
Tooles  why  beaie  you  ?  I  love  to  take  great  pay ne. 
Why  winges?  I  teach  aboue  the  storres  to  flye. 
Why  tread  you  death?  I  onely  cannot  dye. 

PRAISE  OF  MEASURE-KEPING. 

Thb  auncient  time  commended  not  for  nought 
The  mean :  what  better  thinga  can  there  be  sought? 
In  meane  is  virtne  placed;  on  either  side, 
Both  right  and  left,  amisse  a  man  shall  slide. 
Icar,  with  Sire  hadst  thou  the  midway  flown, 
Icarian  beck  by  name  had  no  man  known. 
If  middle  path  kept  had  proud  Phaeton 
No  burning  brand  this  earth  had  falne  upon: 
Ne  cruel  power,  ne  none  too  soft  can  raigne; 
That  kepes  a  meane,  the  same  shall  stil  remaine: 
Thee  Julie  once  did  too  much  mercy  spiU; 
Thee  Nero  stem,  rigor  extreme  did  kill. 
How  coulde  August  so  many  yeres  well  passe? 
Norovermeke  nor  overferce  he  was: 
Worship  not  Joue  with  curious  fancies  vain. 
Nor  him  despise;  hold  right  atwene  these  twain. 
No  wastfull  wight,  no  gredy  groom  is  praizd. 
Stand  largesse  just  in  ^all  ballance  paisd. 
So  Catoes  meal  surmountes  Antonius  chere. 
And  better  fame  his  sober  fere  hath  here. 
Too  slender  building  bad,  as  bad  too  grosse; 
One  an  eye  soi«,  the  tother  falles  to  losse. 
As  medcines  helpe  in  measure,  so  (God  wot) 
By  overmuch  the  sicke  their  bane  have  got. 
Unmete  me  semes  to  utter  this  mo  waies; 
Measure  forbids  unneasuiable  praise. 


MANS  UFE^  AFTER  P08SID0NIU8  OR 
CRATES. 

What  path  list  yon  to  tiead?  what  trade  will 

yoa  assay? 
The  courU  of  plea  by  branle  and  bate  drive  gentle 

pe»ce  away. 
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POEMS  OF  VNCERTAINE  AUCTORS. 


In  house,  for  wife  and  ehildi  there  is  but  cark  and 

care. 
With  trauel  and  with  toyl  ynough  in  fields  we 

use  to  fere. 
Upon  the  seas  lieth  dread;   the  riche  in  foreign 

land  [sers  porely  stand. 

Doo  feare  the  losse :  and  there  the  poore  like  my- 
Strife  with  a  wife;  without  your  thrift  full  harde  to 
•  see:  [to  be. 

Yong  brats  a  troble,  none  at  all,  a  mayme  it  semes 
Youth  fonde,  age  hath  no  hart,  and  pincheth  all 

to  nie;  [to  die. 

Choose  then  the  leefer  of  these  two,  no  life,  or  soon 


METRODORIUS    MINDE   TO  THE   CON- 
TRARIE. 

What  race  of  lyfe  ronn  you?   what  trade  will 

you  assay?  [day. 

In  courts  is  glory  got,  and  witt  increased  day  by 
At  home  we  take  our  ease,  and  beak  our  selves 

in  rest: 
The  fiddes  our  nature  do  refresh  with  pleasures  of 

the  best 
On  seas  is  gain  to  get;  the  straunger  he  shall  be 
Estemed,  having  much,  if  not,  none  knowetb  his 

lack  but  he. 
A  wife  will  trim  thy  house;   no  wyfe  then  art 

thou  free.  [to  tliee. 

Brood  is  a  lonely  thing :  without,  thy  lyfe  is  loose 
Young  bloodes  be  strong;  olde  syres  in  double 

honour  duel :  [all  is  well. 

Do  way  the  choyse,  *«  Xo  lyfe  or  soon  to  dye,"  for 


OF  FRESDSHIP. 

Of  all  the  heauenly  gifts  that  mortal  men  com- 
mend, [a  friende  ? 
What  trusty  treasure  in  the  world  can  counteruaile 
Our  helth  is  soon  decayed;  goodes  casual,  ligfat| 

and  vain ; 
Broke  have  wee  seue  the  force  of  powre,  and  honour 

suffer  stain. 
In  bodies  lust  man  doth  resemble  but  base  brute. 
True  vertue  gets  and  kepes  a  frende :  good  guyde  of 

ourpursute;  [case: 

Whose  harty  zeale  with   ours   accoi^s  in  euery 
No  tenne  of  time,  no  space  of  place,  no  storme 

can  it  deface. 
When  fickle  fortune  failos,  this  knot  endureth  still. 
Thy  kin  out  of  their  kind  may  swerve,  when 

frendes  owe  thee  good  will : 
What  Bweter  solace  shall  befall,  then  one  to  findc. 
Upon  whose  brest  thou  mayst  repose  the  secrets 

of  thy  minde? 
Hewaileth  at  thy  wo;  his  team  with  thine  be  shed ; 
With  theedoth  he  all  ioys  inioy,  so  lefe  a  lyfe  is  led. 
Behold  thy  frende,  and  of  thy  selfe  the  pat  erne  see, 
One  soul  a  wonder  shall  it  seeme  in  bodies  twaine 

to  *>e5  [sound, 

In  absence  present;   rych  in  want;   in  sicknesse 
Yea  after  death  aliue  maist  thou  by  thy  sure  frende 

be  found. 
Eche  bouse,  eche  towne,  ecbe  lealme  by  stedfkst 

lone  doth  stande; 
Where  fowle  debate  bredes  bitter  bale  in  eche  di- 

uided  lande. 


O  irendship,  flowr  of  flowers,  O  lioely  sprite  of 

lyfe,  [stanch  of  strife: 

O  sacred  bond  of  Uissfui  peace,  the  staltrofth 
Scipio  with  Lelius  didst  thou  conjoyn  in  care; 
At  home,  in  warres,  for  weale  and  wo,  with  eqall 

faith  to  fare. 
Gesippus  eke  with  Tite,  Damon  with  Pythias; 
And  with  Menetbus  sonne  Achili  by  thee  coai- 

bined  was: 
Euryalus  and  Nisus  gaue  Virgil  cause  to  sin^: 
Of  Py  lades  doo  many  rimes  and  of  Orestes  rio*. 
Downe  Theseus  went  to  hell,  Pirith  bis  freed  to 

finde;  [mates  so  kywL 

O  that  the  wiues  in  these  our  dales  wer  to  their 
Cicero  the  frendly  man,  to  Atticus,  his  frende. 
Of  frendship  wrote,  such  couples  lo,  doth  lotbot 

seldom  send.  [there  tee. 

Recount  thy  race  now  ronne,  how  few  shalt  tbon 
Of  whom  to  say,  This  same  is  he  that  neuer  failed 

mee? 
So  rare  a  jewell  then  must  nedes  be  holdeu  dere: 
And  as  thou  wilt  esteme  tbyselfo,  ao  take  tfay 

chosen  fere. 
The  tirant  in  dispaire  no  lacke  of  gold  bewayls, 
But  out,  I  am  undone  (saith  he)  for  all  my  freod- 

ships  fiiiles:  [kinde, 

Wherfore  sins  nothing  is  more  kymlly  for  oar 
Next  wisdome  thus  that  teachetii  us,  lore  wee  the 

frendfuU  minde. 


THE  DEATH  OF  ZOROAS,  AX  EGJPTIAN 
ASTRONOMER,  IN  THE  FIIIST  FIGHT 
THAT  ALEXANDER  HAD  WITH  THE 
PERSIANS. 

Now  clattering  armes,  now  raging  broyls  of  warn, 
Gan  passe  the  noyes  of  dredfull  trompetts  clang, 
Shrowded  with  shafts  the  heauen ;  with  cioude  of 

'     darts 
Cohered  the  ayre.    Against  full  fatted  bulls 
As  forceth  kyndled  y re  the  lyous  keen; 
Whose  greedy  gutts  the  gnawing  bonger  pricks: 
So  Macedons  against  the  Persians  fare. 
Nor  ^orpses  fayde  the  purpurde  soyle  with  bk)od ; 
Large  slaughter  on  eche  side;  but  PeR«s  more: 
Moyst  fieldes  bebled,  theyr  hartes  and  numbers 

bate; 
Fainted  while  they  gene  backe,  and  fall  to  4tghte. 
The  lightening  Maoedon  by  swordes,  by  gteaTct, 
By  bands  and  troupes  of  fotemen,  wHh  his  gmide, 
Speedes  to  Darie,  but  hym  his  ncrest  kyn, 
Oxate  preserues,  with  horsemen  on  a  plump 
Before  his  carr,  that  none  the  charee  should  gere: 
Here  grunts,  here  groans,  echcwhere  strong  youth 

is  spent: 
Shaking  her  bloudy  hands,  Bellone,  among 
The  Pcrsc«  soweth  all  kind  of  cruel  death. 
With  throtc  ycut  he  roores;  he  lyeth  along. 
His  entreiles  with  a  launce  through  girded  quite, 
Hym  smites  the  club :  him  woundes  farre  tftiyk- 

iug  bow : 
And  him  the  sling;  and  him  the  shining  swoord; 
He  dieth,  he  is  all  dead,  be  pantes,  he  restcs. 
Right  oner  stood,  in  snow  white  armor  iMaaf, 
The  Memphite  Zoroas,  a  cunning  clatke. 
To  whom  the  heauen  lay  open,  as  bis  bokie; 
And  in  celestiall  bodies  he  could  tell 
The  mouing,  meting,  light,  aspect,*  edips* 
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And  iDflaence,  wk  constelladons  all ; 
What  earthly  chaiioea  woald  betide;  what  yere 
Of  plenty  itorde,  what  signe  fbrewanied  derth, 
Hour  winter  gendreth  snow;  what  temperature 
lo  the  primetyde  doth  season  well  the  soyl; 
Why  somer    bnmes;    why   autumne  hath  ripe 

grapes, 
Whither  the  circle  quadrate  may  become, 
Whether  our  tunes  heauens  harmony  can  yelde, 
Of  four  biggins  among  themselues  bowe  great 
Proporcion  is;  what  sway  the  erring  tightes 
Doth  send  in  coune,  gayne  that  fyrst  moning 

heauen; 
What  grees  one  from  another  distant  be. 
What  Starr  doth  lett  the  hurtful!  Sire  to  rage. 
Or  him  more  mylde  what  opposition  makes, 
What  lyre  doth  qnalifye  Maoorses  fyre, 
What  house  eche  one  doth  seke,  what  planett 

raignes 
Within  this  hemis  sphere,  or  that  small  things 
I  ^peake,  whole  heauen  he  clbseth  in  his  brest. 
This  sage  then  in  the  starres  had  spyed  the  &tes 
Threatned  him  death  without  delay;  and,  sithe 
He  saw  he  could  not  fatal!  order  change, 
Foreward  lie  prest  in  battaile,  that  he  might 
Mete  with  the  rulers  of  the  Macedoins; 
Of  his  right  band  desirous  to  be  slahie. 
The  boldest  benme,  and  worthiest  in  the  feilde; 
And  as  a  wight,  now  wery  of  his  lyfe, 
And  seking  death;  in  fyrst  front  of  his  rage. 
Conies  desperately  to  Alexanders  &ce ; 
At  him  with  darts  one  after  other  throwes; 
With  reddes  words  and  clamour  him  prouokes. 
And  sayth,  Nectanabs  bastanl,  shameftili  stayne 
Of  mothers  bed,  whylosest  thou  thy  strokes 
Cowardes  among?  Tume  thee  to  me,  in  case 
Manhod  there  be  so  much  left  in  thy  hart: 
Come  fight  with  me,  that  on  my  helmet  weare 
ApoUoes  laurel!  both  fbr  learnings  laude. 
And  eke  for  maitiall  praise;  that  in  my  shield 
The  seuen  fold  sopbie  of  Minerue  contein, 
A  match  more  mete,  syr  king,  then  any  here. 
The  noble  prince  amoued  takes  ruthe  upon 
The  wilfull  wight,  and  with  soft  wordes  ayen, 

0  monstrous  man  (quoth  he)  what  so  thou  art, 

1  pray  thee  line,  ne  do  not  with  thy  death 
This  lodge  of  lore,  the  Muses  mansion  marre; 
That  treasure  house  this  hand  shall  neuer  spoyle. 
My  sword  shall  neuer  bruse  that  skilfull  brayne, 
Long  gUhei'd  heapes  of  science  sone  to  spill; 

0  how  fayre  frutes  may  you  to  mortal!  men 
From  wisdoms  garden  gere  ?^>How  many  may 
By  you  the  wiser  and  the  better  proue? 
What  error,  what  mad  moode,  what  frenzy  thee, 
Fenwades  to  be  downe  sent  to  depe  Aveme, 
Where  no  aries  flourish,  nor  no  knowledge  yailes 
For  all  these  sawes?  When  thus  the  souereign 

said. 
Alighted  Zoroas,  with  sword  unsheathed. 
The  careless  king  there  smote  above  the  greue. 
At  th*opening  of  his  quishes  wounded  him, 
So  that  the  blood  down  rayled  on  the  ground : 
The  Macedon  perceiuing  hurt,  gan  gnash, 
Bat  yet  his  mynde  he  bent,  in  any  wise 
Him  to  forbear:  sett  spurrs  unto  his  stede. 
And  tumde  away,  lest  anger  of  his  smarte 
Should  cause  reuenger  hand  deale  baleful!  Uowes. 
But  of  the  Macedonian  chieftaines  knights. 
One  Meleagcr  could  not  beare  this  sight, 
But  nm  upon  the  said  Egyptian  reuk, 


And  cat  htm  in  both  knees:  He  fell  to  ground 
Wherewith  a  whole  rout  came  of  souldieurs  steme. 
And  all  in  pieces  hewed  the  sely  seg. 
But  happily  the  soule  fled  to  the  starres. 
Where,  under  him,  he  hath  iiill  sight  of  all, 
Wherat  he  gased  here  with  reaching  looke. 
The  Persians  waiUe  such  sapience  to  fbigo. 
The  very  (one,  the  Macedonians,  wisht 
He  would  haue  liued :  king  Alexander  self 
Demde  him  a  man  vnmete  to  dye  at  all; 
Who  won  like  praise  for  conquest  of  his  yre, 
Ab  for  stout  men  in  field  that  day  subdued : 
Who  princes  taught  how  to  disceme  a  man. 
That  in  his  bed  so  rare  a  jewel  bcares. 
But  ouer  all  those  same  Camenes,  those  same, 
Deuine  Camenes,  whose  honour  he  procurde. 
As  tender  parent  doth  hys  daughtars  weale, 
Lamented,  and  for  thankes,  all  that  they  can. 
Do  cherish  him  deceast,  and  set  him  free. 
From  dark  obliuion  of  deaouring  death. 
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Thsriore,  when  restless  rage  of  wynde  and 

wane, 
He  saw:  By  fiites,  alas,  calde  for,  (quod  he) 
Is  hapless  Cicero;  sayle  on,  shape  course 
To  the  next  shore,  and  bring  me  to  my  death. 
Perdy  these  thankes,  reskued  from  civil  I  sword. 
Wilt  thou  my  country  pay?  1  see  myne  end: 
So  powers  diuine  so  bid  the  gods  aboue. 
In  citie  saued  that  consul  Marcus  shend. 
Speaking  no  more,  but  drawing  from  depe  hart 
Great  grones,  euen  at  the  name  of  Rome  rehearst; 
His  eies  and  chekes  with  showres  of  teares  he 

washt; 
And  (though  a  route  in  daily  daungers  wome) 
With  forced  face  the  shipmen  held  their  teares ; 
And  strivyng  long  the  seas  rough  flood  to  passe. 
In  angry  wiudes  and  stormy  showres  made  way» 
And  at  the  last  safe  ancred  in  the  rode. 
Came  heauy  Cicero  a  land;  ^ith  pain, 
His  fainted  lyms  the  aged  sire  doth  draw,- 
And  round  about  their  master  stood  his  band. 
Nor  greatly  with  their  own  hard  hap  dismayd. 
Nor  plighted  faith  proue  in  sharpetime  to  breake.- 
Some  swordes  prepare ;  some  theyr  derelord  assist: 
In  littour  laid,  they  lead  him  unkouth  wayes. 
If  so  deceave  Antoniu«  cruel!  gleaovs, 
They  might,  and  threats  of  following  roots  escape  r 
Thus  lo,  that  Tullie  went,  that  Tullius, 
Of  royal  robe  and  sacred  senate  prince. 
When  he  a  far  the  men  approche  espieth ; 
And  of  his  fone  the  ensignes  doth  acknowe, 
And  with  drawn  sworde  Popilios  threatning  death;. 
Whose  life  and  hole  estate,  in  hazard  once 
He  had  preservde,  when  Rome,  as  yet  too  free. 
Herd  him,  and  at  his  thundring  voice  amazde: 
Herennius  eke,  more  eyger  than  the  rest, 
Present,  enflamde  with  furie,  him  pursues. 
What  might  he  do?  Should  be  use  in  defence 
I>3rsanned  handes,  or  pardon  ask  for  mede  ? 
Should  he  with  wordes  attempt  to  tume  the  wrath 
Of  th*  armed  knight,  whose  safeguatd  he  had 

wrought? 
No;  age  forbids,  and  fixt  within  depe  brest 
His  countreys  lone,  and  falling  Homes  ymage; 
The  charret  turn,  ULjih  he,  let  loose  the  nines, 
Ronn  to  the  undeserved  death;  me,  lo. 
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Hatb  PhebuB  fowle,  u  meaienger  forewamdey 
And  Jove  desires  a  new  beauens  man  to  make. 
Brutus  and  Cassius  sonlsy  Hue  you  in  blisse? 
In  case  yet  alJ  tbe  fiUes  gainstriue  us  not. 
Neither  shall  wee,  percbaunce,  dye  unreuenged* 
Now  bane  I  lined,  O  Rome!  ynongh  for  me; 
My  passed  life  nought  suffereth  me  to  dout 
Noysome  obliuion  of  the  lothsome  death. 
Slea  me:  yet  all  the  oflbpring  to  oome  shall  know. 
And  this  deceas  shall  bring  eternal  life; 
Yea,  and  (unlesse  I  fayle,  and  all  in  vaine: 
Rome,  I  somtime  thy  augur  chosen  was) 
Not  euennore  shall  frendly  fortune  thee 
Favour,  Antonius :  once  the  day  shall  come. 
When  her  dear  wights,  by  cruel  spight  thus  slaine. 
Victorious  Rome  shall  at  thy  hands  require: 
Me  likes  therwhUe,  go  se  tbe  hoped  beanen. 
Speche  had  he  left,  and  therwith,  he,  good  man. 
His  throte  prepard,  and  held  bis  bed  unmov'd. 
His  hasting  to  those  fates  the  very  knightes 
Be  loth  to  see,  and  rage  rebated,  when 
They  his  bare  necke  beheld,  and  his  hoare  beares; 
Scant  could  they  hold  tbe  teares  that  fiirth  gan 

burst. 
And  almost  fell  from  bloody  hands  tbe  swordes; 
Only  tbe  steme  Herennius,  with  grym  looke. 
Dastards,  why  stand  you  still?  be  sayetb:  and 

straight 
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Swaps  of  tho  bad  with  bis  presumptaoos  ynm, 
Ne  with  that  slaughter  yet  he  is  not  filde: 
Fowl  shame  on  diame  to  heape,  is  his  d^te. 
Wherefore  tbe  bandes  also  doth  be  off  smyte. 
Which  durst  Antonius  life  so  lioely  paint. 
Him  yelding  strained  ghost,  from  welkin  hie, 
Whith  lothy  chere  lord  Phebus  gan  behokl. 
And  in  black  dowd,  they  say,  long  hid  bis  bed. 
Tbe  Latine  muses  and  tbe  graces  they  wept. 
And  for  his  fall  eternally  shall  wepe: 
And  lo,  hert  percing  Pitho,  (ctrange  to  tdl) 
Who  bad  to  him  suffisde  both  sense  and  woides. 
When  so  he  spake ;  and  drest  with  Nectar  soote 
That  flowing  tong,  when  his  wind  pipe  disdosde. 
Fled  with  her  fleing  freod,  and  (out  alas) 
Hath  left  ther  earth,  ne  will  no  more  retume: 
P6piliu8  flieth  therwhile,  and  leauing  there 
Tbe  senseless  stock,  a  griezely  sight  doth  beare, 
Unto  Antonius  booid,  with  mischief  fed. 
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For  Tuliie  late  a  tomb  I  gan  prepare. 
When  Cyntbie,  thus,  bad  me  my  labour  spare: 
Such  maner  thinges  become  tbe  dead,  quoth  bee. 
But  Tttlly  Uoes,  and  stiU  aliue  shall  bee. 
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LIFE  OF  GEORGE  GASCOIGNE. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HE  life  of  this  ingenious  poet  has  long  been  involved  in  obscurity.  Most  of  hb  bio- 
graphers have  either  not  seen  his  works,  or  have  not  read  them  with  attention,  and  the 
rarity  of  all  the  editions  for  many  years  past  has  prevented  curious  inquirers  from  an 
opportunity  of  resolving  their  doubts.  Anthony  Wood's  life  of  Gascoigne  is,  upon 
the  whole,  more  free  from  errors  than  might  have  been  expected  in  a  biographer  who 
was  wont  to  undervalue  the  sons  of  the  Muses.  Bbhop  Tanner's  and  Dr.  Berkenhout** 
accounts  ate  abridged  from  Wood,  but  a  very  judicious  sketc'a  may  be  seen  in  the  first 
volume  of  the  Censura  Literaria^  and  in  addition  to  that,  and  other  notices  scattered 
over  the  same  useful  publication,  I  am  now  enabled  to  avail  myself  of  a  manuscript 
life  written  by  the  late  Richard  Gough,  Esq.  for  the  Biographia  Britannica,  and,  what 
probably  maybe  considered  as  oV  more  importance,  of  a  pamphlet  of  uncommon  rarity, 
which  has  lately  been  brought  to  light,  after  a  concealment  of  nearly  a  century. 

Bishop  Tanner  is  the  first  who  notices  thb  pamphlet,  under  the  title  of  **  A  Remem- 
brance of  the  weU  employed  life,  and  godly  end  of  George  Gascoigne,  Esq.  who  de- 
ceased at  Stamford  in  Lincolnsliire,  7th  October  1577,  reported  by  George  Whetstone.'^ 
Bat  it  b  very  extraordinary  that  the  learned  prelate  should  inform  us  of  this  pamphlet 
being  in  his  possession,  and  at  the  same  time  express  his  doubt,  ''  Vila  an  nostri  an 
ahus  Geo.  Gascoignii  f*  when  a  very  slight  inspection  must  have  convinced  him  that  it 
could  be  no  other,  and  that,  in  its  principal  facts,  it  agreed  with  the  account  he  had 
just  transcribed  from  Wood.  Since  the  antiquities  of  poetry  have  become  a  favourite 
study,  many  painful  inquiries  have  been  made  after  thb  tract,  but  it  could  not  be  found 
in  Tanner's  library,  which  forms  pari  of  the  Bodleian,  or  in  any  other  collection,  pri- 
vate or  public,  and  doubts  were  entertained'  whether  such  a  pamphlet  had  ever  exbted. 

'  This  oQght  not  to  hare  been  the  cnse,  m  Herbert  mentions  that  Aggaa  had  a  licence  to  print  it, 
which  I  find,  by  the  books  of  the  Stationers*  Company,  was  granted  on  the  fifteenth  of  Norember 
1577.    a 
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About  three  years  ago,  however,  it  was  discovered  in  the  collection  of  a  deceased 
gentleman,  a  Mr.  Voigfat  of  the  Custom-hoose,  London,  and  was  purchased  at  hii 
sale  by  Mr.  Malome.  It  consists  of  about  thirteen  pages  small  quarto,  black  letter, 
and  contains,  certainly  not  much  2f/f ,  but  some  particulars  unknown  to  his  Inographers, 
which  are  now  mcoiporated  in  the  following  sketch,  and  a  transcript  of  the  whole  is 
.  subjoined. 

George  Oascoigne  was  bom  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  family  in  Essex,  and  was 
son  and  heir  of  sir  John  Gascoigne,  who,  for  some  reason  not  assigned  in  Whetstone's 
account,  chose  to  disinherit  him.  Previously  to  thb  harsh  step,  he  had  been  privately 
educated  under  a  clergyman  of  the  name  of  Nevinson,  perhaps  Stephen  Nevinsoo, 
LX.D.  prebendary  and  commissary  of  the  city  and  diocese  of  Canterbury.  After 
this  he  was  removed  either  to  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  Wood  says^  he  ''  had  his  edu- 
cation in  both  the  umversities^  though  chiefly^  as  he  conceives,  in  Cambridge;*'  but 
Gascoigne  himself,  m  his  Stede-GUnse,  informs  us  that  he  was  a  member  of  the  nni- 
veraity  of  Cambridge,  without  mentioning  Oxford.  Hb  progress  at  Cambridge  is  un- 
known; but  he  removed  ^m  it  to  Gray's  Inn,  for  the  purpose  of  studying  the  law. 
It  is  probable  that  m  both  places  he  wrote  a  considerable  number  of  his  poems,  those 
of  the  amatory  kind  particulariy,  as  he  seems  to  include  them  among  his  youthfiil 
follies. 

Wood  now  informs  us,  that  Gascoigne,  ^'  having  a  ramblmg  and  unfixed  bead,  left 
Gray's  Inn,  went  to  various  cities  in  Holland,  and  became  a  soldier  of  note,  which  he  after- 
wards professed  as  much,  or  more,  as  learning,  and  therefore  made  him  take  this  motto, 
Tarn  Marti  quam  Mercurio,  From  thence  he  went  to  France  to  visit  the  fashions  of 
the  royal  court  there,  where  he  fell  in  love  with  a  Scottish  dame.*'  In  thb  there  b  a 
mixture  of  truth  and  error.  The  story  of  the  Scottish  dame  has  no  better  foundatioa 
than  some  lines  m  hb  Herbes,  written  probably  in  an  assumed  character.  Hb  being  in 
France  b  yet  more  doubtful,  and  perhaps  tlie  following  is  nearly  the  fact.  While  at 
Gray's  Inn  he  incurred  the  expences  of  a  fashionable  and  courtly  life,  and  was  obliged 
to  sell  hb  patrimony,  whatever  that  might  be;  and  it  would  appear  that  hb  father, 
dissatisfied  with  hb  extravagance,  refused  him  any  fiurther  assistance,  and,  probably 
about  thb  time,  di»nherited  him. 

Without  blaming  hb  father,  unless  by  calling  hb  disinheritance  *'  a  froward 
deed,*'  he  now  resolved  to  assume  the  airs  of  independence,  in  hopes  that  Iub  courtly 
friends  would  render  him  in  reality  independent;  but  he  soon  found,  what  b  no  un- 
common case,  that  their  favours  were  not  to  be  obtained  without  solicitations  incom- 
patible with  a  proud  spirit.  A  more  honourable  resource  then  presented  itself.  WilUam, 
prince  of  Orange,  was  at  thb  time  endeavouring  to  emancipate  the  Netherlands  from 
the  tyranny  of  the  Spanish  monarch,  and  Gascoigne,  prompted  by  the  hope  of  gain- 
ing laureb  b  a  field  dignified  by  patriotic  bravery,  embarked  on  the  19th  of  March 
J  572,  for  Holland,  lie  vessel  bemg  under  the  guidance  of  a  drunken  Dutch  pilot 
was  run  aground,  and  twenty  of  the  crew  who  had  taken  to  the  long  boat  were 
drowned.  Gascoigne,  however,  and  hb  friends,  remamed  at  the  pumps,  and  beiii^ 
enabled  again  to  put  to  sea,  hmded  safe  in  Holland.  The  drunkenness  of  the  pilot  be 
never  forgot: 

"  Wei  plaste  at  length,  among  the  dnniken  Dutch." 

Having  obtained  a  captain's  commission  under  the  prince  of  Orai^ge,  be  <*  acqohed 
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€««N4aiiMe  Mlitaiy  NpHbdiiw ;  bul  an  uitfpqtu^ate  qufutfj  .with  bis  ccil««el/et9ir4^ 
hi8<M»en  GooBeioiiB  «f  his  clesoii|B»  ibe  ifepiMred  .ipvnedutely  to  Delfj  res«l?Ad  lo 
setjgB  Us  oaoMBMsioa  lo  the  hoads.fiam  which  he  reeeiyed  it|  the  piiqoe  in  yajn  en4ea- 
wwiiflgio  close  the  Jbceach  l>etweefi  hb  efficen. 

^  While  this  ocgpciatioD  was  ipfl4iatiag>  a  oiremnstaqoe  oecaned  which  had  nearly 
cost  our  poet  his  life.  A  lady  at  the  Hague  (then  in  the  possession  of  the  eneny^ 
with  whom  Gtescoigne  had  been  on  intimate  terms,  had  his  portrait  in  her  hands  (hb 
''  coonteriayt,''  as  he  calls  it),  and  resolving  to  part  with  it  to  himself  al  Jne,  wrote  a 
letter  to  him  on  the  subject,  which  fell  into  the  hands  of  hb  enemies  in  the  camp;  from 
lUapfiper  they  meant  to  have  laisi^^  report  un&voiiratrfe  to  hb  loyalty;  but^^npoa  its 
BeaciuDgbb  fands,  Oascoigne,  <coiiscioas  of  hb  fidelity,  laid  it  immedi^ely  before  the 
piioce,  who  aaw  tfai«>ugh  their  4imgn,  and  gave  Jiim  passports  for  viMtipg  the  bidy  at 
IheHagne;  theburgheia,  howen^er,  watched  hb  motmswith  malicious  caption,  and 
he  was  called  in  derisiop  '^  the  .Green  JCjijght."  Althoiigh  dbgiisted  with  the  ingrati- 
tude of  those  on  whose  side  he  fought,  Gascoigne  stiH  retained  .hb  camiyiiasion,  till  tl^ 
pmoe  a»iing  perwaally  to  the  ^siegp  of  Middlebuig,  gave  him  an  opportunity  of  dis- 
playiBgihiB  seal  and  courage,  when  the  prince  rewarded  lum  with  300  guiidiers  beyood 
his  ngpbr  {my,  and  a  pn>mi9e  e(  futore  promotion.  He  was,  however,  suq>ija^ 
soon  aftn-  by  3000  Spaniaids  when  commanding,  under  eaplsain  SheffeM,  500  £«]^lisb- 
aMn,hrtely  tended,  aad  netiaed  ip  good  order^  at  night,  under  the  walbof  Leyden. 
The  jealousy  of  the  Dutch  was  then  openly  displayed  by  their  refusiag  to  open  th^r 
fitfes;  4>ur  military  baod  with  hb  band  were  in  consequence  made  captives.  At  the 
eipicationcf  twelve  days^hb  men  weve  released,  and  the  officers,  after  an  imprison- 
Bcnt  of  iour  nvmths,  were  amrt  back  to  Ei^nd." 

ISiese  pnuticobn,  so  acenratdy  ^eaned  from  hb  wodu  by  the,intelligent  coireapon-' 
deat  of  the  Ctnsnia  Ueraria^,  are  eonfirmed  in  some  measure  by  the  infonnation  ifi 
gave  to  'WbetBtone.  in  this  he  admerlB  to  hb  heroic  spirit  in  volanleerii^  hb  services 
for  flie.&itch,  appeals  to»<*  hb  sieniksr  gaine,"  as  a  paoof  what. little  almoe  avarice  had 
in  hb  oeiDduot,  and  iMUipiates.  that  after  he 

*'  Cacbt  by  sly  ha|>»  ja.pviion  nfle  wm  popty*' 


hblife  wobM  iwve  becn-inelanger,  had  he  not  exerted  ins  ntinost  doquettoewHli  has 
fee,  whiefa,  we  are  told,  he  was  eoaUed  to  do  by  Ins  Amiiarity  with  4bt  Latin,  Italian, 
French,  and  Dutch  languages*. 

On  4ib  f«<limi  to  England,  <fae  residwl  partly  m  Gray's  Inn,  and  partly  at  Waltham- 
stowe.  In  hb  Ffewers  he  informs  us,  that  be  bad,  in  the  midst  of  hb  you<ii,  deter- 
Biinedto  flbandon  all  vain  delights,  and  to  return  to  iShmfs  Inn,  there  to  undertake 
ogmi  the  study  ef  the  oommon  law;  andthat  at  the  request  of  Ave  gendemea  of  Che 
Ian,  namely,  Francis  and  Anthony  Kmwelmersh,  Messrs.  Vaughan,  Nevile,  and  Courtep, 
he  wrote  wtmt  he  caUs  lib  Memories.    These  tashs,  however,  may  have  been  per- 

'  Vol.  L  p.  109.  &c.    C. 

)  Id  Uie  dedication  of  the  Hermit's  Tale  to  queen  Elizabeth,  hereafter  mentioned,  he  stys,  "  Such 
Itilian  as  I  hare  learned  in  London,  and  such  Latin  as -1  foifot  at  Cambridge,  such  French  at  I  bor- 
rowed in  Holland,  and  such  English  as  I  stole  in  Westmoreland,  even  such  and  no  better  have  1  here 
poured  before  you."  Fkom  this  last  ezpresstoo,  the  writer  of  bis  life  in  the  Censnra  thioks  he  may 
have  been  a  native  of  Westmortlad,     C. 

VOL.  II.  GO 
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formed  at  an  earlier  period  of  life»  if  it  can  be  proved  that  lie  left  the  Ian  time  before 
this  time;  but  his  general  design  now  was  to  trust  to  his  wit,  and  to  **  ope  the  wMova 
of  his  Muse;''  in  other  words,  to  publish  his  early  poems^  and  those  other  woib, 
written  in  bb  more  serious  moments^  that  were  intended  to  connteiact  the  licentioiis 
tendency  of  his  amatory  verses.  As  a  general  apology  for  the  latter,  he  anots  tfatt 
they  '•  do  showe 

*'  The  woes  of  love,  bot  not  the  wayes  to  love." 

In  the  summer  of  1575,  he  accompanied  queen  Eliiabeth  in  one  of  her  stately  pro- 
gresseSy  and  wrote  for  her  amusement,  in  the  month  of  July,  a  kind  of  mask,  entitled 
The  Princely  Pleasures  of  Kenelworth  Castle^.  Some  of  the  verses  were  not  edj 
written,  but  spoke  by  him  on  this  occasion;  but  the  whole  of  the  entertakuncot, 
owing  to  the  unfavourable  weather,  was  not  performed.  This  piece  was  first  printed  m 
the  posthumous  edition  of  his  works* 

On  his  return  from  thb  progress,  his  principal  residence,  while  preparing  liis  wuik% 
was  at  Walthamstowe.  Here,  it  appears  by  Whetstbne*s  aceount,  he  wrote  The  Steele 
Olasse,  Tlie  Glass  of  Government,  The  Delicate  Diet,  a  Book  cd  Hunting^  and  the 
Doom's  Day  Drum,  which  last  was  not  published  until  after  hb  death.  He  left  other 
pieces  behind  him,  some  of  which  were  afterwards  printed  in  various  coUeclioiii,  bit 
without  his  name. 

Altliough  he  enjoyed  the  esteem  of  many  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  and  the 
patronage  of  lord  Grey  of  Wilton,  the  earl  of  Bedford,  sur  Walter  Rawleigli,  voi 
other  persons  of  dbtinction,  yet  during  this  period  he  compteins  bitteriy  of  what  poels 
in  all  ages  have  felt,  the  envy  of  rivals  and  the  malevolence  of  critics,  and  seems  to 
intimate  that,  although  he  apparently  bore  this  treatment  with  patience,  yet  it  imea^ 
sibly  wore  him  out^  and  brought  on  a  bodily  distemper  which  his  {^yaidans  ooold  nor 
cure.  In  aU  his  publications^  he  takes  every  opportunity  to  introduce  and  bewail  the 
errors  of  his  youth,  and  to  atone  for  any  injury,  real  or  stqpposed,  wluch  migfat  have 
accrued  to  the  public  from  a  perusal  of  his  early  poems,  in  which,  however>  the  pro- 
portion of  indelicate  thoughts  is  surely  not  very  great. 

His  biographersi  following  the  Oxford  historian,  have  hitherto  pkioed  his  demke  at 
WaHhamstowe  in  the  year  1578 ;  but  Whetstone,  on  whom  we  can  more  certainly  lelj, 
informs  us  that  he  died  at  Stamford  in  Lincolnshire,  Oct*  7»  1577.  He  had  perhaps 
taken  a  journey  to  thb  place  for  change  of  air,  accompanied  by  hb  fiiend  Whetstone, 
who  was  With  him  when  he  died,  so  calmly  that  the  mcwient  of  hb  departure  was  aot 
perceived.  He  left  a  wife  and  son  behind  him,  whom  he  recommended  to  the  iibeiali- 
ty  of  the  queen,  whether  snocessfully,  or  what  became  of  them,  cannot  now  be 
known.    The  regbters  of  Stamford  and  of  Walthamstowe  have  been  eianuned  witbooi 


Although  hb  age  b  not  mentioned  by  any  of  hb  biographers,  yet  from  vadons  ex- 
pressicms  m  hb  works,  it  may  be  coi^ectured  that  it  did  not  exceed  forty  years,  aod 


4  See  many  cartoof  particiilan  of  this  eatertaiDmei^  in  NichoLt'  ProgretMs  of  ftoeen  Elizahrth» 
vol  I.    C. 
s  This  is  not  known.    He  has  commendatoiy  verses  before  TurbervHe^s  Art  of  Venerie.    C. 
*  By  the  aathor  of  his  life  in  the  Censura  Literaria.    C. 
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'▼«!  a  nrach  shorter  period  might  be  fixed  npon  with  great  probability.  His  stay  at 
Cambridge  was  perhaps  not  long;  in  l566^  when  his  comedy  of  the  Supposes  was 
icred  at  Gray's  Inn,  he  was  denominated  one  of  the  iUtdenii.  In  one  of  his  prefaces, 
i«  calls  himself  of  middle  age;  his  exploits  in  the  army  are  consistent  with  the  prime  of 
ife  ;  and  it  is  certam  that  he  did  not  survive  these  above  five  years. 

As  the  editions  of  Gascoigne's  works  are  all  extremely  scarce,  and  often  imperfect^ 
t  may  be  necessaiy  to  give  a  more  particular  account  of  them  than  has  yet  been 
Published. 

The  first,  and  by  fer  the  most  rare  e^on  of  Gascoigne's  works^  is  a  quarto  volume 
moted  m  ]573>  and  entitled  "  A  Hundretli  sundrie  Flowres  bounde  vp  in  one  small 
V^esie.  Gathered  partely  (by  translation)  in  the  fyne  outlandish  Gaidins  of  £uripides» 
>uid,  Petrarke,  Ariosto,  and  others:  and  partly  by  inuention,  out  of  our  owne 
rialtelidl  Orchardes  in  Eoglande:  Yeldmg  sundrie  sweete  sauors  of  Tragical,  Comicab 
lxmI  Morall  Discourses,  botbe  pleasaunt,  and  profitable  to  the  well  smellyng  noses  of 
earned  Reluien.     Meritum  petere,  graue.      At  London,   Imprinted  for  Richarde 

Tbis  volume  contains,  *<  First  an  excellente  and  pleasante  Comedie  entituled  Sup- 
KMes.  The  second,  the  wofiill  tragedie  of  Jocasta,  conteining  the  vtter  subuersion  of 
riiebes.  Thirdly,  a  pleasant  discourse  of  the  aduentnres  of  master  F.  J.  eonteyning 
excellent  letters,  sonets,  Lays,  Ballets,  Rondlets,  Verlays  and  verses.  Fourthly,  diuers 
Ac^elient  deuises  of  sundry  Gentlemen.  Fifthly,  certayne  deuises  of  master  Gascoyne, 
MMiteynmg  his  anothamie,  hb  arrignement,  his  prayse  of  mistresse  Bridges  now  Lady 
Guilds,  then  his  praise  of  Zouche  late  the  kidy  Grey  of  Wilton.  Gascoyne  his  passion; 
ibeil  of  diuorce;  praise  of  his  mistresse;  LuUabie;  Recantation;  five  notable  deuises 
ipoD  fine  sundiy  theames  giuen  to  him  by  fine  sundry  Gentlemen  in  fine  sundry  meet* 
^rs;  gloie  vpon  Domtftw  its  opm  kabet;  good  morrowe;  good  night;  counsell  to 
EkHiglas  Diue;  counsell  to  Bartholomew  Wythipole;  Epitaph  vpon  Captaine  Bour- 
dier  lately  slayne  in  Zelande,  called  the  tale  of  the  stone;  denise  of  a  maske;  wod- 
■laiBship ;  gardening;  last  voyage  into  Holland  m  Marche;  Lastly  the  dolorous  discourse 
!>f  I>an  Bartholomew  of  Bathe,  wherin  b  conteyned  hb  triumphes,  hb  discourse  of 
loac,  hb  extreme  passion,  hb  libell  of  request  to  Care,  hb  last  will  and  testament,  hb 
farewel;  Last  of  all  the  reporter^." 

Of  thb  very  rare  edition,  only  two  perfect  copies  are  known,  one  which  was  in  Mr* 
Steevens's  collection,  and  a  second  in  Emanuel  college  library,  placed  there  probably 
by  Dr.  Farmer;  a  third,  now  before  the  editor,  is  the  property  of  Thomas  Hill,  esq. 
and  was  completed  by  manuscript  firom  Dr*  Farmer's  copy.  Mr.  Steeveus's  account  of 
it  was,  that  it  differed  very  materially  from  its  successor  in  1587»  and  contained  several 
pieces  not  to  be  found  in  it :  it  was,  in  short,  an  unchastUed  work,  publbhed,  as  it  should 
seem,  without  the  formal  consent  of  Gascoigne,  though  not  perhaps  without  hb  con-^ 
aivance.  The  pages  in  all  the  copies  extant  break  off  abruptly  at  l64,  and  recom- 
atdOI. 


1  It  appean  from  the  records  of  Ony's  Inn,  that  in  ^565  George  Oatcoigne  being  called  an  An- 
cient, paid  hit  floes  for  the  vacations  past,  to  complete  the  number  of  nine  vacations  reqaired  by 
the  <tatutei  of  the  society.  If  this  was  the  poet,  which  is  very  probable,  his  pursuit  of  his  studies 
must,  at  this  time,  have  been  serions.    See  Malcolm's  Lond.  Rediv.  vol.  II.  p.  S46. 

*  Ariosto  all^orized,  a  short  piece,  not  very  delicate,  is  the  only  omission  I  can  discover  in  the 
sabaequent  editions.    C, 
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It  appears,  however,  firom  bis  **  Epistle  to  the  Keyecead  I^ines,"  pfdkdl  to  Ae 
edition  of  1575,  that  he  made  a  prcoedt  of  Che  pieces  in  this  tolune  to  his  pwhiwhrr, 
and  was  not  unwiMng  the  sane  shoald  be  imprinted  for  votrioos  reasons  which  the 
reader  may  peruse  in  that  cpbtle.  As  to  the  mtermptioB  in  the  pa^ug,  ddMMigh  it 
seems  to  mdicate  the  cancelling  of  some  part,  yet  the  matter  tmd  nuariber  of  the  pi^ 
accords  with  the  tdble  of  contents  and  the  list  of  the  errata,  which  runs  fmm  foth  l63 
to  206:  Mr.  Hei^ei^'S' supposition  tiiat  difierent  printers  were  evpk^Fed,  wiU  net  ae« 
count  for  so  large  an  omission*  ^ 

The  second  edition  is  entitled  **  The  Posies  of  Geoi§e  Gaacoigne  Esquire,  G#r- 
rected,  perfected^  and  augmented  hy  the  Anthonr,  1575.  Tarn  Mdrii,  qium  Mermuk. 
Imprinted  at  London  by  H.  Bynnemnn  for  Richard  Smith/'  This  begins  wkh  a 
dedication  to  the  reverend  ditines,  in  defence  of  his  former  pvblicatioB*  Aa  addrai 
to  young  gentlemen,  and  an  advertisement  to  the  readers  gtnetally;  asMl  coiitaias, 
after  many  commendatory  verses,  '^  FLOWERS,  viz.  The  AttOtaosie  of  a  Looef ;  the 
arraigtiemente  of  a  Louer;  the  pfeissions  of  a  Loner;  the  dhuinre  of  n  Loner;  the 
LuUabie  of  a  Louer;  the  lamentation  of  a  Louer;  the  lookes  of  a  Loner  enamoied; 
the  looses  of  a  Loner  forsaken;  the  recantatita  of  a  Loter;  praiM  of  lady  Sanft; 
praise  of  lady  G^ey;  praise  of  the  author's  liiistresse;  Ghlacoigna  good  aioifowc  -  gae4 
night^Df  Pr<^imdl(#— ^Memoriea— «n  Epitaph  upon  Captaiae  Bonrofaer;  a  deuisa  at'  a 
Maske;  the  reflisal^  of  a  Loner;  pryde  in  Conrt;  Despised  tlings  an^  line;  intrastii 
treason;  the  ^bnstai&cieof  a'Lower;  the  frute  of  Foes;  a  Loaicr  oace  waratd  and  tinoe 
taken;  a  LoOer  enebniged  foy'f4rmer  examples;  the  Historie  of  Dan  Bartbolomewe  ef 
Badire ;  the  i^tes  of  Warn.  HEARBES,  tontaimmg  The  Cofene^  called  Si^poscs; 
The  Tragedte  called  Jocasta;  the  iruite  of- Reconciliation ;  the  f&nt  of  true  nendship; 
the  force  of  lotie  in  sttangers)  the  praise  of  brawne  beautie;  the  Fattricfa  and  the 
Mcrlyn;  the  vertike  of  Ver;  the  comptaiate  of  a  Dame  JnnbaaaeQ;  the  piaise  oft 
CouDtesse ;  the  idfection  of  a  lotier;  die  coAipiaint  of  a  Dame  saspectad ;  a  ttddie;  the 
shield  of  Loue;  the  glidte  apna  Dwmnta  m  ojms  habet;  GasooigHes  cenosel  to  Dhie— 
counsel  to  Wytfaipole— Mrodmansfaip^gardeBui^B^jonniey  mto  Hottande.  W£E2)£S^ 
containing.  The  frOite  of  Fetters;  the  comptoynt  of  the  green  Knight;  the  fiMHd  ts 
Fansie;  the  fable  of  Felrdinando  Jeroniaii  and  Leonora  de  Vcbaoo;  tiw  pmse  of  a 
Gentlewoman  neither  lair  nor  wel  favoured;  the  pra&eof  PfaiHip  Sjpatfoave;  FWcvel 
with  a  mischief;  the  doile  of  diidamc;  Mars  in  despite  of  Vufoane;  Patience  per- 
force; a  letter  for  a  yoog  hmer;  Danid  sahitcth  Bersaba;  Sone  aoqnainted,  aone  ^• 
gotten;"  and  an  artide  not  iMiocd  in  the  table  of  contents^  entided  ''  Ceilayae natci 
of  Instruction  concerning  the  taaking  of  verse  or  ryme  m  English,  written  at  the  rc^oeal 
of  Master  Edouardo  Donati/'  fin  this  ediCian  the  pages  of  tfaeflowera  rtm  Hmm  1  to 
149,  and  Heatbes  from  1  to  290.  The  Ceitayne  Notes  of  Instvaolioo  wfaMi  can- 
elude  the  volume  are  not  paged. 

In  tills  cation,  it  is  more  material  to  notice  that  P.  L  or  Freeman  Jones,  is  altend  to 
Ferdinando  Jeronimi ;  Elinor  to  Leonora  de  Velasco,  Fraunces  into  Frandsc^ini;  mi 
the  signatured  initials  of  G.  T.  &c.  are  wholly  omitted. 

These  are  the  only  editions  <^  Gaacoigne's  poetiy  collected  In  his  life-time,  altfaoogb 
Herbert,  p.  1077»  nctices  an  edition  printed  in  1^75,  for  Christopher  Barker. 

His  sepai^te  pablications  app^ardd  in  the  years  1575  and  1676.  Tbeilrst:  was  "  The 
Glasse  of  Goueniement  A  Trfagidil  Cohiedle  so  entltul^,  bycinise'therein  are  haMDed 
aswell  the  rewardes  for  Vertues^  as  alto  the  pOnushmeht  fbrTices.    Done  by  Geoi^ 
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Eiqwre,  1575.  Blessed  are  Uiey  that  fefure  tke  Lorde>  their  ehiUreD  shalbe 
u  the  bnmches  of  Olhie  trees  rounde  about  their  table.  Seen  and  allowed,  actordii^ 
te  the  order  appointed  in  the  Qoeenes  majesties  iniiinctioiis.  Imprinted  at  London  for 
C.  Batker.*'  According  to  Herbert,  there,  was  a  second  edition. of  this  piece  in  the 
nme  3>ear.  The  dedication  noticed,  by  Herbert,  in  these  editions,  to  sir  Owen  Upton,  is 
wBBliBg  in  the  copy  now  before  ne. 

The  Steele  Olas  was  published  in  157^^  ''  A  Satyre  compiled  by  George  Gascoigne 
fia^ire,  togitber  with  The  Complaint  of  Pbylomene.  An  Elegie  deuised  by  the  same 
Author.  Tarn  Marti,  qmam  Mercurio.  Printed  for  Richard  Smith."  In  the  title  is  an  . 
omnaeiital  wooden  cot,  representing  Time  drawing  the  figure  of  Troth  out  of  a  pit  or 
cawervy  with  this  legend,  occu  lta  terit as  tevtbork  f atet.  Dr.  Feicy,  in  whose 
Reli^«es,  Book  III.  Vol.  2.  this  device  is  copied,  with  some  varktionB,  o*bserres  that  '<  it 
b  moH  improbable  but  the  aecidcnfal  sight  of  this,  or  some  other  title  page  oontamii^  tfae 
iaiiie  4levioe,  suggested  to  Rubens  that  well-known  des^  of  a  similw  kipd,  which  be 
has  intpodooed  into  the  Lnic^mburg  galleiy  (Le  Terns  decouTre  La  Yerhe),  opd  which 
has  been  se  justly  censured  for  the  muntaral  manner  of  its  exccutioD."  On  the  hack 
of  the  thlc  is  Oascoigne's  portrait  in  armour,  nrff,  large  beard;. on  his  right  haqd  a 
musket  nsd  bandaleere ;  on  bis  left,  books,  &c.  and  underneath  Us  motto  Tarn  Marti, 
lee.  Tlib  edition  cf  the  Steele  Glas  b  extvemeiy  rare,  and  with  the  portrait,  yet  more 
tare. 

Ib  the  same  year  he  poblbhed  <'  A  Delicate  Diet  for  daiatie  mouthde  Dronnkards: 
wherein  the  fowle  abuse  of  common  carowsing  and  quaffling  with  heartie  draugfates  b 
honesiHy  achnonbhed."  Imprinted  Aug.  22f,  157^,  on  three  sheets,  octavo.  Thb  prose 
traet  was  lately  repnbbshed  by  Mr.  Waldron,  in  hb  Literary  Museum,  irom  a  copy,  the 
OPifYy  one  known,  in  the  possession  of  Mr.  Steevens.  The  Dedication  to  "  the  Right 
Worabipfiill  bb  singuler  good  friend  Lewes  Dyve  of  Broomchanb  in  the  Countie  of 
Bedlbrde,  Esquyer^'  b  dated  Aug.  10,  1576:  it  b  partly  a  transhition  from  St.  Au* 
gvstsie,  ttid  partly  compiled  from  other  authors,  with  a  view  to  prove  the  proposntion, 
that  **  all  dr^nkardes  are  beastes.'' 

The  Hermits  tale,  at  Woodstock,  1575,  b  printed  in  Mr.  Nichols's  Progresses  of. 
Qoeen  Elizabeth,  from  a  manuscript  in  the  British  Museum.    Mr.  Andrews,  in  his 
ConthmatioD  of  Dr.  Henry's  hbtory,  has  the  following  note ;  <<  The  poet  Gascoigne, 
Bs  he  draws  fab  own  picture,  presentmg  hb  book  to  Elizabeth,  has  a  pen  for  an  ear 
e>niamg>it,  and  thus  he  sbgs, 

**  Beholdc,  good  qaeene,  a  poett  with  a  tpeare, 
(Strauoge  figbtes  well  markM  are  understode  tbe  better) 
A  soldier  armde  with  pensyle  iu  bis  eare, 
With  pen  to  6gbte,  and  sworde  to  write  a  letter. 

Frontispiece  to  Gascoigne's  Translation  of  **  The  Heremjrte.^ 
« 

Some  verses  of  Gascoigne's  are  prefixed  to  Cardanus  comforte,  1576;  Hollyband's 
^*  French  Littleton ;''  Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert's  ''  Discourse  of  a  DiKoyerie  of  a  new 
Paaaage  to  Cathda/'  and  probably  to  other  works  of  contemporaries. 

The  only  posthumous  work  of  our  author,  publislied  in  1586,  b  entitled  ''The 
Droome  of  Doomes  Day.  Wherein  the  frailties  and  miseries  of  mans  life  are  lively 
portrayed  and  ieamedly  set  forth.    DeuMed  as  appearelh  m  tiie  IVge  next  following. 
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Translated  and  collected  by  George  Gaseoignc  Esqayre.  Tom  Marti  guam  Meratio, 
At  London,  Imprinted  by  John  Windet,  for  Gabriel  Cawood:  dwelling  m  Panks 
Cburcbyard,  at  tbe  signe  of  tbe  Holy  Gbost^  1586."  Tfac  division  '*  on  the  I^ige  iieit 
following/*  or  back  of  tbe  title,  will  give  the  reader  an  outline  of  this  w4rk.  '*  TIm 
work  is  deuided  into  three  jmrtes,  the  first  whereof  is  entituled.  The  Vitm  rf  vocHdhf 
Vanities,  Exhorting  us  to  contempne,  all  pompes,  pleasures,  delights  and  vaailiesof  tfaif 
life.  And  the  second  part  is  named.  The  shame  of  sinne,  Dbplaying  and  laymg  open 
the  huge  greatnesse  and  enormities  of  the  same,  by  sondne  good  exanqrtes  and  coBh 
parisons.  And  tbe  third  part  is  called,  The  Needds  Eye^  Wherein  wee  are  taagjit 
the  r^ht  rules  of  a  true  Christian  life,  and  the  straight  passage  vnto  eneriastiiig  lelidde. 
Hereunto  is  added  a  priuate  Xj^tXer,  the  which  doth  teach  remedies  against  tbe  bitter- 
nesse  of  Death."  In  the  dedication  to  his  patron  the  earl  of  Bedford,  we  ate  infonned 
that  this  work  is  principally  a  translation  from  an  old  volume  be  foond  in  fais  libiaiy; 
which  wanting  the  beginning  and  end,  be  could  not  ascertain  the  author's  name;  tlat 
he  was  prompted  to  translate,  arrange  and  publish  the  same,  partly,  to  atone  for  lais- 
pent  time,  and  partly  in  consequence  of  the  suggestion  of  a  friend,  who,  after  allowing 
his  poetry  its  full  merit,  said  **  hee  woulde  hke  the  gardiner  much  better  if  he  wooki 
employ  his  spade  in  no  worse  ground,  then  either  diuinitie  or  moral  philosopUe.''  Hk 
de<lication  is  dated  <*  From  my  lodging  where  I  finished  this  trauaite  in  weake  pi%ht  for 
health  as  your  good  Lordshippe  well  knoweth  thb  2  of  Maye,  1 576.*'  Tbe  private  letter 
at  the  end  of  the  work,  teaching  remedies  against  the  fear  of  death,  is  said  to  have  ben 
written  by  J.  P.  to  bis  familiar  friende  G.  P. 

In  1587,  the  third,  and  most  complete  edition  of  his  works  was  published,  under  tke 
title  of  ''The  whole  woorkes  of  George  Gascoigne  Esquire:  Newlye  compyled  into 
one  Volume,  That  b  to  say :  His  Flowers,  Hearbes,  Weedes,  the  Fruites  of  warre,  tbe 
Comedie  called  Supposes,  the  Tragedie  of  Jocasta,  the  Steele  Glaase,  the  complaint  of 
Phylomene,  tbe  Stone  of  Ferdinando  Jeronimi,  and  the  pleasure  at  Kenelworth  Casde. 
London,  Imprinted  by  Abell  Jeffes,  dwelling  in  the  Fore  Streete,  without  Creepiegate, 
neere  unto  Grubstreete,**  small  quarto,  b.  1.  This  is  an  uniform  edition  of  the  pieces 
mentioned,  and  may  be  reckoned  the  best,  except  that  the  errors  pointed  oot  in  tbe 
former  editions  are  not  corrected  in  this. 

The  testimonies  to  Gascoigne's  merit  by  his  contemporaries  are  so  numerous,  tfiat  we 
are  at  a  loss  to  know  who  those  enemies  were,  and  what  their  numbers  and  force,  whkJi 
gave  Gascoigne  that  uneasiness  of  which  he  complains  with  all  the  bitterness  of  wounded 
sensibility.  Besides  the  eulogies  prefixed  to  his  works,  he  is  celebrated  by  Gabriel 
Hervey  as  one  of  the  English  poets  who  have  written  m  praise  of  women. 

Chaocenisque  adsit.  Suireuis  et  incljrtos  adtit 
Oascoignoque  aliquit  sit,  mea  Corda  locus 9. 

Arthur  Hall,  in  the  dedication  prefixed  to  his  Translation  of  Tan  Books  of  Homer, 
complimenU  "  the  pretie  pythie  Conceits  of  M.  George  Gascoygne."  Thomas  Nash, 
in  his  Address  to  Gentlemen  Students,  prefixed  to  Green's  Arcadia,  says,  ''  Who  eoer 
my  priuate  opmion  condemneth  as  faultie,  Maister  Gascoigne  is  not  to  be  abridged  of 
his  deserued  esteeme,  who  first  beate  the  path  to  that  perfection  which  our  best  poets 

•  Onaulationes  ValdinentM,  Edit.  Bianemao,  1578,  4to.  Lib.  IV.  p.  23.    C. 

* 
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htue  aipiied  to  siiice  hb  dqnuture*  whereto  bee  did  ascend,  by  comparing  tiie  Italian 
with  the  Em^hh,  as  Tally  did  Gneoa  cum  Latinis/' 

This  testimony,  it  is  observed  by  a  writer  in  tbe  Censura  Uteraria,  will  be  sufficient 
to  obviate  Mr.  Park's  sn^ion  that  Nasb  intended  to  satirise  Gascoigne  in  his  Pierce 
PfDBilesse,  as  "  the  greasy  son  of  a  clothier/  On  examining  the  passage  in  Nash 
whence  tins  aiispiGion  seems  to  arise,  I  find  that  the  principal  ground  is  the  quotation  of 
Gascdgne^s  motto  Tarn  Marti  quam  Mercurio.  No  other  particular  stated  can  apply  to 
Gascoigne,  if  the  account  we  have  been  able  to  furnish  be  accurate;  but  as  to  the 
motto,  it  is  well  known  that  after  Gascoigne's  death  it  was  used  by,  or  appropriated  to 
hu  M  friend  sur  Walter  Raleigh,  who  might,  and  perhaps  with  as  little  reason,  be  the 
object  of  Nash's  coarse  abuse. 

Webbe,  in  his  discourse  of  English  Poetrie,  I586>  mentions  Gascoigne  <<  as  painful  a 
«>ldier  in  the  affiurs  of  his  prince  and  coiintry  as  he  was  a  witty  poet  in  his  writing;'* 
and  Pttttenham  gives  the  prize  to  lam  for  "  a  good  meter  and  for  a  plentifull  vayne.*' 
MUm  only,  in  his  Hypercritica,  contents  hunself  with  the  sparing  notice  that  **  among 
tbe  lesser  poets,  George  Gascoigne's  works  may  be  endured." 

If  we  consider  the  generalmerit  of  the  poets  in  the  early  part  of  the  Elizabethan  period, 
it  will  probably  appear  that  the  extreme  rarity  of  Grascoigne's  works  has  been  the  chief 
cause  of  hb  being  so  much  neglected  by  modem  readers.  In  smoothness  and  harmony 
of  versification  he  yields  to  no  poet  of  his  own  time,  when  these  qualities  were  very 
common;  but  hu  higher  merit  is,  that  in  every  thmg  he  discovers  the  powers  and  in- 
vention of  a  poet,  a  warmth  of  sentiment  tender  and  natural,  and  a  fertility  of  fiincy, 
although  not  always  free  from  the  conceits  of  the  Italian  school.  As  a  satirist,  if 
nothing  remained  but  his  Steele  Glass,  he  may  be  reckoned  one  of  the  first.  There  is  a 
vein  of  sly  sarcasm  in  this  piece,  which  appears  to  me  to  be  original;  and  his  intimate 
knowledge  of  mankind,  acquired  indeed  at  the  expence  probably  of  health  and 
certainly  of  comfort  and  independence,  enabled  him  to  give  a  more  curious  picture  of 
the  dress,  manners,  amusements,  and  follies  of  the  times  than  we  meet  with  in  almost 
any  other  author. 

To  point  out  the  individnal  beauties  of  his  miscellaneous  pieces,  after  the  specimens 
exhibited  by  Mrs.  Cooper,  Messrs.  Percy,  Warton,  Headley,  and  Ellis,  would  be  un- 
necessary;  but  there  are  three  respects  in  which  his  claims  to  originality  require  to  be 
noticed  as  seras  m  a  history  of  poetry.  His  Steele  Glass  b  among  the  first  specimens  of 
bhnk  verse  in  our  language;  hb  Jocasta  b  the  second  theatrical  piece  written  in  that 
measure;  and  hb  Supposes  b  the  first  comedy  written  in  prose.  In  hb  Jocasta,  which 
is  partly  paraphrased  and  partly  abridged  from  the  Phoenissae  of  Euripides,  be  was 
asnsted  by  hb  fellow-student  of  Gray's  Inn,  Francb  Kinwelmersh,  who  translated  the 
first  and  fourth  acts.  Mr.  Warton,  who  has  given  an  account  of  thb  play,  in  the  third 
volmae  of  the  Hbtory  of  Poetry,  remarks  that  '^  so  sudden  were  the  changes  or  the  re- 
finements of  our  language,  that  in  the  second  edition  of  thb  play,  printed  again  with 
Gascoigne's  poems  in  15H7»  it  was  thought  necessary  to  affix  marginal  explanations  of 
many  words,  not  long  before  in  common  use,  but  now  become  obsolete  and  unin«' 
telligible."  These  obsolete  words,  however,  were  explained  in  the  teeond  edition  of  our 
author's  works,  printed  in  1575,  which  Mr.  Warton  had  probably  not  seen. 

Shakspeare's  obligations  to  the  Supposes  have  been  stated  by  Mr.  Warton  and  Dr. 
Farmer;  by  the  former  in  hb  Hbtory  of  Poetry,  and  by  the  latter  in  the  notes  on  the 
Tanung  of  a  Sbrew»  in  Johnson  and  Steevens'  edition  of  Shakspeare. 
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It  rernms  yet  to  be  notketf,  thttt  ttmt  k  k  cIm  BM*  lliuMtf  tf  pcMi  ifHSbta  bf 
our  author  which  has  not  beeo  added  lo^  his  HfOrtn:  it  itf  eiititflfed  llMf  Orief  ef 
ioy,  Certeyoe  Elegies,  whereili  the  doubtful  Delighted  of  Rbnte  Ly§t  $H  dis^ied. 
Wrifteti  to  Ihe  Quecues  most  eiceHeut  Majestie,  ISjd.  ^4  BelM  laf  ^rMed  Ib^ 
d^catiOD^  and  a  specfnen  of  this  poem  in  his  AModidtetf  tff  Litertitlu^  wkt  siaMe 
Bodks;  itod  nioit  reiiders  wffl  probabfy  tUnk  th<it  mof«  hf  ^amsttamity. 
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A  HEMUMDllAVNCB 

of  tlie  wel  impte^^d  Mt^  tod  godly  ellcl  fi4 

George  Gaskoione  Esquire,  who 

d^tensaed  nt  Sf *li*fbrd  ift  Li»- 

^colne  Sbtre  the  7  of  ^obeir 

1577 

The  reporte  of  Geo*.  VfUtltsfotl^ 

GeDt.  an  eye  Wifnesr  Of  f6i 

Godly  add  eharftable 

end  in  diis  world. 

Forma  nulla  fUea 

IMPRINTED  AT  LON- 

don  for  Edward  Aggas^  dweUiQg 

in  Pauls  Churchyard  and 

are  thm  to  be  soldt . 

The  wel  imployed  life,  and  godly  erid  of 
G.  Gascoigne,  fisquire. 

And  is  there  none,  wil  help  to  tel  my  tale, 
Who  (ah)  in  helth,  a  thousand  plaints  have  shone? 
teeles  all  men  joy  ?  ta  no  ma  skil  of  bale ' } 

0  yes  I  see,  a  comfort  in  my  mone. 

help  me  good  George,  my  life  and  death  to  touch 
some  man  for  thee  may  one  day  doo  as  much. 

Thou  seest  my  death,  and  long  my  life  didst  knowe, 
my  life;  nay  death,  to  live  I  now  begin: 
But  some  wil  say,  Durus  est  hie  sermo, 
Tis  hard  indeed,  for  such  as  feed  on  sin. 
Yet  trust  me  frends  (though  flesh  doth  hardly  bow) 

1  am  resolv'd,  I  never  liv*d  til  now. 

And  on  what  cause,  in  order  shall  ensue, 
My  worldly  life  (is  first)  must  play  his  parte : 
Whose  tale  attend,  for  once  the  sallie  is  true, 
Yea  Whetston  thou,  has  knowen  my  hidden  hart 
And  therefore  I  coqjure  thee  to  defend: 
(When  I  am  dead)  my  Ute  and  godly  end. 

*  I  Mi^iiect  load  inaccurscy  in  tnuisciribllig  thll  line.    C. 
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first  of  my  life^  wliich  some  (anus)  did  knowe, 
I  k^  mine  armes,  my  acts  ^all  blase  the  same 
Yet  on  a  thorne,  a  grape  will  never  growe» 
no  more  a  chorle,  dooth  breed  a  cbilde  of  fame, 
but  (for  my  birth)  my  birth  right  was  not  great 
my  iather  did,  his  fonM^rd  sonne  defeat^. 

This  froward  deed,  could  scarce  my  hart  dismay, 

Vertue  (quod  I)  wil  see  I  shall  not  lacke: 

And  wel  I  wot  Domini  est  terra. 

Besides  my  wit  can  guide  me  from  a  wrack. 

Thus  finding  cause,  to  foster  bye  desire: 

I  clapt  on  cost  (a  help)  for  to  aspire. 

But  foolish  man  deckt  in  my  pecock's  plumes, 
my  wanton  wil  oommaunded  strait  my  wit: 
Yea,  brainsick  I,  was  drunk  with  fimcies  tumes. 
But,  Nemo  nne  ermine  vivit, 
for  he  that  findes  himself  firom  vices  free 
I  give  him  leve,  to  tfarowe  a  stone  at  me. 

It  helps  my  praise,  that  I  my  fault  recite, 

The  lost  sheep  found,  the  feast  was  made  for  joy: 

Evil  sets  out  good,  as  far  as  black  dooth  white. 

The  pure  delight,  is  drayned  from  anoy. 

But  (that  in  cheef  which  writers  should  respect) 

Trueth  is  the  garbe,  that  keepeth  men  uncheckt. 

And  for  a  trueth  begilde  with  self  conceit, 

I  thought  that  men  would  throwe  rewards  on  me 

But  as  a  fish  seld  bites  without  a  baight. 

So  none  unforst,  mens  needs  will  hear  or  see. 

and  begging  siites,  from  dunghil  thoughts  proceed : 

the  mounting  minde,  had  rather  sterve  in  need. 

Wd  leave  I  hear  of  thrifUes  wil  to  write, 
wit  found  my  rents,  agreed  not  with  my  charge: 
The  sweet  of  war,  sung  by  the  carpet  knight. 
In  poste  haste  then  shipt  me  in  Ventures  barge 
These  lusty  lunes,  sattnce  use  (quoii  I)  wiH  rust : 
That  pitee  were,  for  I  to  them  must  trust. 

Wel  plaste  at  length,  among  the  drunken  Dutch, 
(though  rumours  lewd,  impayred  my  desert) 
I  boldely  vaunt,  the  blast  of  fame  is  such, 
As  prooves  I  had  a  froward  sours  hart 

3  **  He  was  Sir  John  O,  sonne  and  beire  disinherited.*'    Marginal  note  in  the  original.    C. 
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My  lender  gaine  a  farther  witocs  is: 
for  woortbiest  men,  the  spoSes  of  war  do  mu . 

Euen  there  the  raan,  that  went  to  fight  for  pence, 

Cacht  by  sly  hap,  in  prison  tfle  was  popt: 

Yea  had  not  woordes,  fought  for  my  lives  defence', 

for  all  ray  hands,  my  bretb  had  there  been  stopt 

But  I  in  fine,  did  so  persuade  my  foe: 

As  (set  free)  I  was  homewards  set  to  goe. 

Thos  wore  I  time,  the  welthier  not  a  whit, 

Yet  awckward  chance,  lackt  force  to  heard  my  hope 

lu  peace  (qaod  I)  ile  trust  unto  my  wit. 

The  wmdowes  of  my  muse,  then  straight  I  ope 

and  first  I  showe,  the  travail  of  such  time: 

as  I  in  youth,  imployd  in  looving  rime. 

Some  straight  way  said  (their  lungs  with  envy  fret) 
tliose  wanton  layes,  inductions  were  to  vice: 
Such  did  me  wrong,  for  (^^uoi  nocet,  docetj 
our  neyghbours  harms,  are  items  to  the  wise. 
And  sure  these  toyes,  do  showe  for  your  behoof: 
The  woes  of  loove,  and  not  the  wayes  to  love. 

And  that  the  worlde  might  read  them  as  I  ment, 
I  left  this  vaine,  to  |Hith  the  veituous  waies: 
The  lewd  I  checkt,  in  Olas  of  goverment, 
And  (laboring  stil,  by  paines,  to  purchase  praise,) 
I  wrought  a  Glasse,  wberin  eche  man  may  see 
M^thm  his  minde,  what  canckred  vices  be. 

The  dmncken  soule,  transformed  to  a  beast, 
my  diet  helps  a  man,  again  to  make. 
But  (that  which  should,  be  praisd  above  the  rest) 
My  Doomes  day  Drum  fix>m  sin  doeth  you  awake 
for  honest  sporte  which  doeth  refresh  the  wit: 
I  have  for  you  a  book  of  hunting  writ. 

These  few  books,  are  dayly  in  your  eyes, 
Parhaps  of  woorth,  my  fame  alive  to  keep : 
Yet  other  woorks  (I  think)  of  more  emprise, 
Coucht  close  as  yet,  within  my  cofers  sleep, 
yea  til  I  dy,  none  shall  the  same  revele: 
So  men  wU  say,  that  GoikaigH  wrote  of  zetUe. 

3  <*  He  had  the  Latin,  Italian,  French  and  Dutch  language!.''    Maii^nal  note.    C. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


400 

0  Envy  vile,  foule  fall  thee  wreteked  sol 
Thou  mortal  foe,  iMt«  the  forward  minde: 

1  curse  thee  wretch,  the  only  cause  God  wot. 
That  my  good  wil>  no  more  account  did-  finde* 
And  not  content,  thy  self  to  do  me  fear: 

Thou  nipst  my  hart,  witli  Spighi,  Siupect  and  Care. 

And  first  of  spight  foule  Envies  poysoned  pye» 
To  Midas  eares^  thb  as  bath  Lyntius  eyes: 
with  painted  shewes»  he  heaves  himself  on  hie. 
full  ofl  this  Dolte,  in  learned  authors  pnes* 
But  as  the  Drone,  the  hony  hive  doth  rob : 
with  woortby  books,  so  deales  this  idle  lob. 

He  filcheth  tearins,  to  pnnt  a  praflmg  tung, 
When  (God  he  knowes)  lie  knows  not  what  be  sales 
And  lest  the  wise  should  finde  his  wit  but  yung, 
be  woorkes  all  means,  their  woorkes  for  to  dispraise. 
To  smooth  hk  speech,  the  beast  tfab  patch  dotb  cMtp 
he  shows  the  bad,  the  writers  voollitt  to  «top. 

Ye  woorse  than  this^  be  dealeth  in  oience, 
(Ten  good  turaes,  he  with  silence  striketh  dead) 
A  slender  fault,  tea  times  beyond  prefeenoe, 
This  wretched  spight  in  eveiy  place  doth  spread. 
And  with  his  breth,  the  Viper  dooth  infect: 
The  bearers  heads,  and  harts  with  fidse  8u^)ect. 

Now  of  suspect:  the  propertie  to  showe, 
he  hides  his  dought,  yet  still  inistrusteth  more: . 
The  man  su^ct,  is  so  debard  to  knowe, 
The  cause  and  cure  of  this  his  ranckling  sore. 
And  so  in  vain,  he  good  account  doeth  seek* 
who  by  thb  Femde,  is  brought  into  mislike. 

Now  hear  my  tde,  or  cause  which  kild  my  hart, 
These  privy  foes,  to  tread  me  under  foot: 
My  true  intent,  with  forged  fkults  did  thwart; 
so  that  I  found,  for  me  it  was  no  boot, 
to  woork  as  Bees,  from  weeds  with  hony  dranes 
when  Spiders  tumd,  wj  flowen  into  banei. 

When  my  plain  woordt,  ty  foeks  miscontred  were 
by  whose  fond  tales  reward  held  ins  hands  hack 
To  quite  my  woorth,  a  cause  to  wtde  cam 
within  my  brest,  who  wel  deserve*  «U  Utdk, 
for  who  can  brook,  to  see  a  painted  crowe 
Singing  aloft,  when  Turtks  mouxn  bdowe. 
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Wbat  man  can  yeld,  to  Mar?e  wmm^  iiB  boghs 
and  see  pied  Donites»  ofipoa  a  bo«lyiacd? 
Wbat  honest  minde»  can  live  by  imiag  Uofaf  » 
And  see  the  lewd»  to  scch  a£»eMUy  deed.? 
what  hart  can  bide,  in  bloody  wanes  to  toUoy 
when  carpet  swads,  defoor  Mie  aoMwraspoitef 


I  am  the  wretch,  whom  feitene  slkted  aoo, 
These  men  were  bribed,  eie  I  had  bfetfi^tspeafc* 
Muse  then  no  whit,  with  this  huge  owcstbrowe 
though  crushing  cave,  my  giltles  hart  dotbinwk, 
But  you  wil  say,  HmU  in  daKght  doo  dwell, 
my  outward  showe  no  Inward  gretf  did  tel« 

I  graunt  it  true,  but  baric,  unto  the  res|, 
The  Swan  in  songs,  dooth  kttoUe  ber  passing  bal: 
The  Nightingai9»  milb  thomss  i^^st  her  baesi 
when  she  might  moara,  her  aweetest  li^  dotb  ytk 
The  valiant  man,  ao  playes  a  pleasant  parte 
When  motbes  of  moot,  doo  faaiw  opop  bia  bait. 


for  proofe  myself,  with  care  not  so  a  leard, 

But  as  hurt  Deere  waile  (tbrongh  Iheir  wounds 

When  stoutly  they  doo  stand  amoqg  the  heard)  alone. 

So  that  I  saw,  but  few  hark  k>  my  mooe, 

made  choise  to  tel  deaf  walles,  qiy  wretched  plaint: 

in  sight  of  meq,  who  aothiii|g  seemd  to  fiiint. 

But  as  oft  use,  doeth  weare  an  iron  cote, 
as  misting  drops,  hard  flints  in  time  doth  pearse 
By  peece  meales,  care  so  wrought  me  under  foot 
but  more  than  straunge  is  that  I  now  reheane^ 
Three  months  I  lived,  and  did  digest  no  food; 
when  none  by  arte  my  sicknes  understood. 

Wbat  helpeth  then?  to  death  I  needs  must  pine, 
yet  as  the  horse,  the  use  of  warre  which  knowes; 
If  he  be  hurt,  will  neither  winch  nor  whine, 
but  til  he  dye,  poste  with  his  Rider  goes. 
Even  so  my  hart,  whilst  lungs  may  lend  me  bretb : 
Bares  up  my  timmes,  who  living  go  like  death. 

But  what  availes,  Achillea  hart,  to  have, 
king  Cressus  weltb,  the  sway  of  all  the  world; 
The  Prince,  the  Peere,  so  to  the  wxetciied  Slave, 
when  death  assaults^  from  earthly  holdea  ave  whorld^ 
yea  oft  he  strikes  ere  one  can  stir  his  eye : 
Tbcngood  you  live,  as  you  would  dayly  dye. 
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Yon  see  the  plight,  I  wretched  now  am  in, 
I  looke  much  like  a  threshed  ear  of  come: 
I  holde  a  forme,  within  a  wrimpled  ddn, 
but  from  my  bones,  the  fat  and  flesh  is  worae* 
See,  see  the  man,  hate  plesures  minion : 
pinde  to  the  bones,  with  care  and  wietdied  mone. 

See  gallants  see,  a  picture  worth  the  sight, 

(as  you  are  now,  myself  was  heretofore) 

my  body  kite,  stuft  iid  of  many  might 

As  bare  as  M^  is  brought  to  Death  his  doore. 

My  hand  of  late,  which  fought  to  win  me  fame : 

Stif  clung  with  colde,  wants  forse  to  write  my  name* 

My  legges  which  bare,  my  body  fnl  of  flesh, 
Unable  are,  to  stay  my  bones  upright: 
My  tung  (God  wot)  which  talkt  as  one  woold  wish 
In  broken  words,  can  scarce  my  minde  recite* 
My  head  late  stuft,  with  wit  and  learned  skill 
may  now  conceive,  but  not  convay  my  wiL 

What  say  you  freends,  this  sudain  chaunge  to  se^ 
you  rue  my  greef,  you  doe  like  flesh  and  blood. 
But  mone  your  sinnes,  and  never  mome  for  me, 
And  to  be  plain,  I  would  you  understood 
My  hart  dooth  swim,  in  seas  of  more  delight: 
Then  your  who  seems,  to  nie  my  wretched  plight, 

*'  What  is  tliis  world?  a  net  to  snare  the  soule^, 

A  mas  of  sinne,  a  desart  of  decett: 

A  moments  joy,  an  age  of  wretched  dole, 

A  lure  from  grace,  for  flesh  a  toothsome  baight. 

Unto  the  minde,  a  cankerworm  of  care: 

Unsure,  unjust;  in  rendring  man  his  share. 

"  A  place  where  pride,  oreruns  the  honest  minde. 
Where  rich  men  joynes,  to  rob  the  shiftles  wretch 
Where  bribing  mists,  the  judges  eyes  doo  blinde, 
Where  Parasites,  the  fattest  crummes  do  catch. 
Where  good  deserts  (which  chalenge  like  reward) 
Are  over  blowen,  with  blasts  of  light  regard. 

*'  And  what  b  man?  Dust,  Slime,  a  pufFof  winde, 
Conceivd  in  sin,  plaste  in  the  woorld  with  greef, 
Brought  up  with  care,  til  care  hath  caught  his  minde, 
And  then,  (til  death,  vouchsafe  him  some  relief) 

4  These  Udm  between  commas  form  a  poem  called  A  Dewription  of  the  Woiid,  by  GascoigBe 
the  Paradise  of  Dainty  Devises.  Edit.  1598.    C. 
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Day  yea  nor  night,  his  care  dooth  take  an  end: 
To  gather  goods,  for  other  men  to  spend. 

*'  O  foolisli  man,  that  art  in  office  plaste, 
Thmk  whence  thou  camst,  and  whether  the  shall  goe: 
The  huge  hie  Dkes,  small  windes  have  over  cast, 
when  slender  reeds,  in  roughest  wethers  growe. 
Even  so  pale  death,  oft  spares  the  wretched  wight 
And  woondeth  you,  who  wallow  in  delight. 

"  You  lusty  youths,  that  nourish  hie  desire. 
Abase  your  plumes,  which  makes  you  look  so  big: 
The  Colliers  cut,  the  Courtiars  steed  wil  tire. 
Even  so  the  Clarii,  the  Parsones  grave  dooth  dig 
whose  hap  is  yet,  beer  longer  life  to  win: 
Dooth  heap  (God  wot)  but  sorowe  unto  sinn*. 

'<  And  to  be  short,  all  sortes  of  men  take  heede^ 
the  thunder  boltes,  the  loftye  Towers  teare : 
The  lightning  flash,  consumes  the  house  of  reed, 
Yea  more  in  time,  all  earthly  things  will  weare. 
Save  only  man,  who  as  his  earthly  liviiog is: 
Shall  live  in  wo,  or  ds  in  endles  blis/' 

More  would  I  say,  if  life  would  lend  me  space, 
but  all  in  vain,  death  waits  of  no  mans  will : 
The  tired  Jade,  dooth  trip  at  every  pace^ 
when  pampered  horse,  will  praunce  against  the  hil. 
To  hehhfttll  men,  at  long  discourses  sporte, 
when  few  woords,  the  sick  would  lain  rqporte. 

The  best  is  this,  my  will  is  quickly  made, 
my  welth  is  small,  the  more  my  conscience  ease: 
This  short  accompt  (which  makes  me  ill  a  paid) 
my  loving  wife  and  sonne,  will  hardly  please. 
But  in  this  case,  to  please  them  as  I  may : 
These  folowing  woords,  my  testament  do  wray. 

My  soule  I  first,  bequeath  Almighty  God. 
And  though  my  sinnes  are  gfevous  in  his  sight : 
I  firmly  trust,  to  scape  his  firy  rod, 
when  as  my  fiiith  his  deer  Sonne  shall  recite 
whose  precious  blood  (to  quench  his  Father's  \re) 
Is  sole  the  cause,  that  saves  me  from  hel  fire. 

My  body  now  whicli  once  I  decked  brave 
(from  whence  it  came)  unto  the  earth  I  give : 
I  wish  no  pomp,  the  same  for  to  ingrave, 
once  btiried  com,  dooth  rot  before  it  Ijve. 
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And  flesh  and  Mood  in  tbkadf^iorijt  m  try^d : 
Thus  buriall  cost,  b  (witfaoHt^Sfiffit)  pride. 

I  humbly  give  my  gratioiw  ^pvereigD  QoeeBe 
(by  service  btmoi)  my  tnie  and  loyallihart': 
And  trueth  to  say,  a  sigbt  but  fafely  seene, 
As  Iron  greves  ftom  4iadaiBaat>to  pai^. 
her  highoes  so,  hath  wcfat  Hie  Grace  iilMie : 
To  gaiD  ail  harts,  yet  gives  her'tert  to  naoe. 

My  loving  wifei  whose  i^ce  I  &in  would  see, 

my  love  I  give,  witb.aU  the  welth  I  have : 

But  since  my  good3  (Opd  Juioweth)  but  blender  bee 

most  gratious  Queene,  tar  Christ  hjsjsakel  ^n^^p 

(not  for  any  service  \bjfi.  I  bave  doon) 

you  will  vouchsafe,  to  aid  her  and  my  sonne. 

Comey  come  deer  Sonne,  my  blessing  take  in  parte* 

and  therwithaH  I  give  thee  this  in  charge: 

first  serve  thou  God,  then  use  bothe  wit  and  arte, 

thy  fiEithers  det,  of  service  to  discharge, 

which  (forste  by  death)  her  Majestic  he  owes: 

beyond  desarts,  who  still  cew^d^  bestofvi^ 

I  freely  now  all  sortes  of  ffcn  fiiipve« 
Their  wrongs  l0Awe,^d  wish  tbc«a  (bojunend; 
And  as  good  men,  in  ^pbantte  libfiM  iive, 
I  crave  my  faults  may  no.  Qia98  nupde  ofiend, 
So  heer  is  all,  I  have  to  bequest: 
And  ibis  b  all,  I  of  the  ^wetld  leqoest 

Now  farwell  Wife,  my  Sonne,  and  frends  farwel, 

farwell  O  world,  the  baigfat  of  alH  abuse: 

Death  where  is  tliy  sting  f  O  Devil  where  is  Ihy^  hell 

1  little  forse,  the  forses  you  can  use, 

yea  to  your  teeth,  I  doo  you  both  d^e 

Vt  esscm  Chmto^  oupio  dis&Jui. 

In  this  good  mood,.an  «qd  worthyiAediovey 
Bereft  of  speech,  hisrimads  to  God  he  l^eavd : 
And  sweedy  thus,  |^d  Ga^koigfie  weat  9i  Ph, 
yea  with  such  ease,  as  no  man  there  preceivd 
By  struglmg  signe,  or  striving  from  bis  brelh; 
That  he  abode,  the  pams  and  pangs  of  Dealh. 
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EXHORTATIQ. 

His  iean  is  playd,  yoa'folowe  on  the  act» 
Life  is  bat  Death,  til  flesh  and  blood  be  slain : 
God  graunt  his  woords,  within  your  harts  be  pact 
As  good  men  doo,  hoide  earthly  pleasures  Tain. 
The  good  for  their  netds^  Vtuatur  mmuhi 
And  use  good  dtedsy  Vt/ruaMtwr  Deo» 

Contenine  the  chaunge  (use  nay  abuse)  not  God 

Through  holy  showes,  thb  worldly  muck  to  scratch: 

To  deale  with  men  and  Saints  is  veiy  od 

hypocrisie^  a  man  may  over  catch. 

But  hypocrite^  thy  hart  the  Lord  dooth  see: 

who  by  thy  thoughts  (not  thy  word^  wil  judge  thee. 

Thou  jesting  foole,  which  makst  at  sm  a  face. 
Beware  that  God^  ui  eanest  phigue  thee  not: 
for  where  as  he,  is  coldest  in  his  grace, 
Euen  there  he  is»  in  vengeance  very  hot. 
Tempt  not  to  ftr,  the  lothest  man  to  fight: 
When  he  b  forste,  the  lustiest  blowes  dooth  smight. 

Tour  CourtierSj  check  not,  Merchants  for  their  gam, 
you  by  your  losse,  doo  match  with  them  in  blame : 
The  Lawyers  life,  you  Merchants  doo  not  staine^ 
The  blinde  for  slouth,  nay  haidly  ebftck  llie  laoMu 
I  meane  that  you,  ia  Ballame.of  deeeit; 
wil  Lawyers  pa^ve,  I  faase  mitbover  waigbt 

you  Lawyers  now  who  earthly  Judges  are, 

you  shal  be  judgd,  and  therfore  judge  aright: 

you  count  Ignorantia  Juris  no  bar. 

Then  ignorance,  your  sinnes  wil  not  acquite. 

Read,  read  Gods  law,  with  which  yours  should  agre : 

That  you  may  judge,  as  you  would  judged  bee. 

You  Prelats  now,  whose  woords  Wc  perfect  good, 
make  showe  in  woorkes,  that  you  your  woords  insne. 
A  Diamond,  holdes  his  vertue  set  m  wood, 
but  yet  m  Golde,  it  hath  a  flresher  hue. 
Even  so  Gods  woord,  told  by  the  Devil  is  pure ; 
Freacht  yet  by  Saints,  it  doth  more  heed  procure. 
YOL.  II.  H  k 
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And  Reader  now,  what  oflke  so  thou  have, 
to  whose  behoofe,  this  breef  diKoune  is  tolde: 
Prepare  thy  self,  eche  houre  for  the  grave, 
the  market  eats  as  wel  young  sheep  as  olde. 
Even  so,  the  Childe,  who  feares  the  smarting  rod: 
The  father  oft  dooth  lead  the  way  to  God. 

And  bothe  in  tune,  this  worldly  life  shall  leave, 
thus  sure  thou  art,  but  knowst  not  when  to  dye: 
Then  good  thou  live,  least  death  doo  the  deceive^ 
as  through  good  life,  thou  maist  his  force  deiye» 
for  trust  me  man,  no  better  match  can  make: 
Then  leave  unsure,  for  certain  things  to  take. 
VimtpostfuMcra  virtus. 


AN-  EPITAPH, 

WRITTSN  BY  O.  W.  OF  THB  OBATH>  OF  M.  G* 
GASKOYONB. 

For  Gaskoygnes  death,  leave  to  mone  or  mome 
You  are  deceived,  alive  the  man  is  stil: 
Alive  ?  O  yea,  and  laugheth  death  to  sconiet 
b  that,  that  he,  his  fleshly  lyfe  did  kil. 

For  by  such  death,  two  lyves  he  gaines  for  one 
His  soule  in  heaven  dooth  live  in  endles  joye 
his  woorthy  woorks,  such  fame  in  earth  have  sowne. 
As  sack  nor  wrack,  his  name  can  there  destroy. 

But  you  will  say,  by  death  he  only  gaines. 
And  now  his  life,  would  many  stand  in  stead : 
O  daio  not  Freend  (to  counterchaunge  his  paynes) 
If  BOW  in  heaven,  he  have  his  earned  meade. 
For  once  in  earth,  his  toyle  was  pasang  great: 
And  we  devourd  the  sweet  of  all  his  sweat. 
Finis. 
Nemo  cat€  pbitum  baUui^ 
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TO 

THE    REUERENDE    DEUINES 

UNTO  WHOM  THESE  POSIES  SHALL  HAPPEN  TO  BE  PRESENTED, 
GEORGE  OASCOIGNE  ESQUIRE  (PROFESSING  ARMES  IN  DEFENCE  OF 
GODS  TRUETH)  WISHETH  QUIET  IN  CONSCIENCE,  AND  ALL  CONSO- 
LATION  IN  CHRIST  lESUS. 

AiGHT  REVERKliDB:  I  lui?e  thought  it  my  part  (before  I  wade  farther  in  publishing  of  these  Posies)  to 
lay  open  before  your  graue  judgements,  aswell  the  cause  which  presently  mooueth  me  to  present 
them,  as  also  the  depths  and  secrets  of  some  conoeites,  which  (being  passed  in  clowds  and  figuratiue 
speeches)  might  percase  both  be  offensiue  to  your  grauities  and  perilous  to  my  credit. 

It  is  verre  neere  two  yeares  past,  since  I  (being  in  Holland  in  seruice  with  the  vertuous  Prince  of 
Orenge)  the  most  part  of  these  Posies  were  imprinted,  and  nowe  at  my  returae,  I  fiude  that  some  of 
tbem  haue  not  only  bin  offensiue  for  sundrie  wanton  speeches,  and  lasciuious  phrases,  but  further  I 
heare  that  the  same  haue  beene  doutfuUy  construed,  and  (therefore)  scandalous. 

My  reuerend  and  welbeloved:  wbatsoeuer  my  youth  hath  seemed  ruto  the  grauer  sort,  I  would  be 
Terie  loth  nowe  in  my  middle  age  to  deserue  reproch:  mure  loth  to  touch  the  credite  of  any  other, 
sod  most  loth  to  haue  mine  owne  name  become  vnto  you  odious.  For  if  I  shoulde  nowe  at  this  age 
seeme  as  carelesse  of  reproch,  as  I  was  in  greene  youth  readie  to  goe  astray,  my  faults  might  quicklis 
growe  double,  and  my  estimation  should  bee  woorthie  to  remaine  but  single.  1  have  learned  that 
although  there  maie  bee  found  iu  a  Gentleman  whereby  to  be  reprehended  or  rebuked,  yet  ought  bee 
not  to  be  worthie  of  reproofe  or  condemnation. 

All  this  I  set  downe  in  Preamble,  to  the  ende  I  maie  therby  purchase  your  patience.  As  I  desire 
that  yon  wil  not  condenine  me  without  proofe,  so  am  I  contented  that  if  hereafter  you  finde  me 
guiltie,  your  deffbitive  sentence  shall  then  passe  publikelie  vnder  the  Scale  of  Seueritie. 

It  were  not  reason  (right  reuerend)  that  1  shoulde  be  ignorant  how\B  generalie  we  are  all  magit 
pnm  ad  maban  quam  ad  bomtm.  Euen  so  is  |it  requisite  that  1  acknowledge  a  generall  reformation 
of  maners  more  necessarie  to  be  taught,  than  anie  whetstone  of  vanities  is  meete  (in  these  daies)  to 
bee  suffered.  And  therefore  as  your  grauitie  hath  thought  it  requisite  that  all  idle  bookes  or  wanton 
pamphlets  shoulde  bee  forbidden,  so  it  might  seeme  that  I  were  woorthie  of  great  reprehension,  if  I 
should  be  the  author  of  euill  wilfullie,  or  a  prouoker  of  vices  wittinglie.  And  yet  some  there  arc  who 
haue  not  spared  to  report  that  I  receiued  great  summes  of  monie  for  the  first  printing  of  these  Posies, 
whereby  (if  it  were  true)  I  might  seeme  not  onelie  a  craftie  Broker  for  ^he  vtterance  of  garish  toies, 
bat  a  corrupt  marchaunt  for  the  sale  of  deceitfull  wares. 

For  answere  hereof  it  is  most  true  (and  1  call  heauen  and  earth  to  witnesse)  that  I  neuer  receiued 
of  Printer,  or  of  anie  other,  one  grote  or  pennie  for  the  first  copies  of  these  Posies.  True  it  is  that  I  was 
not  vDwilling  the  same  should  be  imprinted:  And  that  not  of  a  vaine  glorious  desire  to  be  thought  a  pleas- 
ant Poet,  neither  yet  of  a  light  mind  to  be  counted  a  cunning  louer.  Por  though  in  youth  I  was  often 
ouerluudic  to  put  my  name  in  ballance  of  doubtful  judgements,  yet  nowe  I  am  become  so  bashfull 
that  1  conlde  rather  bee  contsnt  to  leese  the  praise  of  my  follies,  then  to  hazard  the  misconceite  of  the 
graua  and  graie  beaded  judfts.  But  to  confesse  a  trueth  unto  you  right  reuerend  (with  whom  I  may 
not  long  diaiemble  in  cases  which  so  generallie  do  touch  all  ra«i\)  I  was  tha  rather  contented  to  sea 
impriBlad  lor  these  saadrit  coniidaratioiii. 
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468  TO  THE  REUERENDE  DEUINES. 

First,  for  ihat  I  haae  seene  diuers  anthers,  (both  learned  and  well  learned)  wfaidi  after  tfacj  Ime 
both  reformed  their  lines,  and  conuerted  their  studies,  bane  not  yet  disdeined  to  reade  the  Poems  which 
they  let  passe  their  pens  in  youth.  For  it  seemeth  Tnto  me  that  in  all  ages  Poetrk  hath  bene  oot 
onelie  permited,  but  also  it  hath  bene  thought  a  right  good  and  excellent  qualitie. 

Next  vnto  this,  I  haue  al  waies  bene  of  opinion,  that  it  is  not  Tnpossible  either  in  Poemes  or  Prose  to 
write  both  compendiouslie,  and  perfectly  in  our  English  tong.  And  therefore  although  I  challcii|pe  not 
vnto  my  selfe  the  name  of  an  English  Poet,  yet  may  the  reader  find  out  in  my  writings,  that  I  bare 
more  faulted  in  keeping  the  olde  English  wordes  fquamuis  jam  obtoUia)  than  in  borowiog  of  other 
languages  such  Epithetes  and  Adiectiues  as  smell  of  the  lukhome. 

Tbirdlie,  as  I  seeke  aduancement  by  vertue,  so  was  I  desirous  that  there  might  leouune  in  pablike 
recorde,  some  pledge  or  token  of  those  giftes  wherewith  it  both  pleased  the  Almigfatie  to  eodoe  mee: 
To  the  ende  that  thereby  the  vertuons  might  bee  incouraged  to  emploie  my  pen  in  some  cxerciae 
which  might  tende  both  to  my  preferment,  and  to  the  profit  of  my  oountrie.  For  maoie  a  man  which 
maie  like  mine  outward  presence,  might  yet  haue  doubted  whether  the  qualities  of  my  mindelnd 
bene  correspondent  to  the  proportion  of  my  bodie. 

Fourthly*  because  I  had  written  sundrie  things  which  could  not  cbuse  bat  content  tht  learned  and 
godlie  reader,  therefore  I  hoped  the  same  shoulde  seme  as  vndouted  proofe,  that  I  had  laide  aside 
vanities,  and  delighted  to  exercise  my  penn  in  morrall  discourses,  at  least  the  one  passing  (cbeefce  by 
cheeke)  with  the  other,  must  of  necessity  persuade  both  the  learned,  and  the  light  minded,  that  I 
could  aswell  sow  good  graine,  as  graines  or  drafie.  And  1  thought  it  not  meete  (being  intermingled 
as  they  were)  to  cast  away  a  whole  bushel  I  of  good  seede,  for  two  or  three  graines  of  Darnell,  or 
Cockle. 

Lastly,  I  persuaded  my  selfe  that  as  in  the  better  sort  of  the  same  I  shoulde  purchase  good  Ukiiif 
with  the  honorable  aged,  So  euen  in  the  worst  sort,  I  might  yet  seme  as  a  myrror  for  vnbridled 
youth,  to  auoide  those  perils  which  I  bad  passed.  For  little  may  he  doe  which  hath  escaped  the  rocka 
or  the  sandes,  if  he  cannot  waft  with  his  hand  to  them  that  come  after  him.  . 

These  considerations  (right  Rcuerend)  did  first  moue  me  to  consent  that  these  Poems  abonUe 
passe  in  print.  For  recapitulation  whereof,  and  to  answere  vnto  tlie  objections  that  maie  be  | 
I  saie  to  the  first,  that  I  neither  take  example  of  a  wanton  Quid,  doting  Nigidius,  nor  foolish  i 
cratius:  But  I  delight  to  thinke  that  the  reuercnd  fiither  Theodore  Beza,  whose  life  is  woorttielie  be- 
come a  lanterne  to  the  whole  worlde,  did  not  yet  disdaine  to  sufier  the  continued  publication  of  such 
Poemes  as  he  wrote  in  youth.  And  as  be  termed  them  at  last  Poemata  castrata.  So  shall  jmir 
reuerend  judgements  behold  in  this  second  edition,  my  poemes  gelded  from  all  filthie  phrases,  correct- 
ed in  all  erroneous  places,  and  beautified  with  addition  of  manie  morall  examples. 

To  the  secoode,  although  1  be  somtimes  constreyned  for  the  cadence  of  rimes,  or  per  fiet^hm 
Poetiean,  to  vse  an  inkhome  terme,  or  a  strange  word :  yet  hope  I  that  it  shall  bee  appaiant  I  banc 
rather  regarde  to  make  our  native  language  commendable  in  it  selfe,  then  gay  with  the  feathers  of 
straunge  birds. 

To  the  third  reason  may  be  objected,  that  if  I  were  so  desirous  to  haue  my  capacitie  knowne,  I 
shoulde  haue  done  much  better  to  haue  trauailed  in  some  notorious  peece  of  worke,  which  mirit 
generallie  haue  spred  my  commendation.  The  which  I  confesse,  but  yet  is  it  true  that  I  must  take 
the  foord  as  I  finde  it:  Sometimes  not  as  \  would,  but  as  I  may.  And  since  the  oueisight  of  sy 
youth  had  brought  me  far  behinde  hand  and  indebted  vnto  the  worlde,  I  thought  good  in  the'  meaae 
time  to  paie  as  much  as  I  had,  vntill  it  might  please  God  better  to  inable  me.  For  commonly  tbe 
greediest  creditor  is  appeased,  if  he  see  his  debtor  willing  to  pay  when  be  hath  any  thing.  And  tho«- 
fore  being  busied  in  martiall  affaires  (whereby  also  I  sought  some  aduancement)  I  thought  good  to 
notifie  vnto  the  worlde  before  my  returne,  that  I  coulde  as  well  persuade  with  pen,  as  pearce  with 
launce  or  weapon:  So  that  yet  some  noble  minde  might  bee  incouraged  both  to  exercise  mee  in  !■■■* 
of  peace,  and  to  emploie  me  in  time  of  seruice  in  warre. 

To  the  fourth  and  last  considerations,  I  had  alledged  of  late  by  a  right  reuerend  father,  that  althogh 
in  deede  out  of  every  flower  the  industrious  Bee  maie  gether  honie^  yet  by  proofe  the  Spider  theieoot 
suckes  miscbeeuous  poison.  Wherunto  I  can  none  otherwise  anf  wei^,  but  that  he  who  wil  throw  a 
stone  at  euerie  dog  which  barketh,  had  neede  of  a  great  satchel  or  pockeL  And  if  the  kained  jnd;- 
ments  and  honest  minds  do  both  construe  mj  doings  aright,  and  take  theRin  either 
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noditie,  then  care  I  the  leise  what  the  wicked  oonoeiue  of  my  conceits.    For  I  esteeme  more  the 
pmise  of  one  learned  reader,  then  I  regard  the  envious  carping  often  thousand  vnlettered  tatlers. 

To  conclude  (right  reuerend)  as  these  considerations  did  speciaUie  moue  me  at  first  to  consent  to 
the  imprinting  of  these  posies,  so  now  hane  I  yet  a  fiuiher  consideration,  which  moueth  mee  most 
eamestlie  to  sue  for  this  second  edition  or  publishing  of  the  same.    And  that  is  this.    I  understand 
that  sondrie  well  disposed  niindes  have  taken  offence  at  certaine  wanton  words  and  sentences  passed 
in  the  Fable  of  Feidinando  leronimi,  and  the  Ladle  Elinora  de  Valasco,  the  which  in  the  first  edition 
was  tearmed  The  Aduentures  of  master  F.  I.    And  that  also  therewith  some  bnsie  coniectures  haue 
presumed  to  thinke  that  the  same  was  in  deed  written  to  the  scandalizing  of  some  worthie  personages* 
whom  they  would  seeme  thereby  to  knowe.    Surelie,  (right  reuerend)  I  smile  to  see  the  simplicitie  of 
such,  who  bemg  in  deede  starfce  staring  blind,  would  yet  seeme  to  see  lanne  into  a  milstone.     And  the 
rather  I  scome  their  rash  judgments,  lor  that  in  talking  with  xz.  of  them  one  after  another,  there  have 
not  two  agreed  in  one  coi^ectnre.    Alas,  alas,  if  I  had  been  so  foolish  as  to  have  passed  in  recitall  a 
thing  so  done,  yet  all  the  world  might  think  roe  very  simple  if  I  would  call  John,  John,  or  Mary, 
Mary.     But  for  the  better  satisfieng  of  all  men  vniversally,  I  doe  here  protest  unto  you  (reuerend) 
even  by  the  hope  of  my  salvation,  that  there  is  no  lining  creature  touched  or  to  be  noted  thereby. 
And  for  the  rest  you  shal  find  it  now  in  this  second  imprinting  so  turquened  and  turned,  so  clensed. 
from  all  unclcnlie  words,  and  so  purged  from  the  humor  of  inbumanitie,  as  percase  yon  would  not 
judge  it  to  be  the  same  tale.    For  although,  1  have  bin  hertofore  contented  to  suffer  the  publication 
thereof,  onlie  to  the  end  men  might  see  my  Metbode  in  writing,  yet  am  I  now  thus  desirous  to  lette  it 
forth  eftsones,  to  the  end  al  men  might  see  the  refomkation  of  my  mind:  and  that  a1  suspitions  male 
be  suppressed  and  througlie  satisfied  by  this  mine  vnfeigned  protestation  which  1  make  vnto  you  in 
that  behalfe.    Finally,  were  it  not  that  the  same  is  alredie  extend  m  such  sort  as  hath  monad  offence, 
I  should  rather  be  content  to  cancell  it  vtterlie  to  oblivion,  then  thus  to  return  it  in  a  new  patcht 
coate.    And  for  ful  proofe  of  mine  earnest  zeale  in  Gods  seniice,  I  require  of  you  most  instantlie  that 
if  herebie  my  skil  seem  sufficient  to  wade  in  matters  of  greater  importance,  you  wil  then  vouchsafe 
to  employ  me  accordingly.    Surelie  you  shall  find  me  no  lesse  readie  to  vndertake  a  whole  yeres 
travel  in  any  worke  which  you  shall  thinke  me  able  to  ouercome,  then  I  have  bin  willing  heretofore  to 
spend  3.  houres  in  penning  of  an  amorous  Sonnet.    Even  so  being  desirous  that  all  men  generally 
(and  you  especially)  should  conceine  of  me  as  I  mean,  I  have  thus  far  troubled  your  learned  eias 
with  this  plaine  Bpistle,  written  for  my  purgation,  in  matters  which  (els)  might  both  haue  oflfended 
yon,  and  giuen  great  batterie  to  the  ramparts  of  my  poore  credit    The  God  of  peace  vouchsafe  to 
gooeme  and  product*  you,  and  me,  and  all  his  in  quiet  of  conscience,  and  strength  of  spirit.    Aqien« 


"  Probably  for  protect    C, 
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TO  AL  YOUNG  GENTLEMEN,  AND  GENERALLIE  TO  THE  YOUTH  OF 
ENGLAND,  GEORGE  GASCOIGNE  ESQUIRE  BY  BIRTH,  AND  SOULDYER 
BY  PROFESSION,  WISHETH  INCREESE  OF  KNOWLEDGE  IN  ALL 
VERTUOUS  EXERCISES. 


Gallant  gentlemen,  and  lustle  youthes  of  this  my  natiue  Countrie.  I  haae  here  (m  you.  wet) 
published  in  print  such  Posies  and  riroea  as  I  vscd  in  my  youth,  the  which  for  the  barbarousoes  of  the 
gttle  maie  seeme  worthlesse,  and  yet  for  the  doubtftilnes  of  some  darcke  places  they  liaue  also  aeemed 
heretofore  daungerous.  So  that  men  maiejustfie  both  condemne  me  of  rashnesse,  and  wonder  at  my 
simplicitie  in  suffering  or  procuring  the  same  to  be  imprinted. 

A  yong  man  well  borne,  tenderlie  fostered,  and  delicatelie  accompanied,  sbal  hardlie  passe  oner  his 
youth  without  falling  into  some  snares  of  the  deuil,  and  temptations  of  the  flesh.  But  a  man  of  middle 
yeres,  who  hatlr  to  his  cost  experimented  the  vanities  of  youth,  and  to  his  peril  passed  tbem,  who 
hath  bought  repentance  deere,  and  yet  gone  through  with  the  bargaine,  who  seeth  before  his  face  the 
time  past  lost,  and  the  rest  poasting  awaie  in  poast:  Such  a  man  had  more  need  to  be  wel  adTised  ia 
his  doings,  and  resolute  in  his  determinations.  For  with  more  ease  and  greter  favor  maie  we  answeie 
for  X.  mad  follies  committed  in  greenc  youth,  than  one  sober  ouersigbt  escaped  in  yeres  of  discretkui. 
Licnrgus  the  good  princelie  philosopher,  ordeined  that  if  an  old  man  peroeiuing  a  yong  man  to 
commit  anie  dishoncstie,  did  not  rebuke  but  suffer  him,  the  aged  should  be  chastized,  and  the  yong 
man  should  be  absolued. 

AU  this  rehearsed  and  considered,  you  maie  (as  I  saie)  grow  in  some  doubt,  whether  I  were  worse 
occupied  in  first  dcuisiug,  or  last  in  publishing  these  toies  and  pamphlets,  and  much  the  rather,  §or 
that  it  is  a  thing  commonlie  seene,  that  (now  adaies)  fewe  or  no  things  are  so  well  bandied,  but 
they  shall  be  carped  at  by  curious  readers,  uor  almost  anie  thing  so  well  meant,  but  may  be  much 
misconstrued. 

And  herewithall  I  assure  my  selfe,  that  1  shall  be  greatly  condemned  as  a  man  verie  ligbtlie  bent, 
and  rather  desirous  to  continue  in  the  fresh  remembraunce  of  my  follies,  than  content  to  canoell  them 
in  obliuionby  discontinuance:  cspeciallie  since  in  a  house  where  monie  yong  children  are,  it  hath 
bene  thought  better  pollicie  quite  to  quench  out  the  fire,  then  to  leaue  any  loose  cole  in  the 
imbers,  wherewith  babes  maie  plaie  and  put  the  whole  edifice  in  danger. 

But  my  lustie  youthes,  and  gallant  Gentlemen,  I  had  an  intent  far  contrarie  mto  all  these  sap- 
poses,  when  1  first  permitted  the  publication  hereof.  And  because  the  greatest  ofifence  that  hath  bene 
taken  thereat,  is,  least  your  mindes  might  'hereby  become  enuenomed  with  vanities,  therefore  vnto 
you  I  will  addresse  my  tale,  for  the  better  satisfi  >ng  of  common  judgements.  And  vnto  yon  I  will 
explaine,  that  which  being  before  misticaliie  couered,  and  commonly  misconstrued,  might  be  no  lesse 
peril'.ous  in  seducing  you,  then  grieuous  euidence  for  to  proue  me  guiltie  of  condemnation. 

Then  to  come  vnto  the  matter,  there  are  three  sortes  of  men  which  (being  wonderfullic  offended  at  this 
booke)  haue  found  therein  three  maner  of  matters  (say  they)  verie  reprehensible.  The  men  are  these: 
curious  earpers,  ignorant  readers,  and  grave  Philosophers.  The  feultes  they  finde  are,  Jodicaie  in  the 
Creede,  chalkefor  cheese,  and  the  common  infection  of  loue.  Of  these  three  sorts  of  men  and  matters, 
I  do  but  verie  ligbtlie  cgteeme  the  two  first.  But  I  deeply  regard  the  third.  For  a  verie  troth,  there 
are  one  kinde  of  people  now  adaies  which  wil  mislike  anie  thing,  being  bred  (as  I  thinke)  of  the 
spawne  of  a  crab  or  creuish,  which  in  ail  streames  and  waters  will  swim  either  sidewaies,  or  flat  back« 
wards:  and  when  they  can  indeed  find  none  other  fiiult,  wil  yet  thinke  Judicare  verie  vntowaidhe 
placed  in  the  creede.  Or  being  a  simple  sov/tcr,  will  find  fault  at  the  shape  of  the  iegge:  or  if  they 
be  not  there  stopped,  they  will  not  spare  to  step  up  higher,  and  saie,  that  Apelles  painted  dame  Venni 
verie  deformed  a  ad  euill  fauoured. 

Of  this  sort  I  make  small  account,  because  in  deede  they  seeke  a  knot  in  the  rush,  and  wonid  i 
to  see  verie  far  in  a  milstone.    There  are  also  certeine  others,  (hauing  no  skill  at  all)  wil  yet  he  i 
busie  in  reading  all  that  may  be  read,  and  thinke  it  sufficient  if  (Panot  like)  they  can  leberse  thiiifs 
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widMmt  booke:  when  within  hooke  they  vnderstMid  neither  the  meaning  of  the  author,  nor  the  aenie 

of  the  AgnimtiTe  speeches,  1  will  forbeare  to  recite  examples  by  anie  mine  owne  doings.    Since  all 

cooi|Mui80iis  are  odious,  I  will  not  saie  how  much  the  areignment  and  diuorce  of  a  loner  (being  written 

ioajest)  hane  bene  mistaken  in  sad  eanMst    It  shall  suffice  that  the  contentions  passed  in  yersc 

loog  sithens,  between  M.  Churchyard  and  Camel,  were  by  a  block^headed  Reader,  construed  to  be  in 

decde  a  qoarel  between  two  neighbors.    Of  whom  one  hauing  a  Camel  in  keeping,  and  that  other 

hsning  ehaige  of  the  Churchyard,  it  was  supposed  they  had  growen  to  debate  because  the  camel  came 

into  tbe  CborehyanL    Laugh  not  at  this  lustie  yonkers,  since  the  pleasant  dittie  of  the  noble  Erie  of 

Sorrie  b^gianing  thus,  **  In  winters  just  retume,*>  was  also  construed  to  be  made  in  deede  by  a 

tbepheud.  What  should  I  sUnd  much  in  rehersal  how  the  I«  Yaux  his  dittie  beginning  thus,  "I  loath 

tbst  I  did  looe,**  was  thought  by  some  to  be  made  upon  his  death-bed,  and  that  tbe  soul  knil  of  M. 

Edwards  was  also  written  in  eztremitie  of  sicknesse.    Of  a  truth  my  good  Gallants,  there  are  such  as 

btuiog  oalie  leamd  to  read  euglisb,  interpret  latin,  greke,  french  and  Italian  phrases  or  metaphors, 

soea  according  to  their  own  motherlie  conception  and  childish  skilL    The  which  shall  neuer  trouble 

me  wbatsoeuer  iault  they  find  in  my  doinp. 

But  the  third  sort  (being  grane  Philosophers,  and  ibiding  iust  fault  at  my  doings  at  the  common 
tfiiectioo  of  lone)  I  must  needes  alledge  such  iust  excuse  as  may  counteruaile  their  iust  complaints. 
For  else  I  shoulde  reoiaine  worthie  of  a  seuere  punishment.  They  wiselie  considering  that  we  are  all 
io  youth  more  apt  to  delight  in  harmelull  pleasures  than  to  disgest  wholesome  and  sound  aduice, 
haue  thought  meeie  to  forbid  the  publishing  of  anie  riming  trifles  which  maie  seme  as  whetstones  to  ' 
iharpeo  youth  rnto  vanities.  And  for  this  cause  finding  by  experience  also,  how  the  first  copie  of 
thete  my  posies  hath  been  verie  much  inquired  for  by  the  yonger  sort,  and  hearing  likewise  that  (in 
the  same)  the  greater  part  hath  bin  written*  in  pursuit  of  amorous  enterprises,  they  haue  iustlie  con* 
ceyued  that  the  continuance  thereof  hath  bin  more  likelie  to  stirre  in  all  yong  Readers  a  venomous 
desire  of  vanitie,  then  to  seme  as  a  common  mirror  of  greene  and  youthfull  imperfections.  Where- 
vBto  I  must  oonfesse,  that  as  the  industrious  Bee  may  gather  honie  out  of  the  most  stinking  weede,  so 
the  malicious  %»ider  may  also  gather  poison  out  of  the  fairest  flonre  that  growes. 

And  yet  in  aJl  this  discourse  I  see  not  proued,  that  either  that  Gardner  is  too  blame  which  planteth 
his  guden  ftill  of  fragrant  flowers,  neither  that  planter  be  dispraised  which  soweth  all  his  beds  with 
seedes  of  wholesome  hearbes,  neither  is  that  Orchard  vnfruitfuU,  which  vnder  showe  of  sundrie  weedes, 
hath  medicinnlle  plaisters  for  all  infirmities.  But  if  the  Chirurgian  which  should  seeke  sorrell  to 
ripen  an  vlcer,  wil  take  rewe  which  maie  more  inflame  the  imposthume,  then  is  he  more  to  blame  that 
mistoke  his  gathering  then  the  Gardner  which  planteth  aright,  and  presenteth  store  and  choice  to  be 
>«Vyn.  Or  if  the  Physition  will  gather  hote  percelie  instead  of  colde  endiue^  shal  he  not  worthilie 
beaie  tbe  bortben  of  his  owne  blame  ? 

To  spenke  english  it  is  your  vsing  (my  lustie  Gallants)  or  misusing  of  these  posies  that  maie  make 
Bie  praised  or  dispraised  for  publishing  of  the  same.  For  if  yon  (where  you  maie  leame  to  anoide  the 
nhtile  suides  of  wanton  desire)  wil  run  upon  the  rockes  of  vnlawful  lust,  then  great  is  your  foUie, 
ind  gieter  will  grow  my  rebuke.  If  (where  you  might  gather  wholesome  herbes  to  cure  your  sundrie 
ttfirmities)  you  wil  spend  the  whol  dale  in  gathering  of  sweet  smelling  posies,  much  wil  be  the  time 
hat  yoa  yH^i  mispende,  and  much  more  the  harme  that  you  shal  heape  vpon  my  head.  Or  if  you 
rill  rather  beblister  your  hands  with  a  netle,  then  comfort  your  senses  by  smelling  to  the  pleasant 
Cariorsun,  then  wanton  is  your  pastime,  and  small  will  be  your  profit 

I  bane  here  presented  you  with  three  sundrie  sorts  of  Posies:  Floores,  Herbes  and  Weedes.  In 
'hfch  division  I  haue  not  ment  that  only  the  Floures  are  to  be  smelled  vnto,  nor  that  onelie  the 
ITeedea  sue  to  be  rejected.  I  terme  some  Floures,  because  being  indeed  inuented  vpon  a  yerie  light 
ccaaion,  they  haue  yet  in  them  (in  my  judgment)  some  rare  invention  and  Methode  before  not  com* 
KMilie  Tsed«  And  therefore  (being  more  pleasant  then  profiteble)  I  haue  named  them  Floures. 
•piiQ  second  (being  in  deede  moral  discourses,  and  reformed  inuentions,  and  therefore  more  profit* 
lie  then  pleasant)  I  bane  named  Hearbes. 

Tbe  thiid  being  Weedes,  might  seeme  to  some  judgemento  neither  yet  pleasant  nor  profitable,  and 
lerelbre  meete  to  be  cast  awaie.  But  as  manie  weedes  are  right  medicinable,  so  maie  you  finde  In 
M  none  ao  wile,  or  stinking,  but  that  it  hath  in  it  some  virtue  if  it  be  rightlie  handled.  Marie  you 
mat  take  beede  how  you  vse  them,  for  if  you  delight  to  put  Hemlock  in  your  fellowes  potUge,  you 
aie  channea  both  to  poison  himy  and  bring  yourselfe  in  peril.    But  if  you  take  example  by  the 
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bamet  of  others  who  bme  oiten  it  before  |ro«,  thm  sftie  yov  ctence  to  keeeme  m  vMiey  i 

will  looke  adoisedlie  on  adl  tte  Peroalie  tbftt  yon^gathor,  kait  ftnong  <be  nac  «i 

night  annoie  you. 

I  assure  you,  toy  yong  bloods,  I  bane  not  pvhfitbed  the  sasM  to  tha  iataai  that  othari 
might  be  iofooted  mhh  my  follies  fooepaaaed.  jPor  though  U  be  a  comfort  ta  muenk  kabere* 
yet  it  is  mnall  consolation  to  a  MLom,  to  bane  «  Coiner  banged  in  his  oaaBpanie.  And  1 1 
(although  you  will  thinke  it  strange)  that  1  faane  not  earned  them  to  be  impruited  «ir  any  vaiae  de- 
light which  I  bane  (my  a^fe)  therein  conceiued.  For  the  most  of  them  being  written  in  my  madiirssp. 
might  bane  yeelded  then  more  delight  to  my  Irantike  <anaie  «a  see  them  p«blhhed,  than  they  bow  da 
aecnmulate  oares  in  my  mind  to  set  them  fortb  eorraetsdt  and  «  deformed  yooth  bad  been  mose 
libelie  to  aet  them  to  sale  long  sitbenoe,  than  aivfoimed  aMn  can  be  able  «Hr  to  |iroleot  then  wilb 
aimplicttie. 

The  scope  of  mine  intent,  and  the  marke  wfaaieat  I  abet  ie  double,  f  meane  gromded  YpoB  two 
aundrie  causes:  the  one  that  being  indebted  Tuto  the  world  (at  the  least  fee  thousand  dmea  ywe 
▼ainlie  spent)  I  may  yeelde  him  yet  some  part  of  mine  aeeooot  in  these  Poemes.  Wherein  as  be 
maie  fiade  great  dinersitie  both  in  stile  and  sense,  so  maie  the  good  be  ioconraged  to  set  me  on  wioike 
at  tost,  though  it  were  noone  before  I  sought  semioe.  The  other  reason  is,  that  becaoae  I  haae  (ta 
mine  owne  gwat  detrhnent)  m^pent  my  golden  time,  I  maie  seme  as  ensample  to  the  yontfafaM  Gen- 
tlemen of  finglande,  that  they  ranae  not  vpon  the  rooks  which  bane  brought  me  to  shipwrafee.  Be- 
ware therefore,  histie  gallants,  bowe  you  smell  to  these  Posies.  And  learae  yon  te  Tse  the  talent 
which  I  bane  higblie  abused.  Make  me  your  myiror.  And  if  hereafter  you  eee  me  raeoner  miae 
estate,  or  reedifie  the  decaied  walles  of  my  youth,^  then  b^inoe  you  sooner  to  bolide  some  <Muidatioo 
which  may  beautifie  your  Pallaoe.  if  you  see  me  stnke  in  distresses  (notirithstanding  that  yon  judge 
me  quicke  of  oapacitie)  then  learn  you  to  maintetne  your  seines  swifluning  in  prosperities  and 
eschue  betimes  the  wbtrlpoole  of  mi^gouemment. 

Finallie  I  beseecb  you,  and  ooniure  you,  that  y^a  rather  encomge  me  to  aoeomplirti  oome  wwthki 
tranel,  by  sedng  these  Posies  right  smdled  Tnto,  then  discourage  me  from  attemptiiy  other  kiboun, 
when  I  shall  see  these  first  fruites  reiected  or  misused.  I  bane  corrected  sondrie  foults,  which  if  tbey 
had  not  bnjpgfat  suspitioo  is  the  first  Copie,  be  you  then  ont  of  doubt  you  bad  never  Mn  Ironhled 
with  these  second  presents,  nor  persuaded  to  fiourisfa  wiselie  with  a  two  edged  sword  m  yoar  mked 
bands.  But  as  I  haue  meant  them  wel,  so  I  craue  of  God,  that  they  maie  both  pkaanre  and  profile 
you  for  the  furtherance  of  your  skil  inanie  commendable  enteiprlie.  From  my  poors  bonee  at  Wal- 
tamstowe  in  the  Forest,  the  second  of  Fd)ruaryy  1S75. 
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TO  THE  iSADEBS  GENESALLY  A  OENEBALL  ADUERHSEMENT  OF 

THE  AUTHOR. 


All  lint  it  writtea  is  «rilte»  Horow  iaitnustioB,  m  tbe  holie  apostle  wkaetieth  to  ibe  Romam  in 
Ins  15.  ctepter.  And  ia  lua  oiiitk  cinpter  af  iiia  first  «pistle  to  the  Corintbiaoa*  be  glorietb  that  he 
QMlde  (as  it  were)  transfiNwe  hiiwalf  kiioali  protesions,  thefehjr  to  vuiiie  aU  kinde  of  men  to  Oodt 
sueac  Ibat  viA  the  lespes  he  heeane  a  lev:  with  then  that  vera  rader  the  law,  bee  seamed  also 
mder  the  law:  with  the  feeble,  he  shewed  bimsdfe  feeble.  And  to  conclude,  bee  became  all  things 
to  tU  men,  to  tbend  that  therby  he  might  win  some  to  saluatlon.  My  schoolemaister  which  taught 
me  grammar,  woulde  alwaies  saie,  that  some  scholers  hee  won  to  stndie  by  stripes,  some  other  by 
£iire  meanes,  some  by  promises,  some  other  by  praises,  some  by  Taine  glorie,  and  some  by  Terie 
•bame.  But  I  neuer  beaid  him  repent  him  that  euer  hee  had  persuaded  anie  scholler  to  become  sti^ 
dioas,  in  what  sort  soeuer  it  were  that  he  wonne  him.  For  whether  the  braoe  gennet  be  broken  with 
the  bitte,  or  with  the  snaffle,  whether  bee  be  brought  in  awe  with  a  spurre,  or  with  a  wand,  all  is 
one  if  hee  proove  readie  and  well  mouthed. 

Tbas  much  1  write  (gentle  Reader)  to  the  end  that  mine  intent  may  appeare  in  publishing  of  these 
Posies.  Wherein  as  there  are  many  things  morall,  so  are  there  also  some  rerses  more  sauced  with 
wsDtonnesse  than  with  wisedome.  And  as  there  are  some  ditties  which  may  please  and  delight  the 
godly  and  giaoer  sort,  so  there  are  some  which  may  allure  the  yonger  sort  ynto  fond  attempts.  '  But 
whst  for  that?  Hath  Terence  bin  forbidden  to  be  read,  bicause  his  comedies  are  rehearsals  of  manie 
mad  pranks  played  by  wanton  youths?  No  surely. 

Parecelsns,  and  sundrie  other  phisitions  and  philosophers,  declare,  that  in  euerie  thing  naturall 
there  is  to  be  founde  salt,  oile,  and  brimstone.  And  I  am  of  opinion,  that  in  euerie  thing  which  is 
written  (the  holie  Scriptures  excepted)  there  are  to  be  found  wisdome,  folie,  emulation,  and  detrec- 
tioB.  For  as  I  oeoer  yet  saw  anie  thing  so  clearfclie  handled,  but  that  thcrin  might  be  found  some 
imperfections:  so  could  I  neuer  yet  reade  fable  so  ridiculous,  but  that  therein  some  morality  might 
be  gathered.  And  as  the  good  writer  shall  be  sure  of  some  to  be  maliced,  so  the  bad  shal  neuer 
escape  the  biting  tongues  of  slaunderers. 

But  to  retume  to  my  purpose:  if  in  the  hardest  flint  tbero  may  be  found  sparks  of  liuelie  fire, 
and  the  most  knottie  peece  of  box,  may  be  wrought  into  a  faire  Dudgen  hefte:  let  these  few  suffice 
to  persuade  thee,  that  I  have  not  procured  the  publication  hereof  to  anie  end,  so  muohe  as  that  the 
youthful  sort  might  therin  take  example,  and  the  aged  recreation. 

Now  if  anie  (misgoueming  their  owne  wittes)  do  fortune  to  vse  that  for  a  spurre,  which  I  had  heere 
appointed  for  a  bridle,  I  can  none  otherwise  lament  it,  but  to  saie  that  I  am  not  the  first  which  hath 
been  misjudged.  Troelie  (gentle  Reader)  I  protest  that  I  haue  not  meant  heerein  to  displease  any 
man,  but  my  desire  hath  rather  beene  to  content  most  men:  I  meane  the  diuine  with  godlie  himnes 
sod  psalmes,  the  sober  mind  with  moral  discourses,  and  the  wildest  will  with  'sufficient  warning:  the 
vhich  if  it  so  fell  out,  then  shall  I  thinke  my  selfe  right  happie.  And  if  it  fall  out  otherwise,  I  shall 
yet  neuer  be  ashamed  to  become  one  of  their  corporation  which  reape  flontes  and  reprehension  for 
their  uanels. 

But  bicause  these  Posies  growe  to  a  great  bundle,  and  therof  also  the  number  of  louing  lines  ex- 
teedeth  in  the  superlatiue,  I  thought  good  to  adoertise  thee,  that  the  most  part  of  them  were  written 
for  other  men.  And  out  of  all  doubt,  if  euer  1  wrote  line  for  my  selfe  in  causes  of  lone,  I  hate 
written  ten  for  other  men  in  laies  of  lust.  For  1  count  greater  difference  betwixt  loue  and  lust,  than 
there  is  diuersitie  betweene  wit  and  wisdome:  and  yet  wit  and  I  did  (in  youth)  make  such  a  fraie, 
that  I  feare  his  coosin  wisdome  will  never  become  friends  with  me  in  my  age.  Well|  though  my  foKe 
be  greater  then  my  fortune,  yet  ooei^great  were  mine  vnconstancie,  if  (in  mine  owne  behalfe)  I  should 
compile  so  manie  sandrie  songs  and  sonets.  I  bane  heard  of  an  honest  plaine  meaning  citizen,  who 
(being  ouerchaiged  with  manie  matters  in  the  law,  and  hearing  of  a  common  solicitour  of  causes  in 
the  citie)  came  home  to  comfort  his  wife,  and  told  hir,  that  be  had  heard  of  one  which  dwelt  at  Bil- 
lingsgate that  coold  help  al  men.    Eoen  so  (good  reader)  I  was  a  great  while  the  man  that  dwelt  at 
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Billingsgate,  for  in  wanton  delights  I  helped  all  men,  thoXigh  in  sad  earnest  I  neuer  ftuthered  my  idfe 
anie  kind  of  waie.  And  by  that  it  proceedeth  that  I  bane  so  often  changed  my  Posie  or  word.  For 
when  I  did  compile  anie  thing  at  the  request  of  other  men,  if  I  bad  subscribed  the  same  witb  mine 
owne  vsuall  mot  or  deuise,  it  might  bane  bewraied  the  same  to  have  bin  of  my  dooing.  And  I  was 
euer  curious  in  that  behaUe,  as  one  that  was  loth  to  bewraie  the  follies  of  other  men.  And  yet  (as 
you  see)  I  am  not  verie  dangerous  to  laie  my  seUe  wide  open  in  view  of  the  world.  I  hane  alio 
sundrie  times  changed  mine  owne  word  or  denise.  And  uo  maruely  for  he  that  wanderetii  much  in 
those  wildernesses,  shall  seldom  continue  long  in  one  minde. 

Well,  it  were  folic  to  bewalle  things  which  are  vnpossible  to  be  reoonered,  eith  Had  I  wiat  doth 
iddome  seme  as  a  blason  of  good  understanding.  And  therefore  I  will  spend  no  more  wotds  in  this 
Prafoce,  but  I  praie  thee  to  smell  vnto  these  Posies,  as  Flowres  to  comfort,  Hearbs  to  core,  and 
Weedes  to  be  auoided,  so  have  I  mtant  them»  and  so  I  basecch  thee  reader  to  accept  them.   PaiewalL 
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r.  A  IN PRAYSE  OF  GASCOGINES  POSIES. 

Wi  pray 96  the  plough,  that  makes  the  frnileleue 
soylc  [might) 

To  bring  forth  come,  (through  heipe  of  heau^nly 
ADd  eke  enteeme  the  simple  wretches  toyle, 
Wbote  paioefiiil  haodes  doe  labour  day  and  night 
We  prayse  the  grouod,  whereon  the  herbes  do 

nrhich  heale  or  heipe,  our  greeues  and  moitall 

paine, 
Yps  weedes  haae  worth,  wherein  we  vertue  know, 
^OT  natures  Art,  nothing  hath  made  in  vaine. 
We  prayse  those  flonres  which  please  the  secrete 


Aad  do  content,  the  tast  or  smell  of  man. 

The  Gardners  paynes  and  worke  we  recompence, 

That  skiifull  is,  or  aught  in  cunning  can. 

But  much  more  prayse 'to  Gascoignes  penne  is 

due, 
Whose  learned  hande  doth  here  to  thee  present, 
A  Posie  fall  of  Hearbes,  and  Flowers  newe, 
To  please  all  braynes,  to  wit  or  learning  bent. 
Howe  much  the  minde  doth  passe  the  sense  or 

smell, 
So  much  these  Flonres  all  other  do  excelL 


P.  a  Iff  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES  POSIES. 

n  gladsome  Spring,  when  sweete  and  pleasant 

shoures 
laue  well  rtmued,  what  winters  wrath  hath  tome, 
Lnd  that  we  see,  the  wholesome  smelling  Flonres, 
^in  to  laugh  rough  winters  wracke  to  scorne : 
f  then  by  cbaunce,  or  choyce  of  owners  will, 
l^e  roame  and  walke  in  place  of  rare  delightes, 
ind  therein  finde,  what  Arte  or  natures  skill 
*an  wrll  set  forth,  to  feede  our  hungrie  sightes: 
ea  more,  if  then  the  owner  of  the  soyle, 
K>th  licmce  3r««lde  to  vse  all  as  our  owne, 
nd  gladly  thinkes,  the  fruites  of  all  his  toyle, 

0  oar  behoofe  to  be  well  set  and  sowne. 
;  cannot  be,  but  this  so  great  desart 

1  basest  breast  doth  breede  thus  due  regarde, 
Tith  frorlde  of  thankes,  to  prayse  this  friendly 

part, 
id  wish  that  woorth  mought  pay  a  iust  rewarde. 
ood  Reader  then,  beholde  what  gallant  spring 
^is  booke  brings  forth,  of  fruites  of  finest  sortes, 
'  bolde  to  take,  thy  list  of  euerie  thing, 
V  so  is  ment.     And  for  thy  glad  disportes 
lie  paine  was  tane:  therefore  lo  this  I  crane, 
his  behalfe,  that  wrote  this  pleasant  worke, 
ith  care  and  cost,  (and  then  most  freely  gaue 
is  labours  great,  wherein  great  treasures  lurke: 
» thine  anayle)  let  his  desartes  now  binde  thee, 
woorde  and  deede,  he  may  still  thankfull  finde 

thee. 


M.  C.  COMMENDING   THE   CORREC- 
TION  OF  GASCOIGNES  POSIES. 

The  Beares  blinde  whelpes,  which  lacke  doth  nayles 

and  heare. 

And  lie  like  lumpes,  in  filthie  fiarrowed  wise. 
Do  (for  a  time)  most  ougly  beastes  appeare. 
Till  dammes  deare  tongue,  do  cleare  the  closed 

eyes. 

The  gadde  of  Steele,  is  likewise  blunt  and  blacke, 
Till  file  and  fire,  do  frame  it  sharpe  and  bright: 
Yea  precious  stones,  their  glorious  grace  do  lacke. 
Till  curious  hand,  do  make  them  please  the  sight. 
And  so  these  floures,  although  the  grounde  were 

Whereon  they  grew,  and  they  of  gallant  hew. 
Yet  till  the  badde  were  cullde  and  cast  away. 
The  best  became  the  worse  by  such  a  crew. 
(For  my  part)  then:  I  lyked  not  their  smell. 
But  as  they  he,  I  like  them  pretly  well. 


R.  S  IN  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES  POSIES. 

The  pleasant  plot  wherein  these  Posies  grew. 
May  represent  Parnassus  springs  indeede. 
Where  Pallas  with  hir  wise  and  learned  crew. 
Did  plant  great  store, and  sow  much  cunning  seede. 
That  goddesse  then,  on  whom  the  Muses  wayte. 
To  garde  hir  grounde  from  greedie  gathrers  spoyle. 
Hath  here  ordrynde,  by  fine  and  close  conceyte, 
A  greene  knight  chiefe,  and  master  of  the  foyle. 
Such  badge  beares  he  that  beautified  this  booke 
With  glorious  shew,  of  sundrie  gallant  flowers. 
But  since  he  first  this  labor  vndertooke. 
He  gleand  thereout,  (to  make  the  profite  ours) 
A  heape  of  Heaihes,  a  sort  of  fruitfiill  seedes, 
A  needefull  salne,  compound  of  needlesse  weedes. 

APPENDIX. 

All  these  (with  more)  my  freend  here  freely  glues: 
Nor  naked  wordes,  nor  streyne  of  straunge  deuise. 
But  Gowers  minde,  which  now  In  Oascoigne  liues, 
Yeeldes  heere  in  view,  (by  iudgement  of  the  wise) 
His  penne,  his  sworde,  himselfe,  and  all  his  might, 
To  Pallas  schoole,  and  Mars  in  princes  right. 


T.  CH.  IN  PRAYSE  OF  GASCOIGNES 
POSIES 

Though  goodnesse  of  the  gold,  needes  no  mans 

praise  ye  know, 
(And  euery  coyne  is  iodgde  and  found,  by  weight, 

by  stamp,  or  show^ 
Yet  doth  the  prayse  of  men,  giue  gold  a  double 

grace,  [euery  place. 

And  makes  both  pearls  and  iewels  rich  desirde  in 
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The  horse  full  finely  ibrnide,^who8e  pace  and  traine 

18  true,  [shape  and  Tiew. 

Is  more  esteemde  for  good  report,  than  likte  for 
Yea  sure,  ech  man  bimselfe,  for  all  bis  wit  and 

skill,  [silence  still. 

(If  world  bestow,  no  lawde  on  him)  may  steepe  in 
Fame  sbewes  the  value  first,  of  euerie  precious 

thing, 
And  winnes  with  lyking  all  the  brute,  that  doth 

the  credit  bring. 
And  fame  makes  way  before,  to  workes  that  are 

▼nknowne 
And  peoples  loue  is  caaed  ther,  where  fiune  hir 

trump  bath  blown. 
Acunniug  workman  fine,tn  Qoyster  close  may  sit. 
And  came  or  paint  a  thousand  things,  and  vse 

both  art  and  wit. 
Yet  wanting  worides  renowne,  may  scape  Tnsought 

or  scene: ' 
It  is  but  feme  that  outruns  all,  and  gets  the  goall 

I  weene.  [harmes, 

The  learned  Doctors  ]awd,that  heales  where  other 
By  comon  pray  se  of  peoples  voyce,  brings  pacients 

in  by  swarmes. 
A  goodly  stately  house,  hath  sddome  any  feme, 
Till  world  behold  the  buildings  through,  imd  people 

see  the  same.  [held. 

The  Flowers  and  Fosies  sweete>  in  better  price  are 
When  those  hane  praysde  their  vertnes  rare,  that 

haue  their  odor  smeld. 
So  by  these  foresayd  proofes,  I  haue  a  pardon  free. 
To  speake,  to  write,  and  make  discourse,  of  any 

workc  I  see. 
That  worthie  is  of  prayse :  for  prayse  is  alt  we  get. 
Present  the  woride  with  labors  great,  the  world  is 

in  your  det,  [will  giue: 

It  neuer  yeeides  rewarde,  nor  scarce  iust  prayse 
Then  studie  out  to  stand  on  fame,  and  striue  by 

fame  to  line.  [da yes, 

Oor  olde  fore&thers  wise,  saw  k>ng  before  these 
How  sone  feint  world  would  feil  deserts,  and  cold 

would  wax  our  prayse.  [riie. 

And  knowing  that  disdeyne,  for  toyle  did  rather 
Than  right  renowne  (whose  golde  buds,  growes  Tp 

to  starry  skies) 
Betpoke  their  labors  long,  and  eoery  act  they  did, 
Vnto  the  Gods,  from  whose  deepe  sight,  no  secret 

can  he  hid.  [heauens  hie. 

And  these  good  gracious  Gods,  sent  downe  from 
(For  noble  minds)  an  endlesse  feme,  that  throw 

the  world  doth  flie. 
Which  feme  is  due  to  those,  that  seeke  by  new 

deuice,  [in  price. 

To  honor  learning  euery  way,  and  Vertue  bring 
From  Knowledge  gardey  n  gay,  where  science  sowes 

hir  seecks,  [and  Weedes. 

A  pretie  Posie  gatliered  is,  of  Ftowers,  Hearbes, 
The  Flowers  by  smel  are  fmmd,  the  heaihs  their 

goodnes  showcs. 
The  Weedes  amid  both  hearbs  and  flowers,  in  decSt 

order  growes. 
The  soft  and  tender  nose,  that  can  no  weedes  abide. 
May  make  his  choise  of  holesome  hearbes,  whose 

▼ertues  well  are  tride. 
The  fine  and  flowing  wittes,  that  feede  on  straunge 

delites,  [weede  that  bites : 

May  tast  (forseasning  daintie  mouthes)  the  bitter 
The  well  disposed  minde,  and  honest  meaning  man, 
Shall  finde  (in  floures)  proude  Peacoka plumes,  and 

feathers  of  the  Swan. 


The  Curst  and  crabbed  Carle,  thai  Posies  flngs 

away,  [flonres  to  i^. 

By  this  (perhaps)  may  find  some  canse,with  pceftftie 
The  kinde  and  louing  worme,that  woulde  his  Indie 

please,  [both  orach  ease. 

May  light  on  some  sach  medcin  here,  shal  do  them 

both  much  ease.  [ing  take: 

The  Lad  that  lykes  the  schoole,  and  will  good  wam- 
May  snatch  some  rules  oute  of  this  booke,  that 

may  him  doctor  make. 
The  hastie  trauayling  head,  that  flies  to  Ibreyne 

place,  [his  roniai^  race. 

May  wey  by  this  what  home  is  woorth,  and  stay 
The  manly  coorage  stoote,  that  seeketh  Aine  foQ 

farre, 
Shall  find  by  this  how  sweeta  is  peace,  and  see 

how  sonre  is  warre. 
This  Posie  is  so  pickt,  and  ohoysely  sorted  tkrow^ 
There  is  no  Flower,  Heibe,  nor  Weede,  lint  senses 

some  purpose  now. 
Then  since  it  freely  comes,  to  you  for  little  cost. 
Take  well  in  worth  these  paynes  of  him,  tint 

thmkes  no  labor  lost: 
To  do  his  countrie  good,  as  many  othera  hane. 
Who  for  their  toyles  a  good  report,  of  worMe  did 

onely  crane.  [receyiie. 

Grudge  not  to  yeeld  some  feme,  for  fruites  that  yon 
Make  some  ezchauoge  for  franke  good  wiH,  some 

signe  or  token  leaue* 
To  shew  yonr  thankfoll  harts.    For  if  yon  lone  to 

take,  [no  gift  fonake. 

And  haue  a  conscience  growne  so  great,  yoo  can 
And  cannot  giue  againe,  that  men  deserae  to  veape. 
Adieu  we  leaue  yon  in  the  hedge,  and  ore  the  stile 

we  leape. 
And  yet  some  stile  or  verse,  we  after  shape  ia 

ryme,  [seines  in  tyme. 

That  may  by  arte  shewe  you  a  glasse,  to  see  yonr 
Thus  wish  1  men  their  right:  and  yon  that  indge 

amisse. 
To  mend  your  minds,  or  frame  yonr  Mose,  to 

make  the  like  of  this. 


G.  W.  IN  PRAYSE   OF  GASCOIGNE^  AKD 
HIS  POSIES. 

Reader  rewaide  nought  else,  but  ondy  good  re- 
port, [sondrie  soiC 
For  all  these  pleasant  Posies  here,  boand  vp  ia 
The  flowers  feyre  and  fresh,  were  set  with  painiefeU 
toyle>  [sant  soyle. 
Of  late  in  Gascoignes  Garden  plot,  a  passing  plea- 
Now  weedes  of  little  worth,  are  cnlde  firom  out  the 

rest. 
Which  he  with  double  paine,  did  work,  to  gleaae 

the  bad  fro  best 
The  state  is  very  straunge,  and  fortane  rart  ta  tk. 
Whose  beanie  happe  he  neither  belpes,  nor  Uazeth 
their  abuse.  [be  tfaiaO, 

In  thundring  verse  he  wxayes,  where  highest  mindes 
Where  mischeefe  seekes  to  rayse  it  selib^  by  foros 
of  others  fell.  [pn^ 

He  plnckes  the  yisonr  of,from  maskes  of  peeaiA 
And  wrayes  what  sowre  (in  sweet  pretece)  tha 

ooustly  corts  ca  hide. 
In  euerie  gallant  flower,  he  settefth  forth  to  show. 
Of  Venus  thralles,  the  hap,  the  hann«,  the  waat, 
the  weale,  the  woe. 
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H«  iarty  Andes  their  hnhn,  whoie  wdth  doth 

foster  wrong. 
Who  toacheth  sinne  (withoot  offince)  most  plainly 

sing  his  soDg. 
Hie  loftie  vmine  in  verse,  bis  sutely  stile  iii  prose, 
ForeCelles  that  Pallas  ment  by  hioi,  for  to  defende 

hir  foes.  [knit, 

Wherwith  to  Mars  his  might,  hislustie  limmes  are 
(A  sight  most  rare)  that  Hectors  mind,  should 

match  with  Pallas  wit. 
By  proofo  of  late  appeared  (bow  so  reportes  here 

ran)  [hyumost  man. 

That  be  in  field  was  formost  still,  in  spoyle  the 
No  backward  blastes  conki  bruse  the  valonr  of  his 

thoaght,  [credite  sought. 

JUthongh  slie  hap,  forestoode  bis  hope,  in  that  he 
In  fortune!*  spight  he  straue,  by  rertues  to  aspire, 
Resolnde  when  due  deserts  might  mount,  then  he 

should  haue  his  hire. 
Hms  late  with  Mars  in  field,  a  lastie  Souldiour 

shewde,  [hath  bestowde. 

And  now  with  peace  in  Pallas  schoole,  he  freendly 
On  thee  this  heape  of  flowers,  the  fruites  of  all  his 

toyle,  [the  soyle. 

Whereof  if  some  bat  simple  seeme,  consider  well 
They  grew  not  all  at  home,  some  came  from  for- 

reyne  fieldes. 
The  which  (percHse)  set  hers  againe,  no  pleasant 

saoour  yeeliles. 
Yet  who  mislyketh  most,  the  worst  will  hardly 

mend,  [will  ofiend. 

And  he  were  best  not  write  at  all,  which  no  man 


P.B.  TO  SUCH  AS  HAVE  HERETOFORE 
FOUND  FAULT  WITH  GASCOIGNES 
POSIES. 

Gatwit  good  deserts,  both  pride  and  enuie  swell, 
As  nerde  repines,  to  see  his  neighbour  ritche: 
And  fllaunder  chafes,  where  rertues  prosper  well. 
As  sicke  men  thinke,  all  others  health  to  mitch : 
Such  filthie  fonltes,  mens  harts  ofttymes  inflame, 
Hwt  spight  presumes,  to  stayne  the  worthies 


Are  bnitall  things,  transferred  so  to  men  ? 
Or  men  become  more  sanage  than  the  beast? 
We  see  the  dogge,  that  kenelles  in  his  den^ 
(For  onely  foode)  obeyes  his  Lordes  behest: 
Yet  more  than  that,  remembers  so  reliefe, 
Aa  (in  his  kinde)  be  moumes  at  masters  griefe. 

If  thou  perce3rue,  whereto  my  tale  intendes. 
Then  (slaunder)  cease  to  wrong  a  frendly  wight, 
Who  n>r  his  countreys  good,  his  trauayle  spendes, 
Sometime  where  blowes  are  giuen  in  bloudie  fight: 
And  other  tymes  he  frames  with  skilfull  pen. 
Such  Terse,  as  may  content  eche  moulde  of  men. 

As  nowe  bebolde,  he  here  presentee  to  thee. 
The  blossoms  feyre,  of  three  well  sorted  seedei. 
The  first  he  feyiies,  iresh  Ffowcrs  for  to  bee: 
The  second  Herbes»  the  last  he  tenneth  Weedes. 
AH  these,  the  soyle  of  his  well  followed  brayne, 
(With  Paliss  droppes  bedewde)  yeeldes  for  thy 
gains. 

The  Hearbes  to  graue  conceyt,  and  skilfoll  age. 
The  fragrant  Flowers  to  aent  of  yotiger  smell: 
The  worthlesse  Weedes,  to  rule  the  wantonrage 
Of  wiMiwi  haadas,he  gims!  thrafiattem  waUt 


And  gather  (friend)  hnt  neytber  spight  nor  spoyW, 
These  Posies  made,  by  his  long  painfull  toyle. 


A.  W.    rs    COMMENDATION    OF    GAS* 
COIGNES  POSIES. 

I  PRAV8Bi»  once  a  booke  (whereby  I  purehast 

Mame) 
And  venturde  for  to  write  a  verse,  before  I  knewe 

the  same. 
So  that  I  was  deceyude,  for  when  it  came  to  light. 
The  booke  deserued  no  such  worde,  as  I  therein 

did  wrigfat 
Thus  lept  1  ere  I  lookt,  and  wandred  ere  I  wist. 
Which  giues  (me  haggard)  wamiog  since,  to  trust 

no  folkneis  Hat, 
And  yet  the  booke  was  good,  (by  hap  and  not  my 

skill)  [wordes  fulfill. 

But  hot  a  booke  of  such  contentes,  as  might  my 
Well  now  I  neede  not  feare,  these  Posies  here  to 

prayse, 
Bicause  I  knew  them  euery  flower,  and  where  they 

grew  alwa3'es. 
And  sure  for  my  conceyt,  eoen  when  they  bkiom- 

ed  first,  [the  very  worst. 

Me  thought  they  smelt  not  much  amisse.  no  not 
Perhappes  some  daiutie  noM,  no  Batchlers  button 

lykes,  [quarell  pykes. 

And  some  at  Pimpemell  and  Pmkes,  a  slender 
Some  thinke  that  Gillyflowers,  do  yeeld  a  gekwa 

swell. 
And  some  (which  like  none  herbe  but  sage)  say 

Finkell  tastes  not  well, 
Yet  Finkell  is  of  force,  and  Gillyflowers  are  good» 
And  Pinks  please  some,  and  Pimpemell  doth  seme 

to  steynch  the  blood: 
And  Batchlers  buttons  be,  the  brauest  to  bebolde^. 
But  sure  that  flower  were  best  not  grow,  which  can 

abide  no  colde.  [uious  windes. 

For  slaunder  blowes  so  shrill,  with  easterns  en* 
And  firosts  of  frumps  so  nip  the  rootes,  of  Tertu- 

ous  meaning  minds 
That  few  good  flowers  can  thriue,  vnlesse  they  be 

protected,  [proppes  erected. 

Or  garded  from  snspitious  blastes,  or  with  some 
So  seemeth  by  tbe  wight,  which  gardened  this 

grounde,  [here  abounde. 

And  set  such  flowers  on  euery  bed,  that  Posies 
Yet  some  tongues  cannot  well,  afiborde  him  worthie 

prayse,  [sene  his  wayes. 

And  by  oar  Lorde  they  do  him  wrong,  for  I  bane 
And  marked  all  his  moodes,  and  haue  had  proofe 

likewise,  [deuise^ 

That  he  can  do  as  well  in  field,  as  pen  can  here 
Not  many  monthes  yet  past,  I  saw  his  dongbtie 

deedes,  [heauie  hart  it  blaedes. 

And   since  (to  heare  what  slaunder  sayes)  nly 
Yet  Reader  graunt  but  this,  to  trie  before  thou 

trust,  [gallant,  good  and  iusL 

So  Shalt  thou  find  his  flowers  and  him,  both 


/.    B.   IN  COMMENDATION  OF  GAS- 
COIGNES  POSIES. 

Thb  sauerie  sappes  in  Gascoigoes  Flowers  that  are. 
Which  tttrayned  were  by  lofty  learnings  lore: 
Could  not  content  the  surly  for  their  share,  [fore: 
Ne  cause  them  once,  to  yeekl  him  tfaankes  ther^ 
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Such  wu  his  hap,  when  Ifarst  ih'hande  he  tooke, 
By  labor  loog,  to  bring  to  light  this  Booke. 

Yet  batb  he  not  (for  all  this]'  seemde  to  cease, 
Those  Plovers  fresh  againe  in  ground  to  set. 
And  yeeld  them  earth  to  bring  forth  their  increase. 
With  other  slippes  from  forraine  soyle  yfet. 
Which  he  ha^h  gaynde  by  hazarde  of  his  life. 
In  bloudie  broyles,  where  pouldred  shot  was  rife. 

This  en4)e$se  toyle,  contented  well  his  minde, 
Hope  hetde  the  helme,  bis  Fame  on  shore  to  set: 
His  deepe  desire,  nas  friendship  for  to  finde. 
At  readers  handes,  he  nought  else  sought  to  get: 
Wherefore    (doubtlesse)    they    did   him    double 

wrouK) 
Which  F.  and  I.  mysconstrued  haue  so  long. 

Yet  least  I  should  passe  from  the  golden  ground, 
Of  Gascoignes  plat,  wherein  those  Posies  grew, 
1  list  t»  tell  what  Flowers  there  I  found, 
And  paint  by  penne,  the  honour  to  him  dew: 
Since  that  his  toyle  duth  well  deserue  the  same. 
And  sacred  skill  hath  so  aduaunst  his  name. 

First  did  I  finde  the  Flower  of  Fetters  frnte, 
Wh^-eof  my  selfe  haue  tasted  to  my  paiue: 
Then  might  1  see  the  Greene  knight  touch  the  Lute, 
Whose  cordes  were  ooucht  on  frettes  of  deepe 

disdaine: 
And  likewise  there,  I  might  pereeyoe  full  well. 
That  fragrant  Flower  which  fimsie  bad  Farewell, 

In  fine  I  fomvl  the  flowre  that  JBellum  higbt, 
Sweete  vnto  those,  of  sillie  simple  sense. 
Yet  sharpe  and  sowre,  to  those  that  do  delight 
In  martiall  martes,  for  gaine  of  peuish  pense. 
Such  buddes  full  braue,  good  Gascoignes  Garden 

gaue 
To  all  estates,  which  list  the  same  to  haue. 

Wherefore  (good  friend)  flieenuies  yrkesome  3rre, 
And  tred  the  trace,    which  Reasons  rule   hath 

wrought, 
Yeeld  not  disdeyne  to  Gascoigne  for  his  byre. 
Whose  brused  braine  for  thee  these  flowers  hath 

sought. 
Least  if  thou  do,  the  blame  on  thee  do  light. 
Such  friendly  paynes  to  reeompence  with  spight. 


/.  D.  IN  PRAY3E  OF  GASCOIGNES  AND 
HIS  POSIES. 

If  Virgin  how  to  till  the  Earth,  to  euenr  man 

doth  tell,  [excell. 

And  Galen  he  in  Phisicks  arte  doth  many  men 
If  Poets  olde  deseruen  prayse,  by  payoting  out 

aright,  '  [that  wright, 

The  fiiites  of  vice,  as  Ouid  doth,  and  many  mo 
By  learned  skill  of  many  things:    If  such  exalt 

their  name,  [of  Ladie  Fame 

And  for  their  byre,  deserued  prayse  by  trumpe 
Why  should  the  Authour  of  this  booke  then  leese 

his  due  desart,  [skilfull  arte? 

Sith  he  so  freendly  here  to  vs,  hath  shewed  his 
The  healthsome    herbs  and  flowers   sweet,  fro 

weedes  be  bath  diuided. 
The  fruits  of  Giuea  in  prison  strog  he  hath  right 

wel  decided. 


Of  wanes  also,  and  warrionn  loo,  eaen  like  m 

martiall  knight. 
He  hath  dtsconrst,  and  shewed  the  toCte^  that 

therevpon  do  light: 
ViigUl  is  dead,  and  Galen  gone,  with  Poets  amy 

more:  [«n  stote. 

Yet  workeS  of  theirs  be  still  aliue,  and  with  ts  kept 
This  Authour  liuea,  and  Gascoigne  bights,  yet  once 

to  die  most  sure,  [alwayes  endore, 

Alas  the  while  that  worthie  wigfates  may    not 
But  workes  of  his  among  the  best,  for  euer  more 

shall  rest,  [the  bleat. 

When  he  in  heauen  shaU  take  aplaeeprepored  for 


THE  PRINTER  (RICHARD  SMITH)  IN 
COMMENDATION  OF  GASCOIGNE  AND 
HIS  WORKS, 

Chawcbr  by  writing  porchast  fame. 

And  Gower  got  a  worthie  name: 

Sweete  Surrey,  suckt  Pernassus  springs, 
.  And  Wiat  wrote  of  wondrous  things: 
iOlde  Rochfort  clambe  the  stately  thioM^ 
! .  .Which  Muses  hoftda.  In  Hdiicooe. 

Then  thither  let  good  Gascoigne  go, 

For  sure  bis  verse,  deserueth  so. 


ilf.  A.  PERUGINO,  A  I  LETTORI. 

CoMCiosiA  la  cosa  che  a1  bono  vino,  noa  d 
bisogna  la  ghirlanda  nientedi  meno,  I'opere  tif- 
tuose  meritano  sempreniai  ogni  laude,  bonore,  St 
mercede.  Tanto  per  essersi  (nella  natura  loro,  ft 
di  se  btesse)  piaceuole,  grate,  &  piene,d*ogni  oon- 
tento,  come  per  dare  stimoli  ad  altrui  d*imitor*  i 
loro  vestigy.  In  tanto  lo  stimo  Topers  presente 
vn'essempio  chiaro  &  raro  della  gloria  ln|^ese. 
2uando  vi  si  truouano  non  salamete  sonetti,  rime, 
canzoni,  &  altre  cose  iofinitamete  piaceuole,  ma 
con  cio  non  vi  mancano  discorse  tragic  he,  mo- 
derne,  &  phylosophichs,  della  Guerra,  delli  stati, 
&  della  vera  Sapienza.  Tutte  procedute  d*vn  tal 
luchiostro,  che  lo  (sendo  forastiero)  lo  tmouo  vn* 
Immitatore  di  Petrarcha,  Amico  d'Ariosto,  fc 
Paraugon  di  Bocaccio,  Aretino,  &  ogni  altro  poeca 
quanto  sia  piu  fomoso  8t  ecceUente  delT  eti. 
nostra. 


/.  DE  3.  AUX  LECTEURS. 

Cbux  qui  voiront,  les  Rymes  de  Gascoigne, 
(Estantd  Fran9ois)  se  piaindront  nuicts  It  " 
Sue  la  beauti  &  I'odeur  de  ces  Aceurs, 
A  cest  henr  (de  France)  par  Gascoign,  tant  s'< 
loigne. 


H.  M.  IN  POEM  ATA  GASCOIGNI  CARMEN 

St  iam  vena  viris  eadem,  que  vatibns  olim, 
logenioq.  pari  possunt  disponere  partes 
Materias,  pedibus  si  incedunt  Carmina  certis, 
Clauduntnrq.  sois  numeris:  Si  tuiba  sororoasy 
Supplicibus  potis  est  prisoos  inflare  fororcs, 
Sed  si  quod  magit  est,  nostri  sua  themata  ' 
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CoDSOM  Mnptoris  sacris,  nee  diBsona  rectis 
Moribos:  amsBDOS,  sed  qus  copnoscere  flores 
Virtiitii»  que  docent  dqlces  colligere  fmcUis. 
Si  fictasi  fibulas,  fidsiq.  CupidinU  artes 
Chid  Veoeie  exdodunt,  (at  docta  indigna  poeti) 
Cur  non  cenaemua  celebrandoa  iure  Coronis 
^uaies  Tirtnte  viros,  sequalibus  ease? 
0  ingrata  tins  noo  reddere  tanta  peritis 
Pnemia,  quanta  suis  dignarunt  prima  Poetis 
Sccula  iium  laudes  tantas  licet  adder*;  linguis 
Komanc  primum,  (quae  nil  tamen  attulit  vltra 
Vtile)  gennanas,  Ttfiu  rit  spernere  gemmaa? 
Sed  vitinm  hoc  patric  est  &  peculiariter  Anglis 
Conueoit,  eiternis  qusecunq.  feruntur  ab  oris, 
Aoteftrrre  suis.     Age  si  sic  sapitis,  Ecce, 
Aoglia  qoos  profert  flores  Gasconia  pressit. 


B.  C.  IN  POEMATA  GASCONI,  CARMEN. 

Mens  generosa  solet  generosos  edere  flores, 
Incassamq.  saos,  non  sinit  ire  dies: 

Hsc  tua  Oasconi  laus  est,  mercede  remota 
Hac,  friget  virtus,  base  tibi  mifficiat 

Hcc  tibi  (sea  Belgas  reoetas,  Martemq.  ferocem, 
Ssu  patriam  A&  Musas)  inuiolata  comes. 


K.  JX  IN  EUNDEM  CARMEN. 

ViDKRAT  huias:  ef.  L  Titulum  notnenq.  Posta, 
Lcteq.  viz  potuit,  dicere  lingua,  bene  est: 

Mox  vbi  qusD  voluit,  libro  non  vidit  in  illo, 
Magniq.  quae  fuerat,  pars  ibi  parua  ftiit, 

SuaiD  male  ait  soeio,  Martem  secreuit  amore  ? 
2ai  bene  amat  pugnat,  qui  bene  pugnat  amat; 


EIUSDEM  DE  EODEM. 

Qvi  quondam  graae  Martis  opns,  sub  gente  ne- 
Militamq.  tali,  non  vno  nomine  duram       [fanda» 
Anna  quibus  IsBtabar,  Ego  Tritonia  Pallas, 
Mlas  ego  trado  arma  tibi,  &  nunc  per   ioga 

Cynthi 
Per  sacrum   ta   Hellicona  tui>8>  per  Tbessala 

Tempe 
Iiisequor,aeiernumq.  sequar,  dum  sydera  mundum. 
Dam  deus  leternos,  certo  moderamine  Coelos 
Birigat,  stbareasq  animas  &  sydera  Cflsli. 
0  qut  felices  caelesti  nectare  mentes 
Peifoodis,  Diuiimq.  doccs  nos  dicere  Cantus, 
toales  Aonias  inter  celiberrima  tuibas 
Calliopaa  cantt,  vel  gestis  Clio  loqueodis 
Nata.  ^Kooenarum  pars  ingens  Clio  sofonmu) 
Da  regina  tnis  ady tis,  antrisq.  recepto 
Cutari  vates  iater,  diciq.  Britannos.      . 


P.  W.  IN  GASCOIGNVM,  CARMEN. 

Sfwr  qoorum  mantes,  tenure,  Caligoq.  turpii 
Infuscaott  vates  qui  tetigisse  timent 

Tu  pete  florantem,  facunde  PoisU  Corallam, 
Sieoltis  pataaty  vvtibat  iito  lociu. 


G.  H.  PRO  EODEM. 


Qvisauis  es  bac  nostri  qui  gaudes  parte  laboris, 

ludicio  nobis,  cantus  adesto  precor. 
Perlege  scripta  prius,  quain  pergas  scripta  probani^ 

£t  bene  perlecUs,  inde  videbis  opus. 
Nam  nihil  in  titulum,  iuuat  inspexisse  libelli. 

Si  vis  roateriae  sit  tibi  nota  minus. 
Non  etenim  primd  veniunt  fundamina  rerum, 

Sed  sunt  in  variis,  inspicienda  locis. 
Perge  igitur  quo  sit  pei^endum,  6ue  reperto^ 

In  tenebris  tum  quae  dilituere  proba. 


E.  H.  IN  POEMATA  GASCOIGNI,  CARMEN^ 

Si  quam  Romani  laudem  mceru^re  PoietaB 

Siq.  fttit  Graiis  debitus  vllus  lionos, 
Graecia  si  quondam  vatem.sui-pexit  Homerum, 

Si  domitrix  magni  Roma  Maronis  opus. 
Cur  nonXrasconii  faconda  poemata  laudat 

Ang'ia?  &  ad  coeli  sydera  summa  ferat? 
Carmiua  nam  cum  re,  sic  CDOsentire  videntur, 

Egregium  &  praestans,  vt  videatur  opus. 
Dixerit  has  aliquis  Musas  nimis  esse  iocosas, 

Et  iuuenum  facile  posse  nocere  animis. 
Non  ita,  ni  forsan,  velit  iisdem  liector  abuti, 

Non  obsunt,  pura  si  modo  mente  legas. 


THE  OPINION  OF  THE  AUCTHOR  HIM- 
SELF AFTER  ALL  THESE  COMMEND- 
ATIONS. 

What  neede  I  speake  my  self,  since  other  say  s* 

much? 
Who  seme  to  praise  these  poesies  so,  as  if  ther  wer 

none  such : 
But  sure  my  silly  self,  do  find  therein  no  smell, 
Which  may  deserue  such  passing  prayse,  or  seeme 

to  taste  so  well,  [deinge 

This  boone  I  onely  craue,  that  readers  yet  will 
(If  any  i»eede  herein  do  seeme,  his  fellow  flowres 

to  stayne)  ^they  fiiide. 

Then  reade  but  others  workes,  and  marke  if  that 
No  toyes  therein  which  may  dislike,  some  modest 

readers  minded 
Reade  Virgills  Pryapus,  or  Quids  wanton  verse. 
Which  he  about  Corinnaes  couche,  so  clerkly  can 

rehearse. 
Reade  Faustoes  filthy  tale,  in  Ariostoes  ryme, 
And  let  not  Marots  Alyz  passe,  without  impeach 

of  crime.  [excuse 

These  things  considered  well,  I  trust  they  will 
This  muze  of  mine,  although  she  seem,  such  toyes 

sometimes  to  vse. 
Beleeue  me  Lordings  all,  it  is  a  Poetes  parte. 
To  handle  eche  thing  in  bis  kinde,  for  therein  lieth 

his  arte:  [lawe, 

Lncillius  ledde  the  daunce,  and  Horace  made  the 
That  poetes  by  Aucthoritie,  may  call  (a  Dawe}  a 

Dawe, 
And  eke  (a  bore)  a  IIore,but  yet  in  cleanly  wordet , 
So  that  the  vice  may  be  rebukt,  as  though  it  were 

in  bourdes:  [faute) 

This  phrase  sometimes  I  Tse,  which  (if  it  be  a 
Condempne  not  all  the  rest  tberfore,  that  here  m 

yene  is  taoght. 
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Smeil  enery  poene  riglkt,  and  you  therein  shall 

indey 
Fresh  flo'wres,  good  hearbes,  and  bolsome  weedes, 
to  please  a  skilfull  minde. 
Finis.    Tam  Marti,  qudm  Mercurio. 


HIS  VLTIMUM  VALE  TO  AMOROUS 
VERSE. 

Kinds  Brato,  and  wanton  Thalb, 

(Whose  name  my  muze,  deuoutly  did  innoke) 

Adiea  deare  dames,  Caliope  sings  aUa, 


COBiMENDATCHtT  V£B8BSL 

Which  M 


■Bi  sf  te 


And  if  btuide  Cspide,  cha—ce  to  atiyhi  a  stroke, 

I  vowe  my  ▼erse,  Apocryphft  ahalbe. 

In  ailenoe  shatt^  that  none  (hot  yon)  nay  br>. 

Finis. 

Tan  Marti,  quan  MeKiuria. 


I  These  Knae^and  the  ^'OpiMon  ef  the  Aacthor" 
are  not  in  tha  cditiott  off  GaaeoigMs  pnbliifacd 
1597.    C. 
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GEORGE    tiASdOIGI^R 


FLOWERS: 

TBS  ANATOMYE  OF  A  LOUBX, 

I 

npO  make  »  loner  knowoe,  by  |»laine  Anatomie, 
'''   Yon  loaersaUtliiitlittbeware»lo«  here  behold 

you  me.  [might  moue, 

Who  though  mine  ondy  looKOf*  jroiir  pittie  wel 
Yet  eoery  part  shall  playe  hit  pktt,  to  ffkini  the 

pasget  of  loue. 
If  fint  my  feeble  head;  haae  so  mncfa  matter  left, 
If  iaotiet  rmgiog  force  hane  not,  bin  feeble  skill 

beteft.  Tdaaled  eyes, 

Tl!ese  locket  thai  hdng  vniiempt,  these  hoUdwe 
Tbeie  chattering  teeth,  this,  trebling  tongue^  wdl 

tewed  with  caiejfall  cries. 
These  wan  and  wrinkled  cheekes,  wel  washt  with 

wanes  of  woe,  [carkassego^ 

Msye  stand  for  patteme  of  a  ghost»  where  so  this 
Th^  shoulders  they  sustaine,  the  yoake  oC  beany 
4        care,       ^  ribeare, 

And  on  m  jr  braied  broken  backe,  the  buMen  must 
These  aimes  quite  braunfiiltie  ire,  wiih  bttting  on 

mybrest,  [craueth  rest: 

This  right  band  weary  ii  t<^  write^  this  left  hand 
These  sides  enclose  ihb  forj^,  wUci«  sonrov^e  playes 

the  smitfi,  [tiiettall  with. 

And  bote  desire,  hath  kindled  Are,  to  worife  this 
The  Anuile  is  my  heart*  my  tboogfatas  they  strike 

the  stroake,  [si^s  ascend  for  sinoake. 
Hy  lights  and  longes  like  belk>wes  blow,  and 
My  secreete  partes  are  sd  with  lecreete  sonow  sokeu , 
At  for  the  secreete  shame  thereof,  desenies  not  to 

be  spoken,  [my  feete, 

My  thighs,  my  knees,  my  legges,  and  last  of  all 
To  seme  a  loners  tume,  are  so  vnable  and  Tnmeete, 
That  scarce  they  siistaine  vp,  this  restlesse  body 

well,  [doth  dwell, 

tJalesse  it  be  to  M  the  boori,  wbtteiii  my  lone 
VOL  II. 


And  there  by  tight  eftsoone,  to  foede  by  gating 

eye; 
And  so  content  my  bnngrie  corps,  tyll  dolloors 

doe  me  dye: 
Yet  for  a  iust  reward  of  loue  so  dearely  bought, 
I  pray  you  saye,  loe  this  was  he,  whome  k>ue  iMd 

wome  to  nougfit.  . 
£iMrori 


i^ 


THE  AERAIGMENT  OF  A  LOUER. 

At  Beautyes  barre  as  I  dyd  stande, 

When  false  suspect  acpased  mee, 

Oeofge  (quod  the  Judge)  holde  v|»  thy  handi^ 

Thou  art  arraignde  of  Flattery  e : 

Tdl  therefore  hbwe  thou  wylt  bee  tryde  t 

Whose  iud^ment  here  #ylt  thoh  abyde» 

My  Loide  (quod  I)  this  Lady  here, 
Whome  I  esteope  aboue  the  rest, 
poth  knowe  my  guilte^  if  any  were  : 
Wherefore  hir  dodme  shall  please  me  best 
Let  hir  bee  Judge  and  Jurour  boathe. 
To  trye  mee  ^ulltledte  by  myne  oathe. 

.  Sued  Beantie,,rid,  it  fitteth  not, 
A  Prince  hir  selfe  to  indge  the  cause: 
Wyll  is  our  Justice  well  you  wot. 
Appointed  td  discuase  our  Lawes : 
If  you  wyll  gttiltlesse  seeme  to  goe, 
God  and  your  countrey  qnitte  you  so. 

Th0ri  crafte  the  cryer  cal^  a  quest. 
Of  whome  was  falsboiode  formoet  foere, 
A  pack  of  pickethanked  were  the  rest, 
VTbich  came  falie  #itnesse  for  to  beaie. 
The  Jurye  siiche,  the  Judge  minst. 
Sentence  w«s  sftyda  1  should  be  tnift. 
I  I 
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GASCOIONE'S  POEMS. 


Jelouithe  Jayler  bound  oiee  fut^ 

To  beare  the  verdite  of  the  byll, 
George  (quod  the  Judge)  nowe  thou  art  cast. 
Thou  must  goe  hence  to  beauie  hill, 
And  there  be  hangde  all  but  the  bead, 
God  rest  thy  soule  when  thou  art  dead* 

Downe  fell  I  then  vpon  my  knee. 
All  ilatte  before  Daine  Beauties  face, 
And  cryed,  good  Ladye  pardon  mee^ 
Which  here  appeale  vnto  your  grace. 
You  knowe  if  1  baue  beene  yntrue^ 
It  was  in  too  much  prayaing  you. 

And  though  this  Judge  doe  make  sucbe  haste, 
To  shead  with  shame  my  guiltlesse  blood: 
Yet  let  your  pittie  first  bee  plaste. 
To  saue  the  man  that  meant  you  good. 
So  shall  you  shewe  your  selfe  a  ftneene. 
And  I  maye  bee  your  seruaunt  scene. 

(Suod  Beautie)  well ;  bicause  I  goesse^   ' 
What  thou  dost  meane  hencefoorth  to  bee, 
Although  thy  foultes  deserue  no  lesse, 
Than  lustice  here  hath  indged  tbee, 
Wylt  thou  be  boonde  to  stynt  all  strife. 
And  be  true  prisoner  all  thy  lyfe } 

Yea  Madame  (quod  I)  that  I  shall, 
Loe  fiiyth  and  tnieth  my  suerties^ : 
Why  then  (quod  sbee)  come  when  I  call, 
I  aske  no  better  warrantise. 
Thus  am  1  Beauties  bounden  thrall. 
At  bir  oommannde  when  shee  doth  call. 
Euwrornattr, 


THE  PASSION  OP  A  LOVER. 

I  sBfTLB  sometimes  although  my  griefs  be  great. 
To  beare  and  see  these  loners  paint  their  patne. 
And  bow  they  can  in  pleasaoiit  rimes  rppeate, 
The  passing  pangs,  which  they  in  fencies  faine. 
But  if  I  bad  such  skyll  to  frame  a  verse, 
I  could  more  paine  than  all  their  panges  rehearse 

Some  saye  they  finde  nor  peace,  nor  power  to 
fight, 
Which  seemetfa  strange :  but  stranger  is  mj  state: 
I  dwell  in  dole,  yet  soiome  with  delight, 
Reposde  in  reste,  yet  weryed  with  debate. 
For  flatte  repulse,  might  well  appease  my.  wytl. 
But  fancie  fightes,  to  trye  my  fortune  atyll. 

Some  other  saye  they  hope,  yet  Hue  in  dread. 
They  friese,they  flame,  they  flie  aloft,  they  &II, 
But  I,  nor  hope  with  happe  to  rayse  my  bead, 
Nor  feare  to  stoupe,  for  why,  my  gate  is  small. 
Nor  can  I  ftiese,  with  cold  to  kyll  my  heart. 
Nor  jet  so  flame,  as  might  consume  my  smart 

How  liue  I  then,  which  thus  drawe  foorth  my 
dayea? 
Or  tell  me  howe,  I  found  this  feuer  first  ? 
What  fits  I  feele  >  what  distance  ?  what  delayes? 
What  griefe  \  what  ease  ?  wbat  lyke  I  best?  what 
wont?  [paine, 

These  ttunget  they  tel1|  which  seeke  redresse  of 
And  so  iryll !»  although  I  ooampt  it  Taint. 

^  Co&mon  BaylL 


■  I  line  in  loue,  enen  so  I  lone  to  line, 
(Oh  happie  state,  twise  happie  he  that  findes  it) 
But  loue  to  life  this  cognisance  doth  geue. 
This  badge  this  marke,  to  euery  man  that  mindeiit, 
Loue  lendeth  life,  which  (dying)  cannot  dye. 
Nor  lyuing  liue:  and  such  a  life  leade  I. 

The  Sunny  dayes  which  gladde  the  saddest 
wightes. 
Yet  neuer  shine  to  cleare  my  misty  moooe : 
No  quiet  sleepe,  amidde  the  mooneahine  nights, 
Can  close  mine  eyes,  when  I  am  woe  begone. 
Into  such  shades  my  peeuishe  sorrowe  abroirdes. 
That  Suune  and  Moooe  are  still  to  me  in  clowdei. 

And  feuertike  I  feede  my  fisncie  styll» 
With  such  repast,  as  most  empaires  my  health, 
Which  feuer  first  I  caught  by  wanton  wyll. 
When  coles  of  kind  dyd  stirre  my  blood  1^  stealtli: 
And  gazing  eyes,  in  bewtie  put  such  trust. 
That  lone  enfliund  my  Muer  al  with  lust. 

My  fits  are  lyke  the  f^ner  Ectick  fits*. 
Which  oue  daye  quakes  within  andbames  witboot, 
The  next  day  heate  within  the  boosoms  aits. 
And  shiuiring  colde  the  body  goes  abonL 
So  is  my  heart  most  bote  when  hope  is  colde, 
And  quaketh  most  when  I  most  heate  behold. 

Tormented  thus  without  delayes  I  stand. 
All  wayes  in  one  and  euermore  shalbe. 
In  greatest  griefe  when  hdpe  is  nearest  band, 
And  best  at  ease  if  death  might  make  me  firer : 
Delighting  most  in  that  which  hortea  ny  heart. 
And  hating  change  which  might  relieueny  smait. 

lEirooTB. 
Yet  you  dearedame:  towhome  this  cure  pertaines, 
Deuise  by  times  some  drammes  for  my  .disease, 
A  iK>ble  name  shall  be  your  greatest  gaioes. 
Whereof  be  sure,  if  you  wyll  worke  mme  ease. 
And  though  fond  fooles  set  forth  their  fittes  as  bst, 
Yet  graunt  with  me  that  my  atraonge  fiasswa  past, 
&UT  w  muer» 


A  STRAUNGE  PASSION  OF  A  LOUESL 

Amid  my  Bale  I  bath  in  blisse, 

I  swim  in  heauen,  I  srnke  in  hdl : 

I  find  amends  fin*  euery  miese. 

And  yet  my  moane  no  tongue  can  tell. 

I  liue  and  loue,  what  wold  you  mores 

As  neuer  louer  liu'd  before. 

I  laogb  sometimes  with  little  lust. 
So  iest  I  oft  and  fcele  no  ioye : 
Myne  ease  is  bullded  all  on  trust  s 
And  yit  mistrust  breedes  myne  anoye* 
I  liue  and  lacke,  1  lacke  and  haue: 
I  haue  and  misse  the  thing  I  crane. 

Thede  things  seeme  stnmge,  yet  arc  they  tiew. 

Beleeue  me  sweete  my  state  is  such. 

One  pleasure  which  I  wold  eschew. 

Both  slakes  my  grief  and  breedes  my  gintdkr 

So  doth  one  paine  which  I  would  shoon. 

Renew  my  ioyet  where  grief  begoon. 

Then  like  the  larke  that  past  the  night. 
In  heauy  sleepe  with  cares  opprest : 
Yit  when  shee  spies  the  pleasaunt  Hglit, 
She  sends  sweete  notes  from  out  hir  bresC 

'  Thare  is  indeed  sncbe  a  kinde  offerer. 
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0  sing  I  noir  became  I  thinke 

lov  ioyee  afprocb,  when  sorrowes  shrinke. 

LDd  as  fay  re  PhilomeDe  againe, 

Ian  watch  and  singe  when  other  sleepe : 

lod  taketh  pleasure  in  hir  payne» 

0  wray  the  woo  that  makes  hir  weepe* 

0  sing  I  now  for  to  bewray 

'he  totbaome  life  I  lead  alway. 

be  which  to  thee  (deare  wencbe)  I  write, 
bat  know'st  my  mirth,  but  not  my  moane: 
pnye  God  graimt  thee  deepe  delight, 
0  Hue  in  ioyet  when  1  am  gone, 
cannot  line,  it  wyll  not  bee : 
dye  to  thinks  to  parte  from  thee^ 
Firatuh  Aofura. 


TffE  DIVORCE  OF  A  LOVER. 

hcoRCE  me  nowe  good  death,  from  loue  and 

liogring  life,  [was  my  wife. 

"bat  one  hath  been  my  concubine,  that  other 

0  youth  I  lined  with  loue,  she  had  my  lustye 

dayes.  .  [wadering  wais, 

n  age  1  thought  with  lingering  life  to  stay  my 
tut  now  abosde  by  both,  f  come  for  to  complaine, 
'o  thee  good  death,  in  whom  my  helpe  doth  wholy 

now  remain, 
f  y  libell  loe  behold  t  wherein  I  doe  protest, 
1ie  processe  of  my  plabt  is  true,  in  which  my 

griefe  doth  rest*  [trimme, 

Irst  loue  my  concubine  (whome  T  haue  kept  so 
toen  she  for  whtime  1  seemd  of  yore,  in  seas  of 

ioy  to  swimme : 
*o  whom  I  dare  auowe,  that  I  haue  serued  as  well, 
Lod  played  my  part  as  gallantly,  as  he  that  beares 

the  bell) 
be  Cast  me  of  long  since,  and  boldes  me  in 

disdaioe,  [is  but  vaine. 

cannot  pranke  to  please  hir  nowe,  my  vaunting 
tfy  writhled  cheekes  bewraye,  that  pride  af  heate 

is  past,  [ture  fadeth  fast, 

My  stagring  steppes  eke  tell  the  tnieth,  that  na* 
^7  quaking  crooked  ioyntes,  are  combred  with 

the  crampe,  [feede  my  lampe. 

^  boxe  of  oyle  is  wasted  wel,  which  once  dyd 
nie  greenesse  of  my  yeares,  doth  wyther  now  so 

sore,  [me  no  more, 

rhat  lusty  loue  leapes  quite  awaye,  and  lyketh 
KnA  loue  my  lemman  gone,  what  lykiog  can  I  take'  ? 
lo  lothsome  lyfe  that  croked  croane,  although  she 

be  my  make  ?  [cold, 

Hiee  ck>yes  me  with  the  cough,  hir  comfort  is  but 
%e  bids  me  giue  mine  age  for  almes,  wher  first 

my  youth  was  sold.  [brail, 

^0  day  cau  passe  my  bead,  but  she  beginnes  to 
Vo  mery  thoughts  conceiued  so  fast,  but  she 

confounds  them  al.  [still, 

V^hen  I  pretend  to  please,  she  ouerthwarts  me 
^hen  1  would  fay  nest  part,with  hir,  she  ooerwayes 

my  wilL  [hand, 

^  indge  then  gentle  death,  and  take  my  cause  in 
CoDsider  euery   circumstaunce,  marke  how  the 

case  doth  stand.  [none  see, 

mease  thon  wilte  aledge,  that  cause  thou  canst 
^  that  1  like  not  of  that  one,  that  other  likes 

not  me: 

*  Such  a  sect  there  is  that  desire  no  longer  lyfe 
»«n  whiles  they  are  in  love. 


Yet  gentle  iadge  gioe  eare,  and  thbn  shalt  see  ma 

prone. 
My  concubine  incontinent,  a  common  whoreis  lone. 
And  m  my  wyfe  1  find,  sttch  discord  and  debate, 
As  no  roan  lining  can  endnre  the  tonnentes  of 

ray  state.  [them  both. 

Wherefore  thy  sentence  say,  deuoroe  me  from 
Since  only  thou  mayst  right  my  wronges,  good 

death  nowe  be  not  loath. 
But  cast  thy  peardng  dart,  into  my  panting  brest. 
That  1  may  leaue  both  loue  and  life,  and  thereby 

purchase  rest. 

Hand  ictus  sapio. 


THE  LVLLABIE  OF  A  LOVER, 

Sing  lullaby,  as  women  doe, 
Wherewith  they  bring  their  babes  to  rest. 
And  lullaby  can  I  sing  to, 
As  womanly  as  can  the  best. 
With  lullaby  they  still  the  childe. 
And  if  t  be  not  much  b^uild. 
Full  many  wanton  babes  haue  I, 
Which  must  be  stild  with  lullabie* 

First  lullaby  my  youthfull  yeares, 

ft  is  nowe  time  to  go  to  bed. 

For  croocked  age  and  hoary  heares, 

Haue  wone  the  hauen  with  in  my  head :  ■ 

With  Lnllaby  then  yonth  be  still. 

With  Lnllaby  content  thy  will,  . 

Since  courage  quayles,  and  commes  behind. 

Go  sleepe^  and  so  beguile  thy  minde. 

Next  Lullaby  my  gazing  eyes, 
Which  woDted  were  to  glaunce  apace. 
For  euery  Glasse  maye  nowe  suffise. 
To  shewe  the  furrowes  in  my  face  : 
With  LuUabye  then  winke  awhile. 
With  JLuUabye  your  lookes  beguile : 
Lette  no  fayre  &ce,  nor  beautie  brighte. 
Entice  you  efte  with  vayne  detighte. 

And  Lullaby  my  wanton  will, 
Lette  reasons  rule,  nowe  reigne  thy  thonght. 
Since  all  to  late  1  finde  by  sky II, 
Howe  deare  I  haue  thy  fansies  bought  i 
With  Lullaby  nowe  tak  thyne  ease. 
With  Lullaby  thy  doubtes  appease : 
For  trust  to  this,  if  thou  be  styll, 
My  body  shall  obey  thy  will. 

Thus  Lullabye  my  youth,  myne  eyes. 
My  will,  my  ware,  and  all  that  was, 
I  can  no  mo  delayes  deoise, 
But  welcome  payne,  let  pleasure  passe : 
With  Lullaby  now  take  your  leaue. 
With  Lullaby  your  dreames  deceiue. 
And  when  you  rise  with  waking  eye. 
Remember  then  this  Lullabye. 
Euar  or  Never* 


THE  LAMENTATION  OF  A  LOVER. 

Now  haue  1  found  the  waie,  to  wecpe  and  wayje 
my  fill,  [my  will. 

Now  can  I  ende  my  dolfull  dayes,  aud  so  content 
The  way  to  weepe  inough,for  such  a&  list  to  wayle^ 
Is  this:  to  go  abord  the  ship,  wbeic  pleaaurt 
bearetb  wyle. 
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And  th«K  to  mtrke  the  iefto,  of  enery  ioyftdl 

Wight, 
And  with  what  winde  nnd  wane  thej  fleets  to 

nourish  their  delight. 
For  as  the  striken  Deare,  that  teeth  bii  felloves 

feedc,  [to  hleede, 

Maid  the  Ivstie  heard  (mhurt,)  and  feeles  himselfe 
Or  as  the  seeiy  byrd,  that  with  the  Bolte  is  brusd. 
And   lieth  aloofe  among  the  leanes,  of  al  hir 

pbeares  refund,  [reioyce. 

And  heanfs  them  sing  full  thrill,  yet  cannot  she 
Kor  frame  one  warbling  note  to  passe,  out  of  hir 

monmfuU  voyce.  [paync, 

Euen  so  I  finde  by  proofe,  that  pleasure  dubleth 
IJnto  a  wretched  wounded  hart,  which  doth  in 

woe,  remaine.  poyc, 

I  passe  where  pleasure  is,  t  heare  some  sing  for 
I  see  som  laugh,  som  other  daGce,  m  tplght  of 

darke  anoy. 
But  out  alas  my  mind,  amends  not  by  the?^  ikiyrth, 
I  deeme  al  pleasurs  to  be  paine,  that  dwelt  aboue 

the  earth.  [breath. 

Such  heauy  humors  feede^  the  Uond  that  lendes  me 
As  mery  medciii»cannot  seme,-  tokeepe  my  corps 

from  desath. 

Spntia  tamem  9kami4 


6ASCOI(}N£'S  POEMS. 

With  these  Tenet  yon  thdl  indge  ^tit  qvUke  ca^ 
pacitie  of  the  Lady :  for  she  wrote  tberemder 
this  short  anoswens. 

LooKB  as  long  as  you  lyst,  but  aorely  ifl  take  ya« 
looking,  I  will  looke  with  you. 


^ertaine  verses  written  to  a  Gentlewoman  whome 
bee  liked  very  wel,  and  yet  had  neoer  any 
oportunity  to  discouer  his  affection,  being  al- 
wayes  bridled  by  ielouse  lookes  which  attended 
them  both,  and  therefore  getsing  by  hir  lokes, 
that  she  partly  also  liked  him:  he  wrote  in  a 
booke  of  hirs  ae  Iblowetb,  being  termed  with 
the  rest  Chat  foUo'w 

THE  LOKES  OF  A  LOV£n  MNAMOURED, 

Thou  with  thy  lookes  on  i*boCn  I  loie  Ukti  oftc. 
And  find  there  in  great  cause  of  deepe  delight : 
Thy  face  is  feyro,  thy  skin  is  smoth  and  softe. 
Thy  lippes  are  sweet,  thine  eyes  are  deere  and 

bright, 
And  euery  part  teemes  pleasant  in  my  sight. 
Yet  wotethou  well,  those  lokeshaoe  wroughtmy  wo, 
Bicause  I  lone  to  looke  vpon  them  so. 

For  first  thOte  lookes  allurd  mine  eye  to  loke. 
And  ttroyght  mine  eye  stiid  up  my  hart  to  looe: 
And  croell  loiie  with  deepe  ^eceitftill  hooke, 
Chokt  vp  my  mind  whom  ^ncie  csiiftiot  moufe, 
Nor  hope  releeUe,  nor  otMer  helpte  hehooe  *. 
But  still  to  loke,  and  though  I  loke  to  much, 
Needes  must  1  k>ke  bicause  I  tee  none  tobh. 

Thus  in  thy  lookes  my  loue  and  life  bane  hold. 
And  with  sutch  fife  my  death  drawes  on  a  pace : 
And  for  such  death  no  medcine  can  be  told. 
But  loking  still  vpon  tfiy  loik^y  face, 
VTherin  are«painted  pitie,  pieace,  and  gracei 
Then  though  thy  lokes  should  canse  mefoif'to  dye, 
Keedes  must  1  looke,  bicatse  I  lioe  therby. 


Since  then  thy  lookes  my  lyfe  haoe  so  ift  tfanU, 
As  I  can  like  none  other  lookes  but  tfaiife: 
Lo  here  I  yeelde  my  lyfe,  my  loue,  and  all 
iMo  tby  hands,  and  all  things  else  resigne,^ 
Bui  libertie  to  gaze  vpon  thyne  eyen. 
Which  when  I  doe,  then  think  it  were  thy  part, 
te  le^e  again,  and  linke  with  me  in  hart,' 


And  for  a  farther  proofe  of  this  Dames  qnkke 
vnderttanding,  you  shall  now  vnderstandc,  thst 
sone  after  this  aunswere  of  bin,  the  same  Aee- 
thour  chanted  to  be  at  a  'aa|iper  io  hir  ooBpasy, 
where  were  also  hir  brother,  hir  hnalmnd,  aad 
an  old  looer  of  hirs  by  whom  thee  bad  beae  long 
suspected.    Nowe,  although  there  vrmnfced  no 
delicate  viandes  to  content  tbem,   yd  tbcv 
chiefe  repatt  was  by  eritrsglaneing  of  lokes.  For 
the  Aocthonr  berog  ttong  with  hotte  aiiectioa. 
coulde  none  otberwyse  relieoe  his  psaskm  bst 
by  gazing.  And  the  Dame  of  a  curteoas  endi- 
natiofi  deigned  (nowe  and  then)  to  requite  the 
same  with  glancing  at  him.     Hir  olde  loaer  oc- 
cupied his  vfeg  with  watering:  sod  her  brother 
percf^uing  all  this  coulde  not  sbstaine  from 
winking,  whereby  bee  might  putte  his  Syster  is 
remembraunce,  l^attsheshodlde  tooouftdifofget 
hir  selfe.   But  most  of  all  her  haabande  bebdld- 
ing  the  first,  and  being  eoyll  pleased  with  the 
seconde,  scarce  contetated  with  the  thirde,  aad 
misconitruing  the  fi>urth,  was  eoostfrnynsd  to 
playe  the  fifth  part  in  frowarde  ftx>wiiiiig.  Tbw 
royall  banquet  thus  passed  oner,  the  Ancthor 
knowing  that  after  supper  they  should  passe  tbe 
tyme  in  propounding  of  Ryddles,  and  makia; 
of  pdrposes :  contriiked  all  this  oonceipi  in  s 
Riddle  as  f>Uoi;^eth.    tlie  which  was  oo  soonr 
pronoHced,  but  shee  coulde  perfectiy  peroeiae 
hit  intent,  and  draile  out  one  nay le  withsLnother, 
as  dso  enieweth. 

His  Ryddle. 

I  CAST  mine  eye  and  sawe  ten  eyes  at  once. 

All  seemelye  set  vppon  one  lonely  fiice  : 

Twoo  gazM,  twoo  glanc*d«  twoo  watched  far  Oe 

nonce. 
Twoo  winked  wiles,   twoo  fround  with  Ironri 

grace. 
Thus  eoerye'eye  was  pitched  in  his  place. 
And  euerye  eye  which  wrought  eche  others  wo, 
Saide  tO  it  selfe,  alas  why  lookt  I  so? 
And  euerye  eye  for  ielouaie  did  pine, 
And  8igh*d and  sayde,  t  would  that  eye  were mifie. 
Si  fwUmalm  hifiaBt. 

In  all  this  louelie  oompany  was  not  one  that  coaUe 
and  n^ould  eipoOnd  the  meaning  hereoC  At 
last  the  Dame  hir  selfe  aunswered  oa  this  wis. 
Syr,  qnod  she,  becante  your  darke  speacli  ii 
much  to  curious  for  this  simple  company,  1  syl 
bee  so  bolde  as  to  quit  one  qnestioa  with  ss- 
other.  And  when  yon  bane  aonswered  miae,  H 
maye  fall  out  peradnentore,  ihat  I  shall  i 
#faat  the  better  lodge  of  yours. 


Hir  Suestion. 


WiiAf  thing  is  that  which  swimmes  in  Uia 
And  yet  consumes  in  burning  griefe : 
Which  l»eing  plaste  where  pleasure  is. 
Can  yet  recouer  no  reliefs. 
Which  tees  to  sigfae,  and  sighes  to  tee^ 
AU  this  it  otae^  what msy^  it  bee  ^ 
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ie  hM  hSm  wife  lieren^th  contented :  and  after- 
wardei  when  they  were  better  acquainted,  he 
cbaansed  once  (groping  in  her  pocket)  to  find 
A  letter  of  hir  olde  loners:  and  thynking  it  were 
better  to  wtncke  than  vtterlye  to  put  out  his 
eyes,  seemed  not  to  TndersUnde  this  irst  of- 
fence: but  soone  afer  finding  a  leamian  (the 
which  be  thought  he  8iw«  hir  olde  leninian  put 
there)  he  denised  tberof  thns,  and  ddiaered  it 
▼nto  hir  in  writing. 

OBOOFBD  in  thy  pocket  pretty  peate^ 
ind  fbond  a  JUpqaan  which  I  looked  not ; 
o  founde  1  once  (whjich  nowe  1  most  repeate) 
kith  leaues  and  letters  which  I  lyked  not. 
ucb  hap  hane  I  to  finde  and  seeke  it  not, 
tut  since  I  see  no  ^ter  ;neanes  to  bind  them, 
wyll  (heocefoorth)  take  Lemmans  a«  I  finde  them. 

1ie  dame  within  ▼eri.e  ybort  space  dyd  annswere 
It  thus. 

.  LTMOHB  (bnt  no  Lemmane)  syr  yon  found, 
or  Lemmans  beare  their  name  to  broade  before : 
*be  which  since  it  bath  giuen  you  such  a  wound, 
liat  yon  seeme  now  offended  very  sore : 
lontent  your  selfe  you  shall  find  (there)  no  more. 
at  take  vour  Leomians  henceforth  where  you  lust, 
or  I  wyU  slMwe  my  letters  where  1  trust. 


^E  AQOKES  OF  A  LOUER  FORSAKEN: 

"BITTEK  BT  A  GBMTLBWOMAlf  WHO  PAS«^  3Y 
BIN  WITH  BIB  ABMES  SET  BBAGGlIfG  BY  HIB 
SIDBt,  ABD  UVTB  IT  TKFINI99I$P  4f  VOL- 
JLOWBTB. 

ITbbb  my  hart  set  on  hoygh  as  thine  is  bent, 
T  in  my  brest  so  bmue  and  stout  a  will : 
ben  (long  ere  this)  1  coulde  bane  bene  content, 
nth  sbarpe  reueng  thy  carelesse  corpes  to  kill. 
or  Why  thou  kpowest  (although  thou  (coow  not 

Hiat  mle,  what  ray gae,  wha(  powpr,  what  segnory, 
by  mdting  mii^de  did  yeeld  to  me  (as  thrall) 
Hien  first  1  pleasd  thy  wandring  fantisie. 
That  lingring  )q€^   bewray'd    thyne  inward 

thought, 
Hiat  panges  were  pnUisht  by  peiplexcitte, 
ich  reakes  the  rage  of  kme  in  thee  had  wrought 
nd  lio  gramercie  lor  thy  cnrtesie. 
list  not  vaunt,  but  yet  I  dare  aoowe 
Had  bene  my  harmelesse  hart  as  harde  as  thine) 
coolde  bane  bounde  thee  then  for  sUrting  nowe, 
I  Sondes  of  bale,  in  pangs  of  deadly  pyne. 
or  why  by  profo  the  field  is  e«th  to  win, 
f here  as  the  chiefteynes  yeekl  them  seines  in 

chaynes; 
he  port  or  passage  plaine  to  Boter  in, 
'here  porters  list  to  leaoe  the  key  for  gaynes. 
at  did  I  then  deoise  with  crueltie, 
U  tyrants  do)  to  kill  the  yeelding  pray  } 
J  did  1  biBgge  and  ho^t  triumphiianUy, 
s  who  should  saye  the  field  were  mine  tha^  4*ye } 
lid  I  retire  my  aeHe  out  of  (hy  sight 
b  beat  afresh  the  bulwarkes  of  thy  brest  ? 
'r  did  my  mind  in  chovce  of  change  delight, 
nd  render  thee  as  refiluse  with  the  rest? 
o  Tygre  no,  the  lyon  is  not  lewd, 
le  tbewes  no  force  on  seely  wounded  sheepe,  he 
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Whiles  he  sat  at  the  doie  of  his  lodging,  deutsing 
these  verses  aboue  rehersed,  the  same  Gentle- 
woman passed  by  againe,  and  casta  loage  looke 
towarde's  him,  whereby  he  left  his  fonner  inoen- 
tion  and  wrote  thus. 

Howe  long  she  lookt,  that  lookt  at  me  of  late. 
As  who  WQold  £^y,  hir  lookes  were  ail  for  loue  : 
When  God  he  knowes  they  came  from  deadly 

hate. 
To  pinch  me  jrit  with  pangs  which  I  must  prouew 
But  since  my  lokes  hir  liking  maye  not  moue, 
Looke  where  she  Jikes,  for  lo  this  looke  was  past. 
Not  for  my  loue,  but  cuen  to  see  my  la^t. 
Sijifriunatutittfiglm. 


AHOTHBR  SOBBT  WBITTBB  BY  TBB  SAME  GEW- 
TLEWOMAH,  VPPON  THB  8AMB  OCCASION. 

I  LOOKT  of  late,  and  sawe  thee  loke  askance. 
Upon  my  dore,  to  see  if  I  satte  there. 
As  who  should  say:  if  he  be  tliere  by  chanre, 
Yet  majre  be  thinke  1  loke  him  euery  where. 
No  cruell  no,  thou  knowest  and  I  can  tell, 
Howfor  thy  loue  I  layd  my  lokes  a  side : 
Tbongh  thou  (par  case}  hast  lopkt  and  liked  wel. 
Some  newe  founde  lookes  jfmide  this  if orld  so  wide. 
But  since  thy  lookes  my  lotie  baue  so  in  chaynd 
Tbat  to  my  lokes>  thy  liking  now  is  past: 
Loke  where  thou  likcst,  an<l  let  thy  bands  be 

staynd, 
In  true  loues  bload,  which  thou  shi^lt  lack  at  last. 
So  looke,  so  lack,  for  jn  tl^ese  toyes  thus  tost. 
My  lookes  tby  loue,  thy  lookes  my  lifo  haue  lost. 
Si  fortumtut  mfati^fK 

TO  THE  SAME  OBNTLEWOMAN  BBCAUBB  8HB  CHAL* 
LEBGBD  THB  AOCTHOUB  FOB  HOLDING  OOWBB 
HIS  HEAD  ALWAIE9,  AND  FOB  THAT  BEB 
LOOKBD  NOT  VPPOB  HIB  IN  IVOBTBD  MAMNBK. 

You  must  not  wonder    thongh  you  thinke  it' 

straunge, 
To  see  me  bolde  my  lowring  head  so  lowe : 
And  tbat  mype  pyes  take  no  delyghi  to  raunge. 
About  the  gleames  which  on  your  face  doe  growe. 
Tbe  mouse  which  once  hath  broken  out  of  trappe« 
Is  sildome  tysed  with  the  trustlesse  bayte. 
But  lyaa  aloofo  for  feaie  oiP  more  mislUppe, 
And  feedeth  styll  in  donbte  of  deepe  deoeipie. 
The  skorehed  flye  which  once  hath  scapt  the  flame, 
WyU  hardlye  come  to  playe  againe  with  fyre. 
Whereby  I  learne  that  greeuoos  is  the  game. 
Which  foUoves  fansie  dazled  by  desire. 
So  that  I  wynke  or  else  bolde  downe  my  head. 
Because  your  blazing  eyes  my  bale  haue  brecU 
& /crtimaius  vifatluf. 


THM  RECANTACION  Of  A  LOUER.      , 

Now  most  I  needes  recant  the  wordes  which 

once  I  spoke. 
Fond  fonsie  fomes  so  nie  my  noosci  I  nodes  mnst 

smell  tbe  smoke : 
And  better  were  to  beare  a  Faggot  from  the  fire, 
Than  wylfolly  to  bume  and  blaze,  in  flames  o 

vaine  desire.  t^?^l 

You  Judges  then  giue  eare,  you  people  marke  me 
I  saye,  both  heauen  and  earth  record  the  tale 

which  I  shall  telL 
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And  knowe  that  dread  of  dc^th,  nor  hope  of  better 

hap,  [cap. 

Haue  forced  or  perswaded  me  to  take  my  tamiog 
But  eoen  tbatmigbtsre  loue^  of  bis  great  clemencie, 
Hath  giuen  me  grace  at  last  to  iudge,  the  tmeth 

from  heresie :  [heart, 

I  saye  then  aad  professe,  with  free  and  fiiithfoll 
That  womSs  yowes  are  notbiog  els,  but  snares  of 

secret  smart: 
Their  beauties  blaze  are  baites  which  leeme  of 

pleasant  taste,  [for  repast : 

But  who  deooures  the  hidden  hooke,  eates  poyscn 
Their  smylingis  deoeipt,  their  faire  wordes  traincs 

of  treason,  [of  reason. 

Their  wit  alwaies  so  full  of  wyles,  it  s];ometh  rules 
Percase  some  present  here,  haue  heard  my  selfe  of 

yore,  [then  the  more : 

Both  teach  and  preach  tbe  oontrary,  my  fifntlt  was 
I  irraunt  my  workef  were  these,  first  one  Anatomic, 
Wherein  I  painted  eoery  pangof  louers  perplexitye: 
Kext  that  I  was  arraignde,  with  George  holde  vp 

thy  band,  [to  stand : 

Wherein  I  yeekled  Bewties  thrall,  at  hir  commaund 
Myne  eyes  so  blinded  were,  (good  people  marke 

my  tale)  [weary  Bale: 

That  once  I  song,  I  Bathe  in  Blisse,  amidde  my 
And  many  a  frantike  verse,  then  from  my  penoe 

dyd  passe,  [was, 

In  waues  of  wicked  heresie,  so  deepe  I  drowned 
AH  which  I  nowe  recant,  and  here  before  you 

bume  [tippet  here  I  turne, 

Piose  trifling  bookes,  from  whose  lewde  lore  my 
And  hencefoorth  wyl  I  write,  howe  mad  is  that 

mans  miiide,  [kind. 

Which  is  entist  by  any  traine  to  trust  in  woman- 
I  spare  not  wedlocke  I»  who  lyst  that  state  aduance, 
Aske  Astolfe^  king  of  Lumbardle,  howe  trim  his 

dwarfe  coulde  daunce. 
Wherefore  fayre  ladies  you,  that  heare  me  what 

I  saye,  [astraye: 

If  yon  hereafter  see  me  sltppe,  or  seeme  to  goe 
Or  if  my  tongue  reuolte  from  that  which  nowe  it 

sayth,  [my  fiivth. 

Then  plagoeme  thus,  Beleeue  it  not,  for  this  is  nowe 
Hmd  ielns  sapio. 


IN  PRAYSE   OF  BRIDGES,  IfOWE  LADY 
S ANDES,, 

In  Court  who  so  demaondes  what  Dame  doth  most 

excdl,  [beares  tbe  bell: 

For  my  conceyt  I  must  needes  say,  faire  Bridget 
Upon  whose  linely  cbeeke,  to  prooue  my  lodge. 

roent  true,  [of  hewet 

The  Rose  and  Lillie  seeme  to  strine  for  equall  change 
And  therewithal!  so  well  her  graces  all  agree. 
No  frowning  cheere  dare  once  presume  in  hir 

sweete  face  to  bee.  [other  best. 

Although  some  laoisbe  lippes,  which  like  some 
Wyll  saye  the  blemishe  on  hir  browe  difgraceth 

ail  the  restB. 
Thereto  I  thus  replie,  Ood  wotte  they  litle  know. 
The  hiddtn  cause  of  tHat  mishap,  nor  how  the 

barme  dyd  grow. 

1  Astolf  being  the  goodliest  personne  in  the 
worlde  fouode  a  dwarfe  lying  with  his  wife. 

*  She  had  a  scar  on  her  forehead.  See  Percy's 
Belies,  vol.  2.  p.  150.  Edit.  1765.  C 


For  when  Dame  Bature  first  had  fiamde  blr 

beanenly  &ce,  [of  grace: 

And  thoroughly  bedecked  it,  with  goodly  gtetmn 
It  lyked  hir  so  well :  Lo  beve  (quod  sbee)  speeee, 
For  perfect  shape  that  paasetfa  all  Apellei  woite 

in  Greece.  [God  of  Lose, 

This  bajrte  may  cbaonce  to  catche  tbe  grettest 
Or  mighty  thuadring  lone  htmaelf  that  rides  tbe 

roast  abooe.  [taiae, 

But  out,  alas,  those  wordes  were  vaantedaUiB 
And  some  vnsene  were   present  there  (poon 

Bridges)  to  thy  pain. 
For  Copide  craftieboye,  dose  in  a  comer  stoode, 
Not  blyndfokl  then,  to  gaze  on  hir,  I  gesseitdjd 

him  good. 
Yet  when  he  felt  the  flame  gan  kindle  in  his  b^6^t, 
And  hard  dame  nature  boast  by  hir,  to  breake  bin 

of  his  rest. 
His  bote  newe  chosen  loue,  he  chaonged  iDtobatf, 
And  soclainly  with  mighty  noace,  gan  rap  bir  oo 

the  pate. 
It  grieued  Nature  much  to  see  tbe  cruelldeede: 
Me  seemes  I  see  bir  how  she  wept,  to  see  bir 

dearling  btede.  (bdpe  I  trove, 

Well  yet  (quod  she)  this  hurt  shall  haoe  soik 
And  quicke  with  skin  she  cooered  it,  that  vhibe; 

is  than  snowe.  [flaiae, 

Wherewith  Dan  Cupid  fled,  for  feare  of  feitber 
Whs  angel  like  he  saw  hir  sfainei  whom  be  i»d 

smit  with  shame. 
Lo  thus  was  Bridges  hurt,  in  cradd  of  hir  Wai, 
The  coward  Cupid  brake  hir  brow,  to  wreke  bii 

wouded  mind,  [it  be, 

The  skar  styll  there  remaines,  no  force,  there  kt 
There  is  no  clowde  that  can  eclipse,  so  brigbti 

sunne  as  she. 

Euer  or  neuer. 


JNPRAYSE  OFZOUCffE  LATE  THEUDY 
GREYE  OF  WILTON,  WHOME  THE  AlC- 
TOR  FOUND  IN  A  HOMELY  HOUSE. 

Trbsk  mstie  walles  whome  cankredyearesde&n, 
The  comely  coipg  of  aeemely  Zooche  endosc, 
Whose  auncient  stocke  deriude  from  worthy  race, 
Procures  hir  praise,  where  bo  the  oaHcas  goes: 
Hir  aungels  face  declare^hyr  modest  miade, 
Hyr  louely  lokes  the  gazing  eyes  allnre, 
Hyr  deedeadeserue  some  endlesse  prayteto&ide, 
To  blaze  suche  bmte  as  eoer  might  endure. 
Wherfore  my   pieane  in  trembling   feare  sbill 

staye, 
To  write  the  thing  that  doth  sarinonnt  ny  stall, 
And  I  will  wish  of  Ood  bot1|  night  and  daye, 
Some  worthier  place  to  guide  hir  worthy  will. 
Where  prinoes  peeres  bir  doe  deeertes  maye  see, 
And  I  content  hir  seruaont  there  to  bee. 
Efter  or  Nai^r, 


GASCOIGNES  PRAISE  OP  JHJS  MISTHESS. 
The  hap  which  Paris  had,  as  due  for  his  desert, 
Who  faoord  Venus  for  bir  feoe»  and  skonde 

Meneruas  art:  [estecBCi 

May  seme  to  warne  the  wise  that  they  no  nare 
The  glistering  glosse  of  bewtiet  blaw,  than  r 

shoukl  it  deme* 
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Daa  Vriuts  yoDgerton,  Ibond  out  tbe  ftiresldaiiie, 
That  eaer  trodft  on  Troyane  mold,  wbat  folowed 

of  tbe  same  ? 
1  list  not  brut  hir  bale,  let  others  spread  it  forth. 
But  for  his  parte  to  speake  my  minde  his  choice 

was  little  worth,  [shewe, 

My  meaning  is  but  this,  who  markes  tbe  outward 
And  neuer  grops  for  graftea  of  grace  which  in  tbe 

mind  should  grow :  [had, 

May  chance  vpon  such  choise  as  trusty  Troihis 
And  dwel  in  dole  as  Paris  did,  when  he  would 

faine  be  glad.  [finde. 

How  bappie  then  am  I  whose  happe  hath  bene  to 
A  mistresse  first  that  doth  excell  in  rertues  of  the 

mind.  [suche  grace, 

And  yet  therewith  hath  ioynd,  such  fauoure  and 
As  Fandarfl  niece  if  (she  wef  here)  would  quickly 

gine  hir  place.  [to  dwel. 

With  in  whose  worthy  brest,  Dame  Bounty  seekes 
And  saith  to  beMrty,  yeeld  to  me,  since  I  doe 

thee  excell.  [appeare, 

Betwene  whosebcaiienly  eyes,  doth  right  remorse 
Aod  pitie  placed  by  the  same,  doth  muche  amende 

hir  cheere.  [mee  good. 

Who  in  my  daungers  deepe,  dyd  deigne  to  doe 
Who  did  lelieue  my  beany  heart,  and  songbtto 

sane  my  blood.  [my  fcoes, 

Who  first  encreaat  my  friendes,  and  ouerthrew 
Who  looed  a1  them  that  wish!  me  wel,  and  Uked 

none  bat  those. 

0  Ladies  glue  roe  leaue,  I  prayse  not  hir  to  ferre, 
Since  she  doth  pas  you  al,   as  much,  as  Titan 

stahies  a  starre.  [seme, 

You  hold  such  seroauntes  deare,  as  able  are  to 
She  held  me  deare,  when  I  poore  sonle,  could  no 

good  thing  deserue. 
You  set  by  them  that  swim  in  all  prosperitie. 
She  set  by  me  when  as  I  was  in  great  calamitie. 
You  best  esteeme  the  braue,  and  let  the  poorest 

passe,  [as  it  was. 

8hee  best  esteemde  my  poore  good  wy  11,  all  naked 
But  whether  am  I  went?  what  humor  guides  my 

braine  ?  [P«pper  grain. 

1  seeke  to  wey  the  woolsack  down,  with  one  poore 
I  seeme  to  penne  hir  praise,  that  doth  surpasse 

my  skill,  [the  hiU. 

I  striue  to  rowe  agaiott  tbe  tide,  I  hoppe  agahist 
Then  let  these  fewe  sufilse,  shee  Helene  staines 

for  hcwe,  [Thisbye  true, 

Dydo  for  grace,  Cretsyde  for  cheere,  and  is  as 
Yet  if  you  mrder  craue,  to  haue  hir  name  displaide, 
Dane  Faoor  is  my  mistres  name,  dame  Fortune 

is  hir  maid. 

JUamen  ad  soBtum^ 


GASCOJONES  GOOD  MORROW. 

Yov  that  bane  spent  tbe  silent  night, 

lu  ftleepe  and  quiec  rest^  ■ 

And  ioye  to  see  the  cheerefull  lyght 

That  ryseth  in  the  East : 

Kow  cleare  your  Toyce,  now  chere  your  hart. 

Coma  belpe  me  nowe  to  sing : 

Fxhe  willing  wight  come  beare  a  part. 

To  prayse  the  beauenly  King. 

And  yopt  whome  care  in  prison  keepes. 
Or  sicknnes  doth  soppresse. 
Or  secret  aorowt  breakes  your  stecpes^ 
Or  dolttnit  iM  diftTMM: 


Yet  beare  a  parte  in  dolfoU  wise. 
Yea  tbinke  it  good  accorde. 
And  exceptable  sacrifice, 
Echo  sprite  to  prayse  the  lorde. 

The  dreadfull  night  with  darkesomnesse^ 
Had  ouer  spread  the  light, 
And  sluggish  sleepe  with  drowsy nesse. 
Had  ouer  prest  our  might : 
A  glasse  wherin  you  may  beholde, 
Eche  storme  that  stopes  our  breath. 
Our  bed  the  graue,  our  clothes  lyke  molde, 
And  sleepe  like  dreadfull  death. 

Yet  as  this  deadly  night  did  laste. 
But  for  a  little  space. 
And  beauenly  daye  nowe  night  is  past. 
Doth  shewe  his  pleasannt  face ; 
So  must  we  hope  to  see  Qods  face. 
At  last  in  heanen  on  hie. 
When  we  haue  changM  this  morUll  place. 
For  Immortalitie. 

And  of  such  happes  and  beauenly  ioyea. 

As  then  we  hope  to  holde. 

All  earthly  sightes  and  wofdly  toyet. 

Are  tokens  to  beholde. 

The  daye  is  like  the  daye  of  doome, 

The  annne,  the  Sonne  of  man. 

The  skyes  tbe  heauens,  the  earth  the  tombe 

Wherein  we  rest  till  than. 

The  Rainbowe  bending  in  the  skye, 
Bedeckte  with  sundrye  hewes. 
Is  like  the  seate  of  God  on  bye, 
And  seemes  to  tell  these  newes  : 
That  as  thereby  be  promised. 
To  drowne  the  world  no  more. 
So  by  the  bloud  which  Christ  hath  sheadf 
He  will  our  helth  restore. 

Tbe  mistie  cloudes  that  foil  somtime, 
And  ouercast  the  skyes. 
Are  like  to  troubles  of  our  thne, 
Which  do  but  dymme  our  eyes : 
But  as  suche  dewes  are  dryed  vp  quite, 
When  Phoebos  shewes  liis  foce. 
So  are  such  fonsies  put  to  flighte. 
Where  God  doth  guide  by  grace. 

Tbe  caryon  Crowe,  that  lothsome  beast^ 
Which  cryes  agaynst  the  rayne, 
Both  for  hir  bewe  and  for  the  rest, 
Tbe  Deuill  resembleth  playne : 
And  as  with  gonnes  we  Idll  the  crowe^ 
For  spoyling  our  releefe. 
The  Deuill  so  must  we  ouerthrow«. 
With  gonshote  of  beleefe. 

Tbe  little  byide  which  sing  ao  swefee. 
Are  like  the  angelles  Toyce, 
Which  render  Ood  his  prayaea  meete. 
And  teache  vs  to  reioyce  s 
And  as  they  more  esteeme  tliat  myrth^ 
Than  dread  the  nights  anoy. 
So  moch  we  deeme  our  days  on  earth. 
But  hell  to  heanenly  ioye. 

Unto  which  Joyes  for  to  attayne 
Ood  grauot  v»  allhia  grac% 
And  sonde  ts  after  worldly  payne^ 
In  heauea  to  bam  a  plaoa. 
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Where  wee  m«ye  ita||  enioy^  tbfit  tight, 
Which  neuer  shall  decaye : 
Lorde  for  thy  mercy  lend  yg  might. 
To  see  that  iosrfoll  daye. 

'  flandiOut  tofig. 


OA^COIOME'S  POEMS. 


ga9coyg:^es  good  kigbt^ 

Whsv  thou  hast  spent  the  Un|;riog  day  ip  plfia^ 

sure  and  delight. 
Or  after  toyle  and  wearie  waye,  dost  seeke  to 

rest  at  nighte: 

Unto  thy  ^aynes  or  pleasures  past,  adde  this  one 

labour  yet,  [Qod  forget, 

Sre  sleepe  dose  vp  thyne  eye  to  fiist,  do  not  thy 

But  searche  withhi  thy  secret  thoughts^  what 

deeds  did  thee  beial: '  [cal). 

And  if  thou  find  amisse  in  ought,  to  Cod  for  mercy 
Yea  though  thou  find  nothing  amisse,  which  thou 
canf  t  cal  to  mind,  [behind : 

Yet  euer  mqre  remember  this,  there  is  the  more 
And  tbinke  how' well  so  euer  it  be,  that  thou  hast 
spent  ^e  fiaye|  [waye. 

It  ceme  of  God,  and  not  of  thee,  so  to  direct  thy 
Thus  if  thou  trie  thy  dayly  deedes,  and  pleasure 

in  this  pajme. 

Thy  life' shall  ^rtmse  thy  forne  ffom  weeds,  and 

tliinp  9bal  be  the  gaine :  [to  winke, 

Bat  if  thy  sinAktl'  sluggishe  eye,  wiU  vent^  for 

Before  thy  wading  wiU  may  trye,  bow  far  thy  soule 

maye  sinke,  [smoth  is  made. 

Beware  and  wake,  for  else  thy  bed,  which  soft  and 

May  heape  more  harm  Tp5  ttiy  head,  than  blowes 

of  enmies  blade.  [thou  doest  lye, 

Thus  if  this  peine  procure,  thine 'ease,  in  bed  as 

Perhaps  it  shaU  not  God  displekse,  tb  sing  thus 

soberly; 

I  see  that  dfeepe  is  lent  me  here,  to  ease  my 

wearye  bones,  [grieuous  gronds. 

As  death  at  l^te  shall  eke  appeere,  to  eas^  my 

My  dayly  sportes,  my  panch  full  fed,  haue  causde 

my  drousie  pye^  [soule  to  dye : 

As  carelesse  life  in  qfiiet  led^  p^ifht  cause  my 

The  stretching  armes,  the  yapnSng  breath,  whfch 

I  to  bed  ward  yse,  '   [me  refuse: 

Are  pattemes  of  the  pangs  of  death,  when  life  will 

And  of  my  bed  eche  sundrye  part  in  shaddowes 

doth  resemble. 
The  siidry  shapes  of  deth,  whose  dart  shal  make 

my  flesh  to  trCble. 

My  bed  it  selfe  is  like  the  giaue,  my  sheetes  the 

winding  sheete,  [me  most  meete : 

My  clothes  the  n^uld  which  I  must  haue,  to  ootier 

The  hungry  fieas  which  frislce  so  fresbe,  to  wormes 

I  can  cSpar^,  -  [the  bones  ful  bare: 

Which  greedily  shall  gna^  ipy  fl^she,  aiM(  leane 

The  waking  Cock  that  early  crowet  to  weare  the 

night  awaye,  [thfe  latter  diy. 

Puts  in  my  ^linde  the  tnqnpe  that  blowes  befoi^ 

And  a*  I  ryse  vp  lustily,  when  altiggish  ileepe  ii 

PMtf  [last 

80  hope  I  to  rise  ioyfoUy,   to  Judgement  at  the 

Thus  wyll  I  wake,  thus  wyll  I  sleepe,  thus  wyl  I 

hope  to  ryse,  [godly  wyse. 

Thus  wyll  I  neither  waile  nor  weepe,  but  sing  in 

My  bones  shall  in  this  bed  remained  my  soule  in 

God  shall  trust, 
By  whome  I  hope  to  ryse  againe  from  death  and 
earthly  dust.     '  ' 

Band  ithu  npia.  I 


TSE  iNinaDVcnoN  to  tbs  ptsAua 

OF  DEPkOFVimiS. 

T^  f  kiep  gan  scowle,  orecayt  with  misty  dowdes, 
When  (as  I  rode  alone  By  London  waye, 
Cloakelesse,  ynclad)  thus  did  I  smg  and  say: 
Behold  quoth  I,  bright  Titon  how  he  shroudei 
His  bead  abacke,  and  yelds  the  raine  his  reach, 
Till  |n  his  wrath;  Ban  loue  tiaue  sonst  the  soile, 
And  washt  me  ynetch  which  in  his  trauaile  toile. 
But  holla  (bfre^  doth  rndeiiesse  me  appeach. 
Since  lone  is  Lord  and  king  of  mighty  power, 
Which  can  commaund  the  Sunne  to  shewe  his  feoe^ 
And  (whe|i  him  Ijrst)  to  gine  the  raine  his  place. 
Why'doe  not  1  my  wery  muses  frame, 
(Although  I  bee  well  soused  in  this  sbowie,) 
Tp  write  some  yerse  in  honour  of  his  name? 


6At<:0|6tlB|  DEPftOFCNDIS. 

From  depth  of  dwAe  wherein  mr  took  dcth 

dwcU, 
From  heauy  heart  which  harixMirs  in  my  brest. 
From  troubled  sprite  which  sildome  taketh  test 
From  hope  of  heauen,  from  dreade  oi  dafkesone 

hell. 
O  gracious  God,  to  thee  I  crye  and  ydl. 
My  God,  my  Lorde,  my  loudy  Lorde  aloane^ 
To  thee  I  call,  to  thee  I  make  my  moane. 
And  thqu  (good  Qod)  Toncbwfo  in  gree  to  take, 
This  woefull  plainti 
Wherein  I  feint, 
Ol)  he^rp  ipe  then  for  tb j  great  mercies  sake. 

Oh  b^nde  thine  eares  attentiuely  to  heare. 
Oh  tame  thine  eyes,  behold  me  how  I  wayie. 
Oh  hearken  Lord,  giue  eare  for  mine  auaile^ 
O  marke  in  minde  the  bunlens  that  I  beaie : 
Sec  howe  1  sinke  in  sorrowes  euerye  where. 
Beholde  and  see  what  doUon  I  endure, 
Giiie  eare  and  marke  what  plaintes  I  put  in  rtt, 
Bende  wylling^  fare :  and  pittie  tberewithall. 
My  way  ling  voyce. 
Which  nath  no  choyce. 
Bat  euermor^'ypon  thy  ni^me  to  call. 

If  thou  good  Lorde  shooldest  take  thy  xoA  ta 
hande,  .        m   - 

If  thou  regard  what  sinnes  are  daylye  done. 
If  thou  take  hdde  where  wee  our  workes  b^one, 
If  thou  decree  in  Judgement  for  to  stande. 
And  be  eztreame  to  see  our  senses  skande. 
If  thou  take  note  of  euery  thing  amysse. 
And  wryte  in  rowles  howe  Irayle  our  natare  is, 
O  gloryous  God,  O  king,  O  Pripce  of  power. 
What  mortall  wight, 
Maye  then  haue  nght. 
To  feele  ^hyfrwue,  iC  tho«  haue  lyst  to  lowre  ? 

But  thou  art  eqqd,  a«d  hast  of  mercye  stoie. 
Thou  not  delyghst  to  see  a  sinner  fell. 
Thou  h^lnaeyt  first,  before  we  come  to  caB. 
Tbin^  eares  are  set  wyde  open  euennore. 
Before  we  knocke  thou  commest  to^he  dooie. 
Th(Mi  art  more  prest  to  heare  a  sinner  ciye. 
Then  he  is  quicke  to  climbe  to  thee  on  bye. 
Thy  mighty  name  bee  pmysad  then  al«n!% 
Let  feyth  and  feare,  ^^ 

True  witnesse  beare. 
Howe  fest  they  sUnd  wfaicb  00  t^y  meicy  stft^ 
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I  looka  fcr  thee  (my  loudye  Lord)  tlierefore» 
For  thee  I  wayte,  for  thee  I  tarrye  sty II, 
Myne  eyes  doe  long  to  gaze  on  thee  my  fyll. 
For  thee  I  wmtche,  for  thee  1  prye  and  pore. 
My  Soale  for  thee  attendeth  euermore. 
My  Sodle  doth  thyrst  to  take  of  thee  a  taste, 
My  Soule  desires  with  thee  for  to  hee  plaste. 
And  to  thy  words  (which  can  no  i^n  deceyne) 
Myne  oody  tmst. 
My  loue  and  last 
In  con^ncp  contiBoaUye  shall  oleaqe. 

Before  the  brsake  or  dawning  of  the  daye, 
Before  the  lyght  be  seene  in  loftye  Sicyes, 
Before  the  5kune  appeare  in  pleasaunt  wyse, 
Before  the  watche  (before  the  watcfae  I  saye) 
Before  the  warde  that  waytes  therefore  alwaye : 
My  Bonle,  my  sense,  my  secreete  thought,  my 

sprite. 
My  wyll,  my  wishe,  my  ioye,  and  my  del^tP^^  • 
Unto  the  Loid  that  sittes  in  heanen  on  bi^he. 
With  hastye  wing. 
From  me  doeth  fling. 
And  stiyoeth  styll,  vnto  the  Lorde  to  flye. 

O  Israeli,  O  honsholde  of  the  Lorde, 
0  Abrahams  ^rattes,  O  broode  of  blessed  seede, 
O  chosen  sheepe  that  loue  the  Lord  in  deede  : 
0  bongrye  heartes,  feede  styll  vpon  his  worde, 
And  put  your  trust  in  him  witb  one  accorde. 
For  be  hath  mcrcye  euermore  at  hande, 
His  foontunes  flowe,  his  springes  doe  neuer  stande. 
Aad  plenteooslye  hee  loneth  to  redeeme, 
Soch  sinners  all^ 
Af  OD  bim  call, 
Andfiithfiilly  his  mercies  mpst  esteeme. 

Hee  wyll  redeeme  par  deadly  drowping  state. 
He  wyll  bring  home  the  sheepe  that  goe  astraye, 
He  wyll  heipe  them  that  hope  in  him  alwaye: 
He  wyll  appease  oor  discorde  and -debate. 
He  wyll  soone  sane,  though  we  repent  vs  late. 
He  wyll  be  ours  if  we  continewe  his. 
He  wyll  bring  bale  to  ioye  and  pcrfoct  blisse. 
He  wyll  redeeme  the  flocke  of  his  electe, 
From  all  that  is. 
Or  was  amisse. 

Since  Abrahams  heyrea  dyd  0rst  his  Lawes  reiept 
JEver  Of  n^tfr* 


GASCOIGNES  MEMORtES^ 
Writtep  vpon  this  occasion.  Hee  had  (in  myddest 
of  liis  youth)  determined  to  abandone  all  vaine 
delightes  and  to  returne  Tnto  Greyes  Inne, 
there  to  Tnderti^ke  agipn®  the  studdie  of  the 
common  Lawes.  And  being  required  by  fiue 
sundry  Gentlemen  to  write  in  verse  somewhat 
worthye  to  bee  rememMd,  before  he  entered 
into  their  fellowshippe,  hee  compiled  these  floe 
sondrie  vortes  o€  metre  vppon  flue  sundrye 
thaames,  whiche  they  delidered  Vnto  him,  and 
the  first  was  at  veqoest  of  Frauncis  KinweU 
msrshe  who  deliuered  him  this  tbeame.  Audmca 
fitrtmm,  'wMti,  And  thereTppiiHi  hee  wrote  this 
Sonnete  following. 

^  ydding  foare,  or  canered  villaoie. 
In  Caesars  haughtie  heart  had  tane  the  charge, 
^^  walles  of  Rome  had  not  bene  rearde  so  bye, 
^or  ytt  the  mightye  Bmpire  left  sol  arge*  ' 


If  Menelaus  could  hane  rold  hit  wyll. 

With  fowle  reproebe  to  loose  his  foire  delight, 

Then    had  the  stately  towres  of  Troy  stoode 

styll. 
And  Greekes  with  grudge  had  dronke  their  own^ 

despight 
If  dread  of  drenching  waues  or  feare  of  fire. 
Had  stayde  the  wandring   Prince  amydde  his 

race, 
Ascanius  then,  the  finite  of  his  desire, 
In  Lauine  Lande  had  not  possessed  place. 
But  true  it  is,  where  lottes  doe  lyght  by  chaunce. 
There  Fortune  helpes  the  boldest  to  adoaunce. 
SUtuIL 


The  nexto  was  at  request  of  Antony  KinweT. 
marshe,  who  deliuered  him  this  theame,  Saiu 
n^ffkH,  and  thereupon  he  wrote  as  foloweth. 

Tr«  vaine  ezoesse  of  flattering  fortunes  giftes, 

^nuenonieth  the  minde  with  vanitye. 

And  beates  the  restelesse  braine  with  endlesse 

driftes. 
To  staye  the  stafie  of  woridly  dignitie: 
The  bq^ger  standes  in  lik^  extremitie. 
Wherfore  to  lacke  the  moste,  and  leaue  the  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast 

By  too  too  much  Dan  Cnesns  caught  his  death. 
And  bought  with  blqud  the  price  of  glittering 

gold, 
By  too  too  Ittle  many  one  lackes  breath 
And  sterues  in  stretes  a  mirroure  to  behoMe : 
So  pride  for  heate,  and  Poqertye  pynes  for  colde. 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the  most,  and  leaue  the  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 

Store  malces  no  sore:  loe  this  seemes  cpntraryci 
And  mo  the  merier  is  a  Prouerbe  eke. 
But  store  of  sores  maye  make  a  maladye, 
And  one  to  many  maketh  some  to  seekc. 
When  two  be  mette  that  bankette  with  a  leeke : 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the   most    and   leaue   the 

least, 
I  coumpt  enough  a9  good  as  any  feast 

The  rych  man  snifetteth  by  glottony. 
Which  foedeth  still,  and  neuer  standes  content. 
The  poore  agayne  he  pines  for  penurye. 
Which  lines  with  lacke  when  all  and  more  is 

spente: 
So  to  much  and  to  little  bothe  bee  shente. 
VTherefore  to  lacke  the  moste,  and  leaue  the  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 

The  oonqocrour  with  vncontented  swaye, 
I>oth  rayse  vp  rebelles  by  his  auarice. 
The  recreaunt  dotbe  yeeld  himnelfe  a  praye, 
To  forraine  spoyle  by  slouth  and  cowardyce : 
So  too  much  and  to  little  both  be  vyce. 
Wherefore  to  lacke  the  most,  and  leaue  the  least, 
I  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 

If  sq  thy  wife  be  too  ^  foyre  of  fooe : 
It  drawes  one  gest  too  many  to  thine  inne: 
If  she  be  fowle,  and  foyled  with  disgrace. 
In  other  pillowes  prickst  thou  many  a  pinne : 
So  fowle  poore  fooles,  and  foyrer  foil  to  sinne, 
Wherfore  to  lacke  the  moste,  and  leaue  the  least, 
1  coumpt  enough  as  good  as  any  feast. 
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And  of  enoagh,  enong^b,  and  nowe  do  more, 
Bycause  my  braynefi  no  better  can  deuise, 
Wbeo  thinges  be  badde,  a  small  summe  maketh 

store, 
So  of  suche  verse  a  fevre  maye  soone  suffice : 
Yet  still  to  this  my  weary  penne  replyes. 
That  I  sayde  last,  and  though  yoa  like  it  least. 
It  is  eupngh  and  as  good  as  a  feast 
Sie  iuU, 


John  Vaughan  deliuered  him  this  theame.  Mag» 
man  vectigal  parcimania^  wherevppoD  be  wrote 
thus.     • 

The  common  speech  is,  spend  and  God  will  send 
Bat  what  sendes  he  I  a  bottell  and  a  bagge^ 
A  staffe  a  wallet  and  a  wofull  ende, 
Tor  such  as  list  in  brauery  so  to  bnCgge. 
Then  if  thou  couet  coyne  enough  to  spends 
Leame  ^rst  to  spare  thy  budget  at  the  brinke. 
So  shall  the  bottome  be  the  foster  boond  t 
But  he  that  list  with  lauish  band  to  linke, 
(In  like  expence)  a  pennye  with  a  pound, 
May  chaunce  at  last  to  sitte  a  side  aad  shrinke 
His  barbraind  bead  with  out  dame  dainiies  <)ore. 
Hick»  bobbe,  and  Dick,  with  clouts  vpon  their 

knee, 
Hane  many  times  more  goonhole  grotes  in  store 
And  change  of  crovnes  more  quicke  at  cal  then 

he, 
Which  let  their  lease  and  take  their  rent  before. 
For  he  that  rappes  a  royall  on  his  cappe. 
Before  be  pat  one  penny  in  his  pursse. 
Had  neede  tnme  qnicke  and  broch  a  better  tappe, 
Or  els  his  drinke  may  chance   go  downe  the 

warsse. 
I  not  denie  bat  some  men  baue  good  hap. 
To  climbe  a  lofle  by  scales  of  courtly  grace. 
Ami  winne  the  world  with  liberalitye  : 
Yet  he  that  yerfcs  old  angells  out  apace. 
And  hath  no  newe  to  purchase  dignitye. 
When  orders  fall,  may  chaunce  to  lacke  his  grace. 
For  haggard  hawkes  mislike  an  emptie  hand : 
So  stifFcly  some  sticke  to  the  mercers  stall. 
Till  sutes  of  silke  haue  swet  out  all  their  land. 
So  ofte  thy  neighbours  banquet  in  thy  hall. 
Till  Dauie  Debet  in  tby  parler  stand. 
And  bids  the  welcome  to  thine  owne  decay. 
I  like  a  Lions  looKes  not  worth  a  leeke 
"When  euery  Foze  beguiles  btm  of  bis  praye  : 
What  sauce  but  sorrow  senietb  him  a  weeke. 
"Which  all  bis  caiea  consumeth  in  one  daye> 
First  Tse  thy  stomacke  to  a  stand  of  ale. 
Before  thy  Malmesey  come  in  Marchaotesbookes, 
And  rather  were  (for  shifte)  thy  shirte  of  male, 
Than  teare  thy  silken  sleues  with  teynter  hokes. 
Put  feathers  in  thy  pillowes  great  and  small, 
Lette  them  be  princkt  with  plumes,  that  gape  for 

plummes, 
Heape  vp  bothe  golde  and  siluer  safe  in  hoocher, 
Catche,  snatche,  and  scratche  for  scrapings  and 

for  ci-ommes 
Before  thou  deckcthy  hattc(on  high)  with  brooches. 
Lette  first  thyne  one  ha  nd hold  faste  all  that commes, 
Before  that  other  leamc  his  letting  6ie: 
Remember  still  that  soft  fire  makes  sweet  malte, 
No  haste  but  good  (who  meanes  to  multiplye :) 
Bought  witte  is  deare,  and  drest  with  sower  salte, 
Rep^ntauBce  commes  to  late,  and  then  saye  T, 


Who  spares  the  first  and  keepes  the  last  Tospeot, 
Shall  finde  that  sparing  yeeldes  a  goodly  rent 
Sic  tuk. 


Alexander  Neuile  deliuered  him  this  theame,  Sd 
eiio^  n  uU  bene,  whererpon  hee  compiled  theK 
seuen  Sonets  in  sequence,  theria  bewnynig  hb 
oyme  Nimis  ciio:  and  therwith  his  Vim  hem, 
as  foloweth. 

In   haste  poste  haste,  when  first  my  wandrin^ 

minde, 
Behelde  the  glistring  Courte  with  gazing  eye, 
Suche  deepe  delightes  I  seemde  therin  to  finds, 
As  ntight  beguile  a  gniuer  g^est  than  L 
The  stately  pompe  of  Princes  and  their  peecei. 
Did  seeme  to  swimme  in  flooddes  of  beaten  g 
The  wanton  world  of  yong  delightfatl  yeeres, 
Was  not  vnlyke  a  heaaen  for  to  behoulde. 
Wherein  dyd  swarme  (for  enery  saint)  a  Dsme, 
So  faire  of  hue,  so  freshe  of  their  attire, 
A<«  might  excell  dame  Cinthia  for  Fame, 
Or  conquer  Cupid  with  his  owne  desire. 
These  and  suche  lyke  were  baytes  that  blazed 

still 
Before  myne  eye  to  feede  my  greedy  will. 

S.  Before  mine  eye  to  feede  my  greedy  wiQ, 
Gan  muster  eke  mine  olde  acquainted  mates. 
Who  helpt  the  dish  (of  vayne  dellglite)  to  fiO 
My  empty  mouth  with  dayntye  deUcates: 
And  folisbe  l)oldenesse  toke  the  wbippeia  baade^ 
To  lashe  my  life  into  this  trustlessa  trace. 
Til  all  in  haste  I  leapte  a  loofe  from  laode. 
And  hoyste  vp  soyle  to  catche  a  Coaitly  grsoe: 
Eche  lingring  day«  did  seeme  a  world  of  wo, 
Till  in  that  haplesse  hauen  my  head  was  broagbt: 
Waues  of  wanhope  so  toat  me  to  and  fro. 
In  deepe  dispayre  to  drowne  my  dreadfoU  thoi^bi: 
Eche  houre  a  day  eche  day  a  yeare  did  seeme, 
And  euery  yeare  a  worlde  my  will  did  deeflie. 

3.  And  euery  yeare  a  worlde  ipy  will  did  deone^ 
Till  lo,  at  last,  to  Court  nowe  am  1  come, 

A  seemely  swayne,  that  might  the  place  bcseone, 
A  gladsome  guest  embraste  of  all  and  sooe : 
Not  there  contente  with  cpmmon  digniti^ 
My  wandring  eye  in  baste,  (ye^  poete  poite  bsste) 
Behelde  the  blazing  badge  of  brauerie. 
For  wante  wherof^  I  thought  my  selfe  disfitste: 
Then  peeuishe  pri(le  pufite  vp  my  a welliog  hsite, 
To  further  foorth  so  hotte  an  enterprise  : 
And  comely  cost  beganne  to  playe  bis  parte, 
In  praysing  patternes  of  mine  owne  deaise. 
Thus  all  was  good  that  miglit  be  got  in  haste, 
To  princke  me  vp,  and  make  me  higher  plaite. 

4.  To  prinke  me  vp  and  make  me  higher plsite» 
All  came  to  late  that  taiyed  any  time^ 

Pilles  of  prouision  pleased  not  my  taste, 
They  made  my  heeles  to  beanie  for  to  dhne: 
Mee  thonght  it  bestthat  boughesof  boystroosoike, 
Should  first  be  shread  to  make  my  ftathen  gKjt, 
Tyll  at  the  last  a  deadly  dinting  stroake, 
Brought   downe.  the   bulks  with  edgetooksif 

decaye: 
Of  euery  fiirme  I  then  let  fiye  a  lease. 
To  feede  the  purse  that  payde  for  peeuisboeae, 
Till  rente  and  all  were  nine  in  suche  disesi^ 
As  gcarse  coulde  seroe  to  mayntajue  deuil/Btfi^' 
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Thef  boQghty  the  bodie,  ftae,  feraM»  Iease»  and 

laode, 
111  were  to  little  for  the  merchauntefl  hande. 

5.  All  were  to  little  for  the  merchauntes  hande, 
And  yet  my  brauerye  bigger  than  bis  booke : 
But  when  thia  hotte  acoompte  was  coldly  scande, 
I  thought  bighe  time  about  me  for  to  looke: 
With  heauie  cheare  I  caste  my  bead  ahacke, 

To  see  the  fountahie  of  my  furious  race. 
Compaide  my  loss,  my  lining,  and  my  lacke. 
In  eqoall  balance  with  my  iolye  grace. 
And  sawe  expences  grating  on  the  groonde 
Like  lumpes  of  lead  to  presse  my  pursse  full  ofte. 
When  light  rewarde  and  recompence  were  founde. 
Fleeting  like  feathers  in  the  wiode  alofte: 
These  thus  comparde,  I  left  the  Courte  at  kirge. 
For  why?   the  gainea  doth  seeldome  quitte  the 
charge. 

6.  For  why?    the  gaines  doth  seldome  quitte 

the  chaii^. 
And  so  saye  I,  by  proofe  too  dearely  bought. 
My  baste  maid  wast,  my  brane  and  brainsicke 

beige. 
Did  float  to  fiuft,  to  catch  a  thing  of  nought : 
With  leasure,  measure,  meane,  and  many  mo, 
I  mought  haae  kept  a  chayre  of  quiet  state. 
But  hastie  beads  can  not  bee  seUed  so. 
Till  croked  Fortone  giile  a  crabbed  mate: 
As  bnsie  braynes  mnste  beate  on  tickle  toyes. 
As  rasbe  iouention  breedes  a  rawe  deuise, 
So  sodayne  falles  doe  hinder  hastie  ioyes. 
And  as  swifte  baytes  doe  fleetest  fyshe  entice. 
So  baste  makes  waste,  and  therefore  nowe  I  saye, 
Ko  baste  bttt  good,  where  wisdome  makes  the 

waye, 

V.  No  baata  bat  good  where  wisdome  makes  the 

waye. 
For  profe  whereof,  behold  the  simple  soayle, 
(Who  sees  the  louldiers  carcasse  caste  a  waye, 
With  hoMe  aaaiilte  the  CaaUe  to  anayle.) 
By  line  and  leysure  clymes  the  loftye  wall. 
And  wiaaet  the  tarrsttes  toppe  more  conntofy. 
Than  doaghtye  Dick,  who  loifce  bis  life  and  all, 
With  hoysthig  Tp  his  head  to  hastilye 
The  swiftflBt  biteba  brings  foorth  the  Uyndest 

whelpcs. 
The  hottest  Feiiers  coldeat  crampas  ensae. 
The  aakedtt  naede  bathe  oner  latest  halpes: 
With  Keuyle  then  I  flnde  this  ptooerbe  true, 
That  haste  makes  waste,  and  therefore  still  1  saye. 
No  haste  but  good,  where  wisdoaie  makes  the 

waye. 

Sic  tali. 


Richaide  Coartop  (the  last  of  the  flue)  gnue  him 
this  theame,  Dmm  mneum  ft*  miterabile  mium, 
and  tbere?pon  bee  wrote  iu  this  wise. 

Warn  peenleste  Princes  coartcs  were  free  from 

flatterie,  [periurie. 

The  losttee  from  rnequal  dooms,  the  quest  from 

The  pillers  of  the  stote,  from  proode  presamption, 

Ths  daarfces  from  beresie»  the  commones  from 

rebellioa :  [dewe  desarte, 

Than  right  rewardes  were  ginen,  by  swaye  of 

Than  veitMs  dailiages  might  ba  plasto  aloft  to 

play  thair  part : 


Then  might  they  coumpt  it  true,  that  hath  beena 

sayde  of  olde,  [in  beds  of  golde. 

The  children  of  those  bappie  dayes,  were  borne 

And  swadled  in  the  same :  the  Nurse  that  gaua 

them  sncke. 
Was  wife  to  liberallitie,  and  lemman  to  good  lucke. 
When  Csesar  woon  the  fielde,  his  captaines  caught 
the  Townes,  [ful  of  crownes. 

And  eaery  painful  souldiours  purse  was  crammed 
Ltcargus  for  good  Lawes,  lost  his  owne  libertie. 
And  thought  it  better  to  preferre  common  com-  * 

moditie. 
But  nowe  the  times  are  tumde,  it  is  not  as  it  was. 
The  golde  is  gone,  the  sihier  sunke,  and  nothing 

left  but  brasse.  [seeme. 

To  see  a  King  encroacbe,  what  wonder  should  it 
When  commons  cannot  be  content,  with  countria 

Dyadeeme  ? 
The  Prince  maye  dye  a  babe,  tnist  vpby  trecherie. 
Where  vaine  ambition  doth  moue  trustlesse  no« 

bilfitye.  -[hood  failcs, 

Errours  in  pulpit  preache,  where  faith  in  priest- 
Promotion  (not  deuotion)  is  cause  why  cleargie 

quailes.  [be  plaide, 

7*hos  is  tbe  stage  stekt  out,  where  all  these  partes 
And  I  the  prologue  should  pronounce,  but  that  1 

am  afraide.  [as  king. 

First  Cajrpbas  playes  tbe  Priest,  and  Herode  sits 
Pylate  the  Judge,  ludas  the  Jorour  Terdict  in  doth 

bring,  [^'•y* 

Vaine  tetling  plaies  the  vice,  well  cladde  in  ritche 
And  poore  Tom  Trooth  is  laught  to  skom,  with 

garments  nothing  gay.  [traine. 

The  woman  wantonnesse^  shee  commes  with  ticing 
Pride  in  bir  pocket  plaies  bo  peepe,  und  bawdry  in 

bir  braine.  [aunoe, 

Hir  handmaides  be  deceipte,  daunger,  and  dalli- 
Riot  and  Reoell  follow  bir,  they  be  of  hir  aliiaunce : 
Next  these  commes  in  Sim  Swasbe,  to  see  what 

sturre  they  keepe. 
Clim  of  the  Clough  then  tahes  his  heeles,  tis  time 

for  him  to  creepe :  [a  song. 

To  packe  the  pageaunt  vp,  commes  Sorrow  with 
He  say  these  iestes  can  get  no  grotes,  and  al  this 

gcare  goth  wrong  :  [treble  parte, 

Fjrrst  pride  without  cause  why,  he  singes  the 
The  meane  hee  mumbles  out  of  tune,  for  lacke  of 

life  and  hart : 
Cost  lost,  the  counter  Tenor  chantetb  on  apace. 
Thus  all  in  discords  stands  the  clifTe,  and  begjcrie 

singes  the  base.  [pence  are  sturring. 

The  players  loose  their  paines,  where  so  fewe 
Their  garmets  weare  for  lacke  of  gains,  and  fret 

for  lack  of  furring.  [but  cue 

When  all  is  done  and  past,  was  no  part  plaide 
For  euerye  player  plaide  the  foole,  tyll  all  be  spent, 

and  gone. 
And  thus  this  foolisbe  iest,  I  put  in  dogrell  rime. 
Because  a  crosier  staffe  is  best,  for  such  a  crooked 

time. 

And  thus  an  ende  of  these  fiue  Thcamcs,  ad- 
mounting  to  tbe  number  of.  CCLVIII.  verses, 
deuised  ryding  by  tbe  way,  writing  none  of 
them  vntill  be  came  at  the  ende  of  his  Journey, 
tbe  which  was  no  longer  than  one  day  in  ryding, 
one  daye  in  terying  with  his  friend,  and  the 
thirde  in  returning  to  Oreyes  lone:  and  there* 
fore  called  Qascoignes  memaries^ 
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Mv  recMesse  race  is  nini^e,  greens  youth  and 

pride  be  past,  [as  fast 

My  riper  mellowed  yeerjjs  beginne  to  follow  un 

My  glancing  lool^ef  f^iiB  gooe,  which  wonted  were 

to  prie,  [mine  eie* 

In  enerie  30i|;ious  garishe  glasse,  that  glistred  in 

My  sight  is  now  so  dimme,  it  can  behold  none 

such,  [my  fansie  much. 

No  mirrour  but  the  roerrie  mcane,  can  please 

Apd  in  that  noble  glasse,  I  take  delight  to  Tewe, 

The  fashions  ot  the  wonted  world,  compared  |)y 

the  newe.  [selfe, 

For  marke  who  lyst  to  looke,  eche  is^n  is  for  him 

And  beates  his  braine  to  hor4  ^x^  heapCy  thi| 

trashe  and  woridly  pelfe. 
Our  bandes  afjB  c)oped  vp^  great  giftes  go  not 
obroade,  [gaine  a  loade. 

Fewe  men  wyll  Icude  ^  locke  of  heye,  but  for  to 
Giue  Gaue  is  a  gopd  i|ian»  what  neede  we  bshe  it 
out,  [bids  men  doubt. 

The  world  is  wondrous  feareful  noWe,  for  danger 
And  aske  how  chaunceth  this?  or  what  meanes  all 

this  meed^? 
Forsopthe  the  common  aunswere  is,  because  the 

Lord  hath  neede. 

A  noble  iest  by  gisse,  I  finde  it  in  my  glasse. 

The  same  freeholde  our  sauiour  Christ,  conueyed 

to  his  asse.  [fitte, 

A  texte  to  trie  the  troeth,  and  for  this  time  fu)l 

o  where  should  we  our  lessons  leame,  but  out 

of  holy  writte?  [rost. 

First  marke  our  onely  God,  which  ruleth  all  the 

He  sets  a  side  all  pompe  and  pride,  wherip  fond 

wordlings  bo^st. 

His  trayne  is  not  so  great,  ^  ^Ithy  Satbaqs  1)fipd, 

A  smaller  hpard  mayc  jierve  to  fe^e,  fit  our  gr<'at 

masters  hand.  [we  see, 

Next  marke  the  hefith^ns  Gods,  and  by  them  shall 

They  Dp  not  now  so  good  fellowes,  as  t)iey  were 

wopte  to  be.  [rest, 

loue,  Mars,  and  Mercnrie,  Dame  Venna  and  the 

They  baquet  not  as  they  were  wont,  they  know  it 

were  not  best  [at  large, 

So  kinges  and  princes  both,  haue  left  their  halles 

Their  priuie  chambers  cost  enough,  they  cut  off 

euery  charge.  [maye  bee. 

And  whep  an  office  falles,  as  chaunce  soiptipies 

First  kepe  it  close  a  yerc  or  twayne,  then  geld  it 

by  the  fee. 

And  giue  it  o^t  at  last,  but  yet  with  this  prouiso, 
(A  bridlefor  abrainsicke  Jade)  durante  beneplacito. 
Some  thinke  these  ladders  low,  to  cliqibe  alofte 
with  speede :  [Lord  hath  neede. 

Well  let  them  creepe  at  leisure  thS,  for  sure  the 
Dukes  Earies  and  Baroqt  bold,  hW  lei^rpt  like 

lesson  nowe. 
They  breake  vp  house  and  come  tocourte,  they  Hue 

not  by  the  plowe. 
Percase  their  roomes  be  skant,  not  like  their  stately 
boure,  [floure. 

A  field  bed  in  a  comer  coucht,  a  pallad  on  the 
Bat  what  for  that?  no  force,  they  make  thereof  no 
boast,  [princes  cost. 

They  feede  them  selues  with  delycates,  and  at  the 
And  as  for  all  their  men»  their  pages  and  their 

swaynes, 
They  choke  the  rp  with  cbynes  of  beefe|  to  mM>- 
ply  their  gaines. 
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Themselues  lie  neere  to  leoke,  when  toy  leife 

doth  foU«  

Such  cromes  were  wont  to  feede  poor  grmef,  wrt 

nowe  the  Lords  licke  aL 
And  why?  oh  sir,  because,  both  dnkca  and  torts 
haue  neede,  [creeoe, 

I  mocke  not  I,  my  text  is  true,  beleene  it  u  your 
Our  Plrelates  and  our  Priests,  can  tdl  Ibis  text 
with  mee,  \whUmMt  go  free. 

They  cau  bold  fast  their  fottest  fennes,  and  let 
They  haue  both  wife  and  cbiWe,  which  naye  not 
be  forgot,  [fore  blame  them  not 

The  scriptures  say  the  Lord  hath  neede,  and  there- 
Then  come  a  Uttle  lower,  vnto  the  contrye  knipht. 
The  squire  JMnd  the  gentleman,  they  kaiic  the 
countrye  quite,  [^  tonf. 

Their  Hall^  were  afl  to  large,  tbdr  tables  were 
The  clouted  shoes  came  in  so  feale,  they  kepte  ta 
great  a  throng,  [*«*» 

And  at  the  potters  lodge,  where  lobbera  wo^te  to 
The  porter  learoes  to  answer  now,  hence  beace 
the  Lord  hath  neede.  [gKst, 

His  gestes  came  in  to  thicke,  their  diet  was  to 
Their  horses  eate  yp  all  the  bey,  which  sbouM 
haue  fed  his  nefite :  [and  sosie, 

Their  teeth  were  ferre  to  fine,  to  feede  on  p^Ae 
Fyue  flocks  of  sheepe  could  se^rpe  miMntfuoe  good 
mutten  for  hi|  bouse.  vf^^ 

And  when  this  count  was  cast,  it  waf  no  bidisg 
Unto  ^he  gpod  tpwne  is  he  gonne,  tp  make  liis 
frepds  good  cbeere.  [how: 

And  welcome  there  that  will,  but  ahall  1  tell  yon 
At  his  owne  dish  he  feedeth  them,  that  n  tiie 

fashion  nowe. 
Side  bords  be  layed  aside,  the  tablea  ende  is  goaiie, 
His  cooke  shall  make  you  noble  cbeere,  bat 
hostler  hath  he  none.  [to  este, 

The  chargers  now  be  cbangd^,  wherinbewwt 
An  olde  frutedish  is  bigge  ynough  to  hold  a  ioynU 

of  oieate. 
A  sailed  or  a  sanpe,  to  test  yonr  catea  with  aH, 
Som  strig  devise  to  feede  mis  eiee,  mis  rtoDsekf 
now  be  small.  [tersreot, 

And  when  the  tenauntet  come  to  paie  their  (josr- 
Tbey  bringe  tome  fowie  %X  Midioinner,  a  dish  of 

Fish  in  Lent, 

At  Christmasse  a  capol^  at  Mighelinatae  a  goose: 

And  somewhat  else  at  Newyerea  tidc!,  for  fcs« 

their  leaae  fiie  loose.  [graatei. 

Good  reason  by  my  troth,  when  Gentlemen  Iscke 

A  pinobe  it  out  for  peaof ,  and  patch 


Let  Plowmen  pine 

theif  mtaet  coatea  i 
For  better  Femers  fest,  than  Manner  booses  ai^ 
The  Lord  hath  neede,  than  says  the  text,  bring  old 

Asse,  colt  and  all. 
Well  lowest  nowe  at  last,  let  see  the  contrye  loot«, 
And  marke  bow  he  doth  shrink  and  svest,  to 

bring  this  genre  abowt : 
His  feastinges  b^  bnt  fewe^  CMt  whipstockes  dont 

'  his  shoone,  [doone: 

The  wbeaten  loafe  is  locked  Tp  as  lone  as  dione  i 
And  where  he  wonte  to  kep«  a  lubber,  two  or  thi«» 
Now  hath  be  learnd  to  kepe  no  more,  bat  Sim  bn 

8^ne  and  be,  [the  carte. 

His  wife  and  Mawde  his  mayd,  aboyetopiWj 
And  tnrne    him  vp  at  Uolhmtide,  to  feeie  tts 

winter  smarte;  C''''^* 

Dame  Alyson  hit  wife  doth  kaowe  the  pries  si 
Hir  bride  cakes  be  not  halfe  •»  higfa  as  ih*  ** 

wont  to  Steele : 
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the  trcAm  no  tnuer  bofoioB,  fthe  it  content  with 

worue,  [hir  parsse. 

Hir  pendantet  and  hir  tiloer  pinnes  she  putteth  hi 
Thus  iMme  I  by  my  glane,  that  merrie  meaae  is 

beat, 
And  he  moft  wife  that  finds  the  meane,  to  keepe 

bimielfe  it  rest. 
Pferchauace  soma  open  month  will  mutter  now 

andtban» 
And  at  the  market  tall  hit  mate,  onr  landloides  a 

somman: 
He  racketh  vp  our  rentes,  and  keepes  the  best  in 


He  makes  a  wodrous  deale  of  good  out  of  his 

own  measne  land : 
Yea  let  soche  pehers  prate,  sainte  Needam  be 

their  speede. 
We  oeede  no  text  to  answer  them,  but  this,  The 

Loidhathnede^ 

Eiuer  at  iiteuft 


AN  EPITAPH  VPON  CAPTAIS£  BOXftt. 
CHER 

L4TB  SLAIMK  M  THB  WARREt  IH  IBLANDB,  TBI 
WHICH  IIAtH  BKNB  TBRMBD  THB  TAIiB  OP  A 
iTOMB  Af  FOLOWBTH. 

Ftb  captaines  lie,  your  tongues  are  tyed  to  close. 
Your  sonldiours  eke  by  silence  purcfaa^  shame: 
Can  no  man  penne  \n  meetre  nor  in  prose, 
The  lyfe,  the  death,  the  valliaunt  actes,  the  fame. 
The  birth,  behauiour,  nor  the  noble  name. 
Of  such  a  feere  as  you  in  fight  haue  lost  : 
Alas  such  paines  would  quickly  quite  the  cost. 

Bonrcber  is  dead,  whome  echo  of  you  dyd  knowe. 
Yet.  no  man  writes  one  worde  to  paint  his  praise. 
His  sprite  on  highe,  his  carkasse  here  belowe. 
Doth  both  condemne  your  doting  ydle  daye<B  * 
Yet  ceasse  they  not  to  aounde  his  worthy  wayes, 
"Who  lined  to  dye,  and  dyed  agahie  to  lioe,- 
VTith  death  deere  bought,  he  dyd  bis  death  fbrgifi^. 

He  might  for  byrth  haUe  boaited  noble  race, 
Yet  were  his  manners  meeke  and  alwayes  milde, 
"Who  gaoe  a  gesse  by  gazing  on  his  face, 
And  iudgde  thereby,  might  quickly  be  beguilde^ 
In  fielde  a  lion,  and  in  Towne  a  Childe, 
Tierce  to  his  foe,  but  coorteouse  to  bis  friende, 
Alas  the  whiles  his  life  so  soone  should  ende  ? 

To  seme  his  Prince  his  life  was  euer  prest^ 
1*0  seme  his  dod,  his  death  he  thought  but  dew. 
In  all  attempts  as  foreward  as  the  best. 
And  all  to  forewiMes,  which  we  all  may  rew, 
Bia  life  so  shewed,  his  death  eke  (ried  it  true  1 
For  where  his  foes  in  thickest  prease  dyd  sUnde, 
Bonrcber  caught  bane  with  bloodie  sworda  in 


Awl  marke  tb^  codrage  of  a  hoble  heart. 
When  he  in  bed  laye  wounded  wondrdns  sor^,' 
And  heard  allarme,  he  soone  forgot  his  sma  rt 
And  ealde  for  armes  to  shewe  his  seruice  mtfre  : 
1  wyll  to  fielde  (quod  he)  and  God  before. 
Which  sayde,  he  sailde  into  more  quiet  coast, 
Styll  praysing  Ood,  and  so  gaue  rp  the  ghost. 

'  In  the  old  editions  of  our  poet  this  gloze  is 
(ffiBted  also  anonf  hit  Hc«ibat^  C. 


Kowe  muze  not  reader  fhoo^  ^  stones  can 

speKke, 
Or  write  sometimes  the  deedes  of  worthy  ones, 
I  could  not  holde  although  my  heart  should  bresJce,- 
(fiecanse  here  by  me  buryed  are  his  bones,) 
But  I  must  tell  thtf  tale  thua  for  the  nones 
When  men  erye  munfme  and  k^pe  Mch  silence 

long,  (haue  wrong. 

Then  stones  must  speake,  else  dead  men  shall 
Vbni  (tiorf  Marmaduhe  Marbkttoiie. 


A  DEUISE  OF  A  MASKE  FOH  THE  RIGHT 
HONORABLE  VISCOUNT  MOUNTA- 
CUTE, 

Written  ypon  thw  o<^easion,  when  the  sayde  I/, 
had  prepared  to  solemnize  twoo  marriages  be- 
tweeiie  his  sonne  and  heyre,  and  the  Daughter 
of  syr  William  Dormer  Knight,  and  betweene 
the  Sonne  and  heyre  of  syr  William  Dormer, 
and  the  Daughter  of  the  said  L.  Mountacute : 
there  were  eight  Gentlemen  ^11  of  blood  or 
alliaunce  to  the  sayd  L.  Mountacute)  which 
had  determined  to   present  a   Maske  at  the 
daye  appointed  for  the  sayrle  marriages,   and 
so  /arre  they  had   proceeded    therein,    that 
they  had  alreadya  bought  furniture  of  Silkes, 
&c.  and  had  caused  their  garmentes  to  bee 
cut  of  the  Venetian  fashion.    Nowe  then  they 
began  to  imagine  that  (without  some  speciall 
demonstration)  it  would  seeme  somewhat  oh* 
scure  to  haue  Venetians  presented  rather  than 
other  countrey  men.  Wberevpon  they  entreated 
the  Aucthour  to  deuise  some  verses  to  bee  vt- 
tered  by  an  Actor  wherein  might  be  some  dis- 
course conuenient  to  render  a  good  cause  of 
the  Venetians  presence.    The  Aucthour  caUing 
to  minde  that  there  is  a  noble  house  of  the 
Mountacntes  in  Italie,  and  therwithall  that  the 
L.  Mountacute  here  doth  quarter  the  coate  of 
an  auncient  English  Gentleman  called  Moun- 
thermer,  and  hath  the  inheritannee  of  the  sayde 
house,  dyd  there?pon  deuise  to  bring  in  a  Boya 
of  the  age  of  twelue  or  xiiii.  yeeres,  who  should 
faine  that  he  was  a  Mounthermer  by  the  fm* 
ihers  side,  and  a  Mountacute  by  the  mothers 
side,  and  that  his  father  being  slaine  at  the  last 
warres  against  the  Turke,  and  he  there  takes, 
hee  was  recouered  by  the  Venetians  in  their 
last  victorie,  and  with  them  sayling  towardei 
Venice,   they  were  driuen  by  tempest  ypoa 
these  Goastes,   and  so  came  to  the  mariage 
vpon  report  as  foUowetb,  and  tbe  sayde  Boya 
pronounced  the  deuise  in  this  sort. 

WflAT  woder  you  my  Lordes  ?  why  gaze  you  gen- 

themen? 
And  wherefore  marqaile  yon  Mez  Dames,  I  preya 

you  tell  mee  then } 
b  it  so  rare  a  sight,  or  yet  so  straunge  a  toye^ 
Amongst  so  many  nooble  peeres,  to  see  one  Pouer 

Boye  ?  [agcj 

Why?  boyes  bane  bene'  diowed  in  euerye  kinde  of 
As  Ganymede  that  pretye  boye,  in  Heauen  is  loue' 

his  page. 
Cupid  that  mighty  God  although  his  force  be  fearse. 
Yet  is  he  but  a  naked  Boye,  as  Poets  doe  rehearse. 
And  many  a  prettye  hdye  a  migbtye  man  hath 

proued,  [bee  loued. 

And  tenied  his  Prince  at  bII  aasayea  de^tniing  t« 
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Percase  my  strange  attire  my  glittering  golden 

gite,  [you  with  delite. 

Doth  eyther  malce  you  maraaile  thus,  or  mono 

Yet  wonder  not  my  Lonies  for  if  your  hooolin 

please,  [doubtes  appease. 

But  euen  to  giue  me  eare  a  vbile,  I  wyll  your 

And  you  shall  knoWe  the  canse>  wherefore  these 

roabei  are  wonie,  [lisbe  borne. 

And  why  I  goe  outlandishe  lyke«  yet  beihg  £ng- 

And  ivhy  I  thus. presume  to  presse  into  this  place. 

And  why  1  ^simple  boye)  am  bolde  to  looke  such 

men  lu  face, 
f  yrst  then  you  must  perstande,  I  am  no  straonger  I, 
But  English  boye,  in  England  borne,  and  bred  but 
euen  hereby.  [name, 

My  father  was  a  knight,  Moost  Hermer  was  his 
My  mother  of  the  Monntacates,  a  house  of  worthy 

fame, 
My  fother  from  his  youth  Was  trained  tp  in  field, 
And  alwayes  toke  his  chiefe  delight,  in  helmet 

speare  and  shielde. 
Soldado  for  his  life,  and  in  his  happie  dtfyes^ 
Soldado  like  hath  lost  his  life,  to  bis  immortall 
prayse.  [woride  so  wyde. 

The  thundering  fame  which  blewe   about  the 
Howe  that  the  Christian  enemye,  the  Turke  that 
Prince  of  pride,  [seas. 

Addressed  had  his  power,  to  swanne  Tppon  the 
With  Gallies,  foists,  aud  such  like  ships,  well 
armde  at  al  assaies.  [glut, 

And  that  he  made  his  vaunt,  the  greedy  fishe  to 
With  gobs  of  Christian  carkasses,  in  croell  peeces 
cut  [eares, 

These  newes  of  this  report,  did  pearce  my  fiithers 
But  neuer  touched  his  noble  heart,  with  any 
sparke  of  feares.  [warres. 

For  well  he  knewe  the  trade  of  all  the  Turkishe  I 
And  had  amongst  them  shed  his  blood,  at  many 
cruell  iarres.  [man,  I 

In  Rhodes  bis  race  begonne,  a  slender  tale  yong 
Where  he  by  many  martiall  feats,  his  spurres  of 
knighthood  wan.  [styll. 

Yea  though  the  peece  was  lost,  yet  won  he  honour 
And  eoermore  against  the  Turkes  he  warred  by 

his  wyll. 
At  Chios  many  knowe,  how  hardily  be  fought, 
Aud  howe  with  streames  of  stryuing  blood,  his 

honoure  deare  hee  bought. 

At  length  euforst  to  yeeW  with  many  captaines 

mo,  [goodes  ago. 

He  bought  his  libertie  with  Landes,  and  let  his 

Zechines^  of  glistering  golde,  two  thousand  was 

his  price,  [he  were  vnwise. 

•  The  which  to  paye  his  landes  must  leape,  for  else 

Beleeue  me  nowe  my  Lordes  although  the  losse  be 

mine,  [to  pine. 

Yet  I  confesse  them  better  solde,  than  lyke  a  slaue 

"  For  landes  maye  come  againe,  but  lybertie  once 

lost,  [the  cost.** 

Can  neuer  finde  such  recompenceascounteruailes 

^  My  sel fc  now  know  the  case,  who  lyke  my  fathers 

Jot,  [wot. 

Was  lyke  of  late  for  to  haue  lost  my  libertie  God 

My  father  (as  I  saye)  enforste  to  leaue  his  lande, 

In  mortgage  to  my  mothers  kinne,   for  ready 

coy  lie  in  hande,  [rehearse, 

Gan  nowe  vpon  these  newes,  which  earst  I  dyd 

Prepare  himselfe  to  sane  his  pawne,  or  else  to 

leese  his  phearce. 

'  A  peace  of  gold  like  the  Crasade. 


And  first  his  ramisoaie  ptfyde,  with  tbat  ^)uA 

dyd  remaine,  [Brittaioe. 

He  rigged  vp  a  proper  Barke,  was  called  LdSnt 

And  lyke  a  ventorer  (beskles  him  seemdy  aeife} 

Determined  for  to  veature  me  and  all  his  worldly 

pelfe.  [wiide, 

Perhappes  some  hope  of  gaine  perswaded  so  his 

For  suie  his  hauty  heart  was  bont,  seme  greste 

exploite  to  finde.  [ssiles, 

Howe  so  it  were,  the  windes  nowe  boysted  vp  oar 

Wee  furrowing  in  the  foming  liooddes^  totsiu 

our  best  auailes. 

Now  hearken  to  my  wordes,  and  marke  yoo  well 

the  same,  [hyther  esoie. 

For  nowe  1  wyll  declare  the  cause,  wherefore  I 

My  father  (as -I  saye)  bad  set  vp  all  his  rest, 

And  tost  on  seas  both  daye  and  night,  disdaynin^ 

ydle  rest,  [Fiaaoce, 

We  left  onr  forelandes  ende,  we  past  the  eoast  of 

We  reacht  the  cape  of  Finis  Terre  our  couise  for 

to  aduaunce.  [descried. 

We  past  Marrocchtts  stretghtes,  and  at  the  last 

The  fertile  coastes  of  Cypius  aoile^  whicb  I  my 

selfe  first  spyed.  [pbst, 

My  selfe  (b.  foreward  boye)  on  highest  top  was 

And  there  1  saw  the  Cyprian  shoare,  wfaeieto  ire 

sayld  in  haste. 
Which  when  I  had  declared  vnto  the  masten  mate^ 
He  lepte  for  ioye  and  thanked  God,  of  that  our 
happy  state.  [long } 

*'  But  what  remaines  to  man,  that  can  oontioiie 
What  sunne  can  shine  so  cleare  and  bright  bat 

cloudes  may  rysc  among  ?** 
Which  sentence  soone  was  ptoued,  by  our  td- 
happy  hap,  [light  in  enemies  lap. 

We  thought  our  selues  full  neere  our  friendes,  and 
The  Turke  the  Tirant  he,  with  sieg«  had  giite  the 
walles,  [then  thaiks* 

Of  famous  Famagosta*  then  and  sought  to  msks 
And  as  be  laye  by  lande,  in  strong  and  stately 
trenche,  [to  dreocke. 

So  was  his  power  prest  by  Sea,  his  Christian  foei 
Vpon  the  waltring  wanes,  bis  Foistei  and  Gallies 
fleete,  [meete. 

More  forrest  like  than  orderly,  for  suchamaa  most 
This  heany  right  one  seency  we  tnmde  onr  coarse 
apace,  [fiirie  place. 

And  set  vp  al  our  sailes  in  haste,  to  gine  sucbe 
But  out  alas,  onr  willes,  and  windes  were  con- 
trarie,  [enimie^ 

For  raging  blastes  did  blown  ts  still  vppen  oar 
My  father  seeing  then,  whereto  be  needes  most  fph 
And  that  the  mighty  band   of  God,  had  it  ap- 
pointed so.  [destb) 
Most  like  a  worthy  knight  ftbough'Certaine  of  his 
Gan  cleane  forget  ail  way  ling  wordes,  as  lauishe 
of  his  breath.                                 [be  told, 
And  to  his  Christian  crewe,  this  (too  sfaorte)  tale 
To  comfort  them  which  seemde  to  faint,  and  make 
the  coward  bold,                       [the  charge^ 
"  Fellowes  in  armes,  quod  hee,  although  1  besre 
And  take  vpon  mec  chieftaiiies  namei  of  this  td^ 

happy  barge. 
Yet  are  you  all  my  pheares,  and  as  one  compaai^* 
Wee  must  like  true  companions,  togeather  lioe 
and  die,  [band. 

You  see  quod  hee  our  foes,  with  furious  force  at 
And  in  whose  handes  our  handfoll  heere,  iroable  is 
toe 


*  The  chiefe  citie  in  Cyprus. 
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WbAt  rattedi  Iheo  to  doo,  ■hotdd  tre  mto  them 

yecld?  [canDOtweld. 

And  w'ifully  receiae  tfaat  yoke,  wbich  Christians 

No  sure,  hereof  be  sure,  our  Hues  were  so  vnsure, 

And  iboqgh  we  liue»  yet  so  to  liue,  as  better 

death  endure.  [pbemie, 

To  beare  those  hellisbe  flendes  in  raging  bias- 

Defye  our  onely  Saoiour,  w*re  this  no  miserie? 

To  see  the  fowie  abuse  of  boyes  in  tender  yeeres, 

The  which  I  kuowe  must  needes  abborre  al)  honest 

Christians  eares.  [feare, 

To  see  maides  rauished.  Wines,  Women  forst  by 

And  nmch  more  mischiefe  than  this  time  can  let 

me  Ttter  heie. 

Alas,  qaod  he,  I  tell  not  all,  my  tongue  is  tyde, 

Ait  all  the  slaoeries  on  the  earth,  we^sbonld  with 

them  abide.  [wise. 

How  much  were  better  than,  to  dye  in  worthy 

And  so  to  make  our  carkasses»  a  wylling  Sacriike. 

So  shall  we  paye  the  debt,  which  vnto  God  is  doe, 

fio  shall  you  die  in  his  defezice,   who  deind  to  die 

ftr  you.  [can  quell. 

And  who  with  hardy  hand,  most  Turkish  tikes 

let  him  accompt  in  conscience,  to  please  his 

maker  welL  [on  mee, 

Vou  see,  quod  he,  my  sonoe,  wherewith  bee  lookt 

Whome  but  a  babe,  yet   haue  1  brought,  my 

partner  here  to  bee.  [nowe. 

For,  him  I  must  confesse,  my  heart  is  peohiue 

To  Icaue  him  lyuing  thus  in  youth,  to  die  I  know 

not  how. 
But  iince  it  pleaseth  God|  I  nmy  not  mnrmore  T, 
If  God  had  pleased  we  both  should  line,  and  as 

God  wyll  we  dye." 
Thas  with  a  braying  sigh,  his  noble  tooime  be 
stayde.  pnide. 

Commonnding  all-  the  ordioaunce,  in  order  to  be 
And  placing  all  his  men  in  order  for  to  fight, 
Fell  groueiing  stjril  vpon  his  face,  before  them  all 

in  sight. 

And  when  tn  secreete  so,  be  whispered  had  a  while, 

He  misde  bis  head  with  cheerefbll  looke,  his  sor. 

rowes  to  beguile !  [hie, 

And  with  the  rest  he  prayde,  to  God  in  heaoen  on 

Which  ended  thus.  Thou  onely  Lord,  cauHt  helpe 

in  miserie.  [about, 

^M  myd  (behold)  the  Turkes  enolosde  vs  round 

And  scwmde  to  wonder  that  we  durst  resist  so 

great  a  rout  [was  slender, 

^beiat  they  doubt  not  long,  for  though  our  power 

«^e  sent  them  signes  by  Canon  shot,  that  we 

meat  not  to  render. 

Then  might  we  see  them  chafe,  then  might, we 

heare  them  rage,  [silly  cage. 

^d  ell  at  once  they  bent  their  force,  about  our 

^1*  oidfaiannce  bertowed,  our  men  them  seines 

defend*  [long  contend. 

On  tnery  side  so  thicke  beset,  they  might  not 

^^  IS  their  captaine  wilde,  ecbe  man  his  force, 

did  strayne,  [hdlishe  tnyne, 

J^'cnde  a  Torke  (some  two  or  three)  vnto  the 

And  be  himselfe  which  sawe,  he  might  no  more 

abide,  [honour  died. 

^  thrust  a  mide  the  thickest  throng,  and  so  with 

With  him  there  dyed  like  wise,  his  best  aproned 

men,  [courage  then. 

jhe  rest  did  yeeM  as  men  amasd,  they  had  no 

^"'^Mgcet  the  which  my    selfe,  was   tane  by 

Turkes  alan,  [moat  I  passe. 

Am  with  the  Turkes  a  turki«he  life,  in  Turkic 
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I  was  not  done  to  death  for  so  1  often  craude. 
But  like  a  slaue  before  the  Gattes,  of  Famagosta 
«wde.  [ueyed. 

That  peece  once  put  to  sacke,  I  thither  was  con* 
And  vnder  sauegard  euermore,  I  silly  boye  was 
stayed.  [pricke. 

There  dyd  t  see  such  sightes,  as  yet  my  heart  do 
1  sawe  the  noble  Bragadine),  when  he  was  fleyd 

quicke. 

First  like  a  ^laue  enforst  to  beare  to  euery  breach. 

Two  baskets  laden  full  with  earth  Mustafik'^  dyd 

him  teacb.  [grounde. 

By  whome  he  might  not  passe  before  he  kyst  the 

These  cruCll  tonnpntes  (yet  with  mo)  that  worthy 

souldior  foond.  [ctiayre. 

His  eares  cut  from  his  head,  they  set  him  in  a 

And  from  a  m^ine  yard  hoisted  him  aloft  into  the 

•yre,  Lspigbt, 

That  so  he  might  be  shewed  with  crueltie  and 

Vnto  Ys  all,  whose  weeping  eyes  dyd  much  ab.* 

horre  the  sight. 
Alas  why  do  I  thus  \rith  woefoll  wordes  rehearse. 
These  werye  newes  which  all  our  heartes  witk 

pittie  needes  muat  pearce  ? 
Well  then  to  tell  yon  forth,  I  styll  a  slaue  re* 
maind,  [vtyil  enchaind. 

To  one,  which  Prelybassa  bight,  who  held  me 
With  him  I  went  to  Seas  into  the  gulfe  of  Pant, 
With  many  christians  captiues  mo,  which'*  dyd 
their  freedom  wit.  [to  staye* 

There  with  the  Turkishe  traine  we  were  enforst 
With  waltring  styll  vpoa  the  waues,  dyd  wait* 

for  fuirder  praye. 
For  why?  they  had  aduis^  that  the  Venetian  fleete, 
Dyd  floote  in  Aigostelly  then,  with  whome  they 

hopte  to  meete. 
And  as  they  waltered  thu«  with  tides  and  billowes 
tost,  [to  their  cost. 

Their  hope  had  hap,  for  at  the  last  they  met  them 
As  in  October  last  Tppon  the  seuenth  daye. 
They  found  the  force  of  christian  knightes  addrest 
in  good  aray.  [course. 

And  shall  I  trie  ray  tong  to  tell  the  whole  dis- 
Aud  howe  they  did  encounter  first,  and  howe  thc7 

ioynd  in  force  ? 
Then  barken  nowe  my  lords,  for  sure  my  memorye. 
Doth  yet  recorde  the  very  plot  of  all  this  victorye, 
The  christian  crew  came  on,  in  forme  of  battayle 
pight,  [to  fight. 

And  like  a  cressent  cast  them  seUies  preparing  for 
On  other  eide  the  Turkes,  which  trusted  power  to 
much,  [was  such. 

Disorderiy  did  spread  their  force,  the  will  of  God 
Well  at  the  last  they  met,  and  first  with  caiinones 

thunder,  [ships  in  sunder.    , 

Eache  other  sought  with  furious  force  to  slit  their 

The  barkes  are  battered  sore,  the  gallics  gald  with 

shot,  [his  lot. 

The  hulks  are  hit,  and  euery  man  must  stand  vnto 

The  powder  seudes  his  smoke  into  the  cruddy 

skies,  [fume  ofiuods  our  eies. 

The  smoulder  stops  our  nose  with  stench,  the 

The  pots  of  lime  vnsleakt,  from  highest  top  are 

cast,  [slip  as  fost 

The  parched  pease  are  not  forgot  to  make  them 

The  wilde  fire  works  are  wrought  and  cast  in  foe* 

mens  face,  [are  pusbt  a  pace. 

The  grappling  hooks  are  streched  forth,  ttie  pikes 

*  The  geneml  of  the  Turks.       • 

^  The  govemour  of  Famagosta. 
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The  halberts  hewe  on  hed,  the  browne  billes  bniie 

the  bones. 
The  barqueUiuh  doth  spit  hit  spight,  with  prety 

persing  stonesi 
The  drammes  ci-ie  dab  a  dob,  the  braying  tram- 
pets  blow. 
The  whistling  fif^s  are  seld<^  hera,  tb^se  cCtands 

do  drowhe  thS  so.  [A^ynt, 

The  voyce  of  warlilie  wights,  to  comfort  them  that 
The  pitious  plaints  of  golden  hitrts,  whi6b  ^ere 

with  feares  attaiht  [breath, 

The  groning  of  such  ghosts  as  gasped  nowe  for 
The  praiers  of  the  better  sort,  prepaied  vntodeatb. 
And  to  be  short,  cache  griefe  which  on  the  eaith 

maye  growe,  [to  flowe. 

Was  eath  and  easie  to  be.fonnd,  Tpon  theie  Aondis 
If  any  sight  on  earth,  maye  ^to  hell  resemble, 
llien  sure  this  was  a  hellishe  sighte,  it  makes  me 

yet  to  tieinble :  C^pt, 

And  in  this  bloudie  fight,  wtien  balfo  ih€  diye  wAs 
It  pleazed  God  to  heipe  his  flocke,  which  thus  in 

poud  was  pent. 
The  generall  of  Spayne,  gali  gald  that  galley  sore. 
Where  in  my  Prely  Bassa  was,  and  grieude  it  more 

and  more:  [fltfrne, 

Vpon  that  other  side,  wifh  force  of  sworde  and 
The  good  Venetian  Gene^ll  dyd  Charge  vpon  the 

same.  [pride. 

At  leength  th^  catoe  aboorde,  and  in  his  ragtttg 
Stroke  of  this  Turkish  ci4>tains  head,  which  blas- 

pheind  as  it  dide; 
Oh  howe  1  foelethebloud  now  trickle  in  my  bfest, 
To  thioke  what  ioye  then  pierst  iny  heart,  and 

how  I  thought  mie  blest. 
To  s«e  that  cruell  Tuike  which  held  me  as  his 

slaue,  '    [to  haue: 

^f  bappi6  hand  of  Christians^'  his  paiment  thte 
His  head  from  Shoulders  cot,  ypon  a  Pike  dvd 

itand^  [triumphant  ha£d. 

The  which  Doh  John  of  AQstrye,  helde  in  his 
The  boldeNt  Bassa  then,  that  dyd  in  life  remadne, 
Oan  tremble  at  the  sight  her^,  for  priny  griefe 

and  peine.  [vntyl  night. 

Thus  when  these  fierce  had  foib^ht,  firbm  morning 
Christ  gaue  his  flocke  the  victory;  and  put  his 

foes  to  flight:  [Galleys  tane, 

And  of  the  Turkishe  traine,  were  eyght  score 
Fifleene  sunke,  fiuc  and  twenty  burnt,  and  brought 

vnto  their  bane,  [sand  soules. 

Of  Christians  set  at  large  were  fourteene  tfioii- 
Turkes  tuentie  thousand  registred  iu  Belzebub  Ms 

rolles.  [their  fight. 

Thus  hahe  you  nowe  my  I/>rdes,  the  snmmeof  all 
And  trust  it  all  for  true  I  tell,  for  I  was  styll  in 

slight:  [to  cleare. 

But  when  the  Seas  were  calme,  and  skies  began 
When  foes  were  all  or  dead  or  fled,  and  Ticton 

dyd  appeare.  [frieode^ 

Then  euery  Christian  sought  amongst  vs  for  his 
His  kinsman  or  companion,  some  succour  them  to 

iende : 
And  as  they  ransakte  so,  loe  God  his  wyll  it  was, 
A  noble  wise  Venetian,  by  me  dyd  chaunce  to 

passe :  [well, 

Who  gazing  on  my  face,  dyd  seeme  to  lyke  me 
And  what  my  name,  and  whence  I  was,   com- 

maonded  me  to  tei : 
I  now  which  waxed  bolde,  as  one  that  scaped  had, 
From  deepest  h^U  to  higfc^st  faeaueoi  began  for  to 

he  glad : 


And  wHh  a  lioely  sprite,  bqwi  tb  pleade  mieikt 
And  bid  not  from  this  worthy  man,  myoe  aiaitiest 

worthy  nee :  [weak, 

And  tolde  my  lathers  name,  and  howe  I  dyd  d^ 
From  Moautacates  by  Mothers  side,  nor  tbef» 

my  tale  dyd  ende. 
Bot  liiH|itemore  I  tolde  my  Fathers  lateexpk)yte, 
And  how  be  left  his  lands,  goodes  and  life,  topsy 

son  Dieu  son  dtoit. 
Nor  of  my  sdfe  1  dniued  m  eradited  to  bee. 
For  lo  there  were  reroainiitg  yetyThbe  foviewbooi 

here  you  see^.  [nctlyed. 

Which  ali  were  Ettglishe  borne,  tfnd  kaewe  Ihsd 
And  were  my  fotbers  souldion  eke,  and  sswe  hin 

howhedytf. 
This  gnrae  Venetian  who  heard  the  faaoos  ossie, 
Of  Mountacutes  lehersed  there,  which  long  bad 

beneoffttaie.    . 
in  Italy^  and  be  ef  selfe  same  worthy  race, 
Oan  straight  with  many  cnrteoos  woids  io  anu 
:  me  to  imbiace.'  .  [chco^ 

And  Icyssed  me  on  cheeke,  and  bad  me  oiske^ 
And  thank  the  mighty  hand  of  Ood,  for  thtf 

which  hapn6d  there. 
Confessing  that  be  was  him  seHe  a  MooDtsoote,^ 
And  bare  the  selfe  same  «rmes  that  I  dyd  q|Siita 

innny  s^me^ 
And  for  a  farther  proofe,'  be  Shewed  in  his  bst, 
This  tokens  whi<lh  the  Monntacotes  dyd  bem 

alwaies,  for  that.  [pane, 

They  couet  to  be  knowne  from  Capds  where  tbex 
For  anncient  gratoh  which  log  ago,  taene  tbese 

two  booses  was. 
Then  tooke  me  by  the  hand/  and  kddi  m  to 

aboorde,  ^ 
His  Galley :  where  there  were  yfeere,  fell  mnj 

a  Comely  Lorde :  [pboe, 

Of  whome  eygfat  Momitacutis  dyd  sitte  is  highest 
To  Whome  this  flnt  declared  fiirst  my  aane,  asd 

then  my  race:  [bloodi, 

JLo  Lordiogs  here  (qood  be)  a  babe  of  our  one 
Who  Turks  had  tane,  bis  fether  slaine,  with  ksrt 

of  lands  and  goods:  [nsve, 

See  how  God  feootirs  vs^  that  I  should  fiod  bin 
I  straunge  to  him,  he  straunge  to  DKe,  we  met  i 

know  not  howe. 
Bat  sure  When  t  hirii  sa:w/  am|  gazed  in  bis  bc^ 
Me  thought  b^  was  a  Monntacote,  I  chose  bin  by 

his  grace.  [deede, 

Herewith  he  dyd  rehearse-  my  Fathen  raliao&t 
For  losse  of  whome  echo  MooBtocate,  did  nesie 

in  heart  to  bleede.  [may  lee, 

They  all  embrast  me  then,  and  straight  tf  fot 
In  comely  gaimeots  trimde  me  wp,  as  brsoe  u 

braoe  may  bee :  ... 

I  was  in  satekcloath  I,  nowe  ^m  t  dadde  io  GoUe, 
And  weare  snch  roabes,  as  I  my  selfe  take  pies- 
sore  to  behdide.  [p^ 
Amongst  their  other  giftes,  this  token''  they  m 
And  bad  me  lyke  a  MountacuteS,  my  selfe  stny 

behaue. 

^  The  foure  torcbe  hearers,  that  csnae  io  witb 
the  Actor. 

6  The  Actor  had  a  token  in  his  osp  like  to  tbt 
MountSLCutes  of  Italic. 

''  The  token  that  he  dyd  weare  ia  bis  csppe. 

<  The  Montacntes  andcapelsinltalyedovo^ 
tokens  in  thnr  capp^  to  be  kaowsn  one  M 
another. 
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Mmre  hearken  tlien  my  Lordes,  I  staying  on  the 

Seat.  [and  with  ease, 

Id  ooBMMTt  of  these  lonely  Lordes,  with  comfort 
Determined  with  them  in  lUlie  to  dwell, 
And  there  by  traine  of  youthfoll  yeeres  in  know- 
ledge to  excell. 
That  to  I  might  at  last  reedifye  the  walles. 
Which  my  good  father  bad  decaide  by  tossing 

fortunes  balles. 
And  while  they  tiiee  the  Seas  to  their  desired  shore, 
fieholde  a  iytte  gale  began,  encreasing  more  and 

more.  [dyd  blowe, 

At  last  wKh  raging  blast,  which  from  Southeast 
Oao  sende  ow  saiies  vpon  these  shores,  whicli  I 

fill  wel  did  knowe. 
1  *pyBd  the  Chalkie Cly ues  vpon  the  Kentishe  coast. 
Whereby  our  Laode  bight  Albyon,  as  Brutus  once 

dyd  boast. 
Which  1  no  sooner  sawe,  hut  to  the  rest  I  sayde, 
Siate  di  baona  voglia,  my  Lordes  be  well  apaide; 
1  see  by  certaine  signei  these  Tempestes  haue  ts 

cast,  [at  last: 

Vpon  my  natiue  coontrey  coastes  with  happy  hap 
Aud  if  your  honours  please  this  honour  me  to  duo, 
lu  Eoglishe  Laoens  lo  harbour  you,  and  see  our 

Cittiea  too:  [would  bee, 

Lo  London  is  not  ferre,  whereas  my  friendes 
Right  glad,  with  fnuour  to  requite  your  faoour 

shewed  to  mee :  [strand. 

Vouchsafe  my  Lordes  (quod  1)  to  stay  vpon  this 
And  whiles  your  Barks  be  rigged  new,  remaine  with 

me  on  land.  [slaine. 

Who  though  1  bee  a  Boye,  my  Father  dead  and 
Yet  shall  yon  sec  I  haue  some  friendes  which  wyll 

you  entertaiue. 
These  Nolilemen  which  are,  the  flowre  of  curtesie, 
Dyd  not  disdaine  this  my  request,  but  tooke  it 

thankfullie.  [be  cast, 

And  from  their  battered  Barkes  commanndcd  to 
Some    Gondalaes^  wherin   vpon  uur    pleasant 

streames  they  past.  [portj 

loto  the  mouth  of  Thames,  thus  dyd  I  them  trans- 
And  to  London  at  the  last,  wliereas  1  beard  reporu 
Enen  as  we  landed  first,  of  this  tw'ise  faappie  day, 
To  thinke  whereon  I  leapt  for  ioye,  as  I  both  mu»t 

and  may. 
And  to  these  louely  Lordes,  which  arc  Magnificoes, 
1  dyd  declaim  the  whole  diiicourse  in  order  as  it  rose : 
That  you  my  Lorde  who  are  the  chiefest  Mouuta- 

ciite,  [staye  impute. 

And  he  whome  Englishe  Mountacutes  their  onely 
Had  found  the  meanes  this  daye  to  match  your 

Sonne  and  hcire,  [fresh  andf  aire, 

In  marriage  with  a  worthy  dame,  which  is  both 
And  (as  raportes  are  spread)  of  goodly  quallyties, 
A  virgin  trayned  from  hir  youth  in  godly  exercise. 
Whose  brother  bad  like  wise  your  daughUr  tane 

to  wife,  [louerg  life: 

And  so  by  double  lynkes  enchaynde  tbemselues  in 
These  noble  Mountacutes  which  were  from  Venice 

dfouen,  [bad  strouen. 

By  tempest  (as  I  tolde  before)  wherewith  they  long 
Can  nowe  giue  tbankei  to  God  which  so  did  them 

conuay,  [day- 

To  see  sache  honours  of  their  kinne  in  sack  a  happie 
Anl  straight  they  mee  intrcat,  whom  they  might 

wel  commannd,  [reeommaond. 

Thatlshonldcometoyoomy  Lord,  first  them  to 


And  then  this  boone  to  crane,  that  vndar  your 

protection,  [suspectipu. 

They  might  be  bolde  to  enter  here,  deuoyd  of  all 
And  so  in  friendly  wise  for  toconselebrate,  [state. 
This  happie  match  solemnized,  according  to  your 
Lo  this  ij/all  they  crane,  the  which  I  can  not  duuht, 
But  that  your  Lordship  soooe  will  graunt,  with 

more,  if  more  ye  moiight: 
Yea  were  it  for  no  more,  but  for  the  Curtesie, 
Which  as  I  sayc  they  shewde  to  me  in  greate  ex- 

tremitye : 
They  are  Venetians,  and  though  from  Venice  reft. 
They  come  in  such  Venecian  robes,  as  they  on 

seas  had  left:  [too  by  blood. 

And  smce  they  be  your  friendes,  and  kinsmen 
I  trust  your  entretainemeot  will  be  to  them  right 

good :  [drumme. 

They  will  not  tarry  long,  lo  nowe  I  heare  their 
Behold,  lo  nowe  1  see  them  here,  in  order  howe 

they  come,  [*»y<P«« 

Receiue  them  well  my  lord,  so  shall  1  praye  all 
That  God  vouchsafe  to  blesse  this  house  with  many 

happie  days. 

After  the  maske  was  done,  the  Actor  tooke  master 
Tho.  Bro.  by  the  hand  an  brought  him  to  the 
Venetians,  with  these  words : 

GvARDATB  Signori  my  louely  Lordes  behold. 
This  is  another  Mouutacute,  hereof  you  may  bee 

bold.  [cute. 

Of  such  our  patrone  here,  The  viacont  Mounta- 
Hath  many  comely  sequences,  well  sorted  all  in 

sute. 
But  as  I  spied  him  first,  1  could  not  let  him  passe, 
1  tooke  the  carde  that  likt  me  best,  in  order  as  it 


*  Venetiaa  botet. 
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And  here  to  you  my  lords,  1  do  present  the  i 
Make  much  of  him,  I  pray  ypu  then,  for  he  ia  of 

your  name.  [man  bee. 

For  whome  I  dare  aduante,  he  may  your  Trouncb^ 
Your  herald  and  auibassadour,  let  him  play  all 

for  me. 

Then  the  Venetians  embraced  and  receined  the 
same  maister  Tho.  Browne,  and  after  they  had 
a  while  whispered  with  him,  he  toriied  to  the 
Bridegroomes  and  Briden,  saying  thus. 

Brother,  these  noblemen  to  you  nowe  haue  me 

sent,  [their  intent 

As  for  their  TrouuChman  to  expound  the  effect  of 
They  bid  roe  tell  you  then,  they  like  your  worthy 

choyce,  [and  reioyce. 

And  that  they  cannot  choose  therin  but  triumph 
As  farre  as  gesse  may  giue,  they  seeme  to  praise 

it  well,  [tilezza  dfielU 

They  saye  betweene  your  Ladyes  eyes,  both  Gen» 
I  tcrme  it  as  they  doe,  their  £ogli»be  is  but  weake. 
And  I  (God  knowes)  am  al  to  yoiig,  beyond  sea 

speach  to  bpeake. 
And  you  my  sister  eke  they  seeme  for  to  commend, 
With  such  good  workes  tut  may  beseeme  a  cosin 

and  a  friend.  [your  sake. 

They  lyke  your  chosen  pheare,  so  praye  tbey  foe 
That  he  maye  alwayes  be  to  you,  afaytbfull  louing 

make. 
This  in  effect  is  all,  but  that  tbey  craue  aboone. 
That  yon  will  giue  them  licence  yet,  to  come  and 

•ee  you  loone. 

K  X 
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fhen  will  th^y  speake  them  weVa^B,  such  eoglish 
as  they  can,  [^uglish  man 

I  feare  much  better  then  I  apeeke,  that  am  an 

ho  nowe  they  take  their  leaues  of  you  and  of  your 
damesy  [by  their  pams. 

Here  after  sbal  you  see  their  face  aud  kobwe  them 

Then  when  they  had  taken  their  leaues  the  Actor 

(|id  make  an  ende  thus. 
And  I  your  Senxidore,  ▼ibascio  le  maoi, 
^hese  wordes  I  learnt  amongst  them  yet,  although 
I  learnt  not  many. 

^aud  ictus  saplp. 


THE  REFUSAL  OF  A  LOVER, 

Writen  to  a  gentlewoman  who  had  refiised  him 
and  chosen  a  husband  (as  he  thought)  much 
inferior  to  himselfe,  both  in  knowledge,  birth,  and 
parsonage,  ivherin  he  bewraieth  both  their 
names  in  plowdes,  and  how  f he  was  won  from 
him  with  swete  gloues,  and  broken  rioges* 
I  CAHNOT  wish  thy  gri^e,  although  thou  worke 

my  wooe.  [foe: 

^ince  I  profest  to  be  thy  friend,  I  cannot  be  thy 
But  if  thingep  done  and  past,  might  well  be  cald 

agayne^  •    [haue  spent  in  vayiie  : 

Then  wpnld  1  wishe  this  wasted  wordes,  which  I 
Were  vet  vntold  to  thee,  in  earnest  or  in  game, 
^xA  that  my  doubtfiiU  musing  mind,  had  neuer 

thought  the  same.  [spenti 

^or  whiles  I  thee  bebeld|  in  carefiill  thoughtes  1 
My  liking  lust,  my  luckelesse  lou^  which  euer 

truely  ment 
in<|  whiles  I  sought  a  meane,  by  pittie  to  procure, 
'ob  latte  I  found  that  gorged  haukes,  do  not 

esteme  the  lure. 
This  vauntoge  hast  thoip  then,  thou  mayest  wel 

brag  and  boast  [with  the  most. 

Thou  ifatghtest  haue  had  a  lostye  lad  of  stature 
And  eke  of  noble  mind,  his  Tertues  nothing  base, 
po  well  declare  that  he  desendp  of  auncient  wor- 
thy race,  [tell, 
8aue  that  V  not  his  name,  and  though  I  could  it 
My  friendly  pen  8ha4  let  it  paase,  bicause  1  loue 

him  well. 
And  thou  hast  chosen  one  of  meaner  parentage. 
Of  suture  smale  and  therewithal!,  vnequall  for 

thine  age.  [desire. 

His  thewes*  vnlike  the  first,  yet  bast  thou  bote 
To  play  thee  in  his  flitting  Hames,  God  graunt 

they  pftme  not  fire.  [bee. 

Him  boldest  thou  as  deare,  and  he  thy  Lord  shall 
(Too  late  alas)  tbon  louest  him,  that  neuey  loued 

thee.  ' 

And  for  iiist  profe  hereof,  mar^e  what  I  tell  is  true. 
Some  dismold  daye  shall  chaunge  his  fninde,  and 

make  him  seeke  a  new.  [in  haste. 

Then  wylt  thou  much  repent,  thy  bargaine  made 
An<l  much  lament  those  perfumd  Clones,  which 

yedd  such  sower  taste. 
And  eke  the  fiilsed  faith,  which  lurkes  in  broken 

linger  [know  such  thinses. 

Though  hand  in  hand  say  otherwise,  yet  do  I 
Then  sh^t  thou  sing  and  saye,  Iktewel!  my  trusty 
-_,    ^Sqnyer,  [iust  desire. 

Would  God  my  mind  had  yeelded  once,  vnto  thy 

*  Kbov  |K>t.  f.GMd  q^udftiei. 


ii^ 
T 


Thus  Shalt  tfaoa  wuyle  my  want,  and  I  thy  gival 

vnrest,  [brokoi  breit 

Which  cruel  Cupid  kindled  hath,   within  tb| 

Thus  Shalt  thou  find  it  griafe,  wluob  eaist  tbsa 

thoughtest  game,  [ing  fame. 

And  I  shall  heare  the  wearie  newea,  by  true  report- 
Lamenting  tliy  mishap,  in  source  of  sweUiagtans, 
Harding  my  heart  with  cniell  caoe,  which  froMs 

fansie  beares.  [mose, 

And  though  my  inst  desert,  thy  pittie  could  not 
Yet  wyl  I  washe  in  wayling  wordes*  thy  caretei 

childisbe  loue.  [owte, 

And  saye  tm  Troylua  sayde,  since  that  I  can  ao 
7  by  wanton  wyll  dyd  wauer  onoe,  and  woe  is  ■» 

therefore. 

Si  fiMtnnatus  infoeli^ 


PRIDE  IN  COURT, 
Written  by  a  Gentlewoman  in  Court,  who  (when 
shee  was  there  placed)  seemed  to  disdaine  hin, 
contrarie  to  a  former  profession. 
Whbii  dannger  keepes  the  doore,  of  Ladye  bew- 

ties  bowre,  [strogest  toine. 

Wbe  ielouse  toyes  haue  chased  Trust  out  of  bir 
Then  &ith  and  trooth  maye  dye,  tb^n  ialshood 

wlnues  the  field. 
Then  feeble  naked  fauttesse  heartes,  for  lacke  of 

fence  must  yeeld.  [hyll, 

And  then  preuailes  as  rooch  to  hoppe  against  the 
As  seeke  by  suite  for  to  appease  a  frovard  Ia£e 

wyll.  [in  laiM, 

For  oathes  and  solempne  vowes,  are  wasted  theo 
And  truth  is  compted  but  a  toye,  when  sneh  food 

fancies  raigne,  [Judge, 

The  sentence  sone  is  eayde,  when  will  it  selfe  is 
And  quickly  is  the  quarrell  pickt,  when  Ladies  ti»t 

to  grudge.  [song) 

This  sing  1  for  my  selfie,  (which  wroate  this  weary 
Who  instly  may  complaine  my  case,  if  euer  mu 

had  wrong. 
A  Lady  haue  I  seni'd,  a  Lady  bane  I  lou'd, 
A  Ladies  good  wyll  once  I  had,  bir  yll  wyll  late 

1  prouM.  [caoght  bir, 

In  coimtrey  first  I  knewe  bir,  in  conntrey  fint  1 
And  out  of  conntrey  nowe  in  Court,  to  my  cos! 

haue  I  sought  bir. 
In  Court  where  Princes  raigne,  hir  place  is  nove 

assignde,  [not  vokiode. 

And  well  were  worthy  for  tlie  roome,  if  she  were 
There  I  (in  wonted  wise)  dyd  shewe  my  idfeof 

late. 
And  found  that  as  the  soile  was  cbangid,  so  lone 

was  tumd  to  hate. 
But  why  >  God  knowes,  not  I:  sane  as  1  sayde 

before,  [keepes  the  dore. 

Pitie  is  put  from  porters  place,  and  dannger 
If  courting  then  haue  skill,  to  chaunge  good  Ladies 

80,  [of  my  like  «o. 

God  send  eche  wilful  Dame  in  Court,  soinewonad 
That  with  a  troubled  head,  she  may  both  toroe 

aud  tosse,  [of  lone  the  losse. 

In  restlesse  bed  when  she  should  sleepe  and  feele 
And  I  (since  porters  put  me  from  my  wonted 

place)  [ine  out  of  grace: 

And  decpe  deeeipte  had  wrought  a  wyle  to  neil 
Wyll  home  againe  to  cart,  as  fitter  were  for  mee, 
Then  thus  In  court  to  senie  and  itaniey  irbera 

such  prottde  porters  bee. 

Si  foitunatot  iafoelix. 
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fflllf  aVMnOV  BMNO  P»»FOI»II>BD  BT  A  DAME 
VNTO  THB  AliCTBOUR,  TO  IWIITB,  VBY  HE 
$HOVLD  WRITE, 

8PRETA  TAMEU  VJl/UNT, 

HE  AUM8WERETH  THUS. 

DisPYSEO  things  may  liue,  although  they  pine 

in  payne :  [riae  againe. 

And  thiogs  ofte  trodden  Toder  Ibote,  may  once  yet 

The  stona  that  iieth  lull  lowe,  may  clime  at  last 

full  hye :  feuery  eye. 

And  stand  a  loft  on  itately  towr's,  ra  sight  of 

The  cruell  Axe  wbioh  feUes  the  tree  that  grew 

full  straight :  v  [vp  oo  height. 

Is  trorae  with  rust,  when  it  renewes,  and  springeth 

The  rootes  of  rotten  reedet  in  swelling  seas  are 


And  when  eche  tide  hath  tost  his  worst,  they  grow 

againe  ful  greeae. 

Thus  rooch  to  please  my  selte,  vnpleasauntly  I 

sing.  [of  enuies  sting. 

And  sbrich  to  ease  my  morning  minde,  in  spite 

I  am  Dowe  set  iiill  light,  who  earst  was  dearely 

lou'd: 
Som  new  foUd  choise  is  more  estemd,  than  that 

which  wel  was  prou'd. 
Some  Diomede  is  crept  into  Oame  Cressides  hart: 
And  trustie  Troj'lus  nowe  is  taugiit  in  vaine  to 

playne  his  part. 
What  restetb  then  for  me?  but  thus  to  wade  in  wo: 
And  hang  in  hoyie  of  better  chaunce,  when  chaunge 

appointeth  so. 
I  see  no  tight  on  earth,  but  it  to  Chaunge  enclines: 
As  litle  clowdes  oft  ouercast,  the  brightest  Sunne 

that  shines. 
No  Flower  is  so  freshe,  but  frost  can  it  defiice : 
No  man  so  sure  in  any  seate,  but  he  maye  kese 

his  place.  [mind) 

So  that  I  stand  content  (though  much  against  my 
To  take  in  wurth  this  lotbsome  lot,  which  luck  to 

me  assynd,  [are  vp: 

And  trost  to  see  the  time,  when  they  that  nowe 
May  feele  the  whiiie  of  fortunes  wheele,  and  tast 

of  sorrowTS  cup.  [mee : 

God  knoweth  I  wishe  it  not,  it  had  bene  bet  for 
Styll  to  haue  kept  my  quiet  chayre  in  hap  of  high 

degree.  [mustraigue: 

Bat  since  without  recurc.  Dame  Chautige  in  louc 
I  now  wish  chaunge  that  sought  no  chauge,  but 

constat  did  rcmainc. 
And  if  suche  cliaunge  to  cbaunce,  I  vowe  to  clap 

my  hands,  [my  faiusic  standi  s. 

And  laugh  at  them  which  laught  at  me:  lo  thus 
Spreta  tameii  viuunt. 


I  am  the  ship  my  selfe,  mine  Ancor  was  thy  faith : 
Which  now  is  fied,  thy  promise  broke,  and  I  aa> 
driuen  to  death.  [bowe : 

Who  climeth  oft  on  hici  and  trusts  the  rottca 
If  that  bjw  breake  may  catch  a  fail,  such  state 
stand  1  in  now.  [sure: 

Me  thought  i  was  a  loft,  and  yet  my  seaie  full 
Thy  heart  dyd  seeme  to  be  a  i-ock  which  eucr 

might  endure. 
And  see,  it  was  but  sand,  whorae  seas  of  subtiltie: 
Haue  soked  so  with  wanton  waues,  that  ftiitb  was 

forst  to  flye. 
The  flooddes  of  ficklenesse  haue  vndermincd  so. 
The  first  foundation  of  my   ioy,  that  myrth  is 
ebb'd  to  wo.  [my  time: 

Yet  at  lowe  water  markes,  1  lye  and  wayte  my 
To  mend  the  breach,  but  all  in  vaine,  it  cannot 
passe  the  prime.  [rage  begoon : 

For  when  the  prime  flood  comes,  which  all  this 
Then  waues  of  wyll  do  worke  so  fast,  my  piles 

are  ouer  roon. 
Dutie  and  diliigence  which  are  my  workmen  there. 
Are  glad  to  take  vp  tooles  in  haste,  and  run  away 

for  feare. 
For  fansle  hath  such  force,  it  ouerfloweth  all. 
And  whispring  tal^s  do  blow  the  blasU,  that  maka 
it  ryse  and  fall.  [sUnd: 

Thus  in  these  tempests  tost,  my  rostles  life  doih 
Because  I  builded  on  thy  wordes,  as  1  was  borne 
in  band.  [sUy: 

Thou  weart  that  only  stake,  whereby  I  ment  to 
AlaSy  alas,  thou  sboodst  so  weake,  ibe  hedge  is 

borne  away. 
By  thee  I  thought  to  liue,  by  thee  now  most  I  dye : 
I  made  thee  my  Pbisicion,  thou  art  my  mallady. 
For  thee  1  longde  to  liue,  for  thoe  nowe  welcome 

death : 
And  welcome  be  that  happie  pang,  that  stops  my 

gasping  breath. 
Twise  happie  ivere  that  axe,  would  cut  my  rotes 

downe  right: 
And  sacred  were  that  swelling  sea,  which  would 

consume  me  quight. 
Blest  were  that  bowe  would  breake  to  bring  downe 

cliraing  youth, 
Which  croks  aloft,  and  quakes  full  oft,  for  feare  of 
thine  vntmth. 

Ferenda  Natora. 


THE  CONSTANCIE  OF  A  LOUER 

HATH    THL'S     SOMETIMES     BENE    BRIEFLY    D3- 


SOMETIMBS     BENE 
CLAR£1>. 


IN  TRUST  IS  TREASON, 

WRITTEN  BY  A  I.OUBR,  LEANING  ONELYE  TO  HIS 
LADIES  PROMISES,  AND  FINBINO  THEM  TO 
FAY  LB. 

The  straightest  Tree  thatgrowes  vpon  one  oncly 

roote :  i^  ^t  boote. 

If  that  route  fay  le,  wyll  quickly  fiide,  no  props  can 

I  am  that  fading  plant,  which  on  thy  grace  dyd 

gfwe,  [»"  in  T?*- 

Thy  grace  is  gone  wheielbre  I  monc,  and  wither 

Thr  tallest  ship  that  sailes,  if  shee  to  Ancors  trust: 

When  Ancors  slip  and  Cables  breake,  her  belpe 

lyas  in  the  dust. 


That  selfe  same  tonge  which  first  did  thee  entreat 

To  linkc  thy  liking  with  my  lucfcly  loue : 

That  trustie  toiige  must  nowe  thtse  wordes  repeatc, 

I  loue  thee  stil!,  my  foncie  cannot  meue. 

That  dieadlesse   hart  which   durst  attempt  the 

thought 
To  win  thy  will  with  mine  for  to  consent, 
Maintaines  that  vow  which  loue  in  me  first  wronght, 
I  loue  thee  still,  and  neuer  shall  repent* 
That  happie  hande  which  hardely  did  touch. 
Thy  tender  body  to  my  deepc  delight : 
Shall  seme  with  sword  to  proue  my  passion  sucK, 
As  loues  thee  still,  much  more  ttian  it  can  write. 
Thas  loue  I  still  with  tcmgue,  hand,  hart  and  al!, 
And  whanj  chaunge,  let  vengeance  on  me  fall.   ■ 
Ferenda  Natuva*  « 
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THE  FRUITE  OF  FOES 

1VRITTEN  TO  A  GBNTLEITOMAN,  WpO  BLAMED 
HIM  FOR  fVRITING  HIS  FRIENDLY  ADUI8E  IN 
VER8K  VNTO  ANOTHER  LOUE|l  OF  HYRS. 

The  cruell  hate  whicli  boyles  within  thy  burning 

hrest,  pone  thee  best: 

^nd  seekes  to  shape  a  sharpe  reuenge^on  them  that 

May  warne  all  faithfull  frieudes,  in  case  of  ieo> 

pardie, 
Howe  they  shall  put  their  harmelesse  hands,  be- 

tweeue  the  barek  and  tree. 
And  1  among  the  rest,  which  wrote  this  weary  song, 
Must  nedes  alledge  in  my  defence,  that  thou  hast 
done  me  wrong.  [name. 

For  if  in  simple  Terse,  I  chaunc'd  to  touch  thy 
And  toucht    the  same  without    reprooh,  was  I 

therefore  to  blame  ? 
And  if  (of  gre|kt  good  will)  I  gaue  my  best  aduise. 
Then  thus  to  blame  without  cause  why,  mc  tbinkes 

thou  art  not  wise. 

Amongst  olde  written  tales,  this  one  I  beare  in 

.      mind,  [pent  find. 

^  simple  soule  much  like  my  s^Ife,  dyd  once  a  ser- 

Which  (almost  dead  for  colde)  lay  may  ling  in  the 

niyre,      . 
When  he  for  pittie  tooke  it  vp,  and  brought  it  to 

the  lyre. 
No  sooner  was  the  Snake,  recured  of  hir  griefe. 
But  straight  shee  sought  to  hurt  the  man,  that  lent 

hir  such  reliefe. 
Such  Serpent  seemest  thou,  sucli  simple  soqle-am  T, 
That  for  the  weight  of  my  good  wil,  am  b|am'd 

without  cause  why. 
But  as  it  best  beseemes,  the  harmejetse  gentle  hart. 
Rather  to  take  an  open  wrong,  than  for  to  plaine 

his  part: 
1  must  and  will  endure,  thy  spite  without  repent, 
Jhe  blame  is  mine,  the  triumph  thine,  and  I  am 
frell  content 

^eritum  petere,  graue. 


For  whiles  I  soagfat  the  dieare  of  conpaay , 
Fayre  fellowship  did  wonted  woes  reniue: 
And  crauing  medcine  for  my  maladie. 
Dame  pleasures  plasters  pro«i*d  a  coroaiiie. 
So  that  by  myrth,  1  reapt  do  fruite  but  mooe. 
Much  worse  |  fere,  than  when  I  was  alooe. 

The  cause  is  this,  my  lot  did  light  to  late. 
The  Byrries  were  flowen  before  i  found  the  oeats 
The  steede  was  stoUen  before  I  shut  the  gate. 
The  cates  consumd,  before  1  tmelt  the  feast. 
And  I  fond  foole  with  emptie  hand  must  call. 
The  gorged  Hauke,  which  likes  no  lore  at  all. 

Thus  still  I  toyle»  to  tiU  the  barraine  land, 
Apd  grope  fur  grappes  among  the  bramble  brieni 
1  striue  to  saile  and  yet  I  sticke  on  sand, 
I  deeme  to  Ijue,  yet  drowne  in  deepe  desires. 
Tliese  lottes  of  looe,  are  fitte  for  wanton  will. 
Which  fiodes  too  much,  yet  must  be  seeidng  st3L 
Mcritum  petere  graue. 


J  LOUEJi  OFTEN  ffAlfNED^ 

^XD  OHCB  AGAINE  DROUBV  INTO  PAKTASTICALL 
FLAMES  BY  THE  CHASE  OF  COMPANY,  DOTH 
THUS  BEWAYLB  HIS  MISFORTCMES. 

I  THAT  my  race  of  yoothfoll  yeers  had  roon, 
Alwayes  vntyed,  and  not  (but  once)  in  thrall, 
Euen  I  which  had  the  fieldes  of  freedome  wcon. 

tnd  liu'd  at  large,  and  playde  with  pleasurs  ball: 
0  nowe  at  last  am  tane  agayne  and  taught. 
To  tast  such  sorowes,  as  I  neuer  sought. 

I  lone,  I  loue,  alas  I  lone  indeede, 
J  crie  alas  but  no  man  pityes  me: 
My  woundes  are  wide,  yet  seme  they  not  to  bleed. 
And  hidden  woundes  are  hardly  heald  we  see. 
Such  is  my  lucke  to  catch  a  sodain  clappe, 
pf  great  mischaunce  in  seeking  my  good  happe. 

My  morning  miade  which  dwelt  and  dyed  in 
Sought  company  for  solace  of  the  same:       [dole. 
My  cares  weie  cold,  and  craned  comforts  coale, 
To  warme  my  will  with  Hakes  of  friendly  flame, 
}  sought  and  found,  I  crau*d  and  did  obtaine, 
I  fooamy  wish,  a«»d  yet  1  got  ao  gaine. 


TBE  LOUER  ENVOURAGED  BY  FORMEH 
EXAMPLES,  DETBRMIKKTH  TO  MAKl 
VERIVE  OF  NECESSJTIE. 

When  I  record  with  in  my  musing  mind. 
The  noble  names  of  wightes  bewicht  in  lone; 
Such  solace  for  my  selfe  therin  I  imde. 
As  nothing  maye  my  fired  fansie  moue: 
But  paciently  1  will  endure  my  wo. 
Because  f  see  the  heauens  ordayne  it  so. 

For  while«  I  read  and  ryfle  their  estates. 
In  euery  tale  I  note  miueowne  auoye: 
But  ifhiles  I  q^arke  the  meanings  of  their  mates, 
j  I  seeme  to  swime  in  such  a  sngred  ioye. 
As  did  (parcase)  eqtise  (hem  to  delight. 
Though  tumd  at  last,  to  drugges  of  sower  despite. 

Peruse  (who  list)  Dan  Dauids  perfect  deedes. 
There  shall  he  find  the  blot  of  Bersabe, 
Wheron  to  thinke,  my  beany  hart  it  bleede*. 
When  I  compare  my  loue  like  hir  to  be: 
Vrias  wife  before  mine  eyes  that  shines. 
And  Dautd  1,  from  dvtie  thi^t  declines. 

Then  Salomon  this  priucely  prophetes  i__ 
Did  Pharaos  daughter  make  hira  fall  or  no? 
Yes,  yes,  perdie  his  wisdome  coulde  not  shoone, 
Hir  subtill  snares,  qor  finqm  hir  counaell  go. 
I  nam*  (as  bee)  the  wisest  wight  of  all. 
But  well  I  wot,  a  woman  holdes  me  thrall^ 

So  am  I  lyke  the  prpode  Assirian  knight. 
Which  hiasphem'd  God,  and  all  the  world  defied: 
Yet  could  a  woman  oner  come  his  might. 
And  daunt  his  force  in  all  his  Hompe  and  Pride. 
I  Holiferoe,  and  drunken  brought  to  bead* 
Qy  loue  lyke  ludith,  cutting  of  piy  head. 

If  I  were  strong,  as  some  haue  made  aecompt. 
Whose  force  is  like  to  that  which  Sampson  had: 
If  1  be  bolde,  whose  couragre  can  surmount. 
The  )ieart  of  Hercules,  which  nothing  drad? 
Yet  Dalila,  and  Deyanyraes  loue,  [pnwe. 

Dyd  teach  them  both,  such  panges  as  1  mail 

}  Am  DOt« 
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Well  let  thew  p«t«e,  and  tbmkc  on  Nasoes  name, 
whoee  skilful!  rerae  dyd  flowe  in  learned  style: 
Dyd  bee  (thinke  you)  not  dote  vpon  hie  Dame? 
Corinna  fay  re,  dyd  sbee  not  him  begaile? 
Yea  God  lie  knowea,  for  ^rse  nor  pleasaunt  rymen^ 
Con  coniunt  keepe,  the  k^y  of  Cressides  crimes* 

So  that  to  ende  my  tale  as  I  began, 
1  tee  the  grood,  the  %i8e,  the  Itoute,  the  bolde: 
The  ftroiigest  champion  and  the  learoedst  man, 
Haue  bene  and  bee,  by  lust  of  loue  controlde. 
Which  when  to  thinke,  1  )iold  me  well  Content, 
To  liue  in  loue,  and  neuer  to  repent. 
Meritnm  petere,  graue. 


tHI  OELBCTABLB  niSTORY  OP  fUHDRT  llWBll. 
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To  ten  a  tale  without  authoritye^ 

Or  Payne  a  fable  by  inuencion,    ^ 

That  one  proceedee  of  quicke  capacitye. 

That  other  prouee  but  small  discretion. 

Yet  haue  bo4b  one  and  other  oft  bene  done. 

And  if  I  were  a  Poet  as  some  be, 

You  might  perhappes  hei%  some  such  tale  of  me. 

But  hr  I  fynde  my  feeble  skyll  to  fiiynt^ 
To  fiiine  in  ^ors  as  the  learned  can. 
And  yet  my  tongue  is  tyde  by  dne  eotietraint. 
To  tell  nothing  but  troeth  of  enery  man: 
I  irill  assay  enen  as  1  6rst  begnn. 
To  tell  you  nowe  a  tale  and  that  of  truth. 
Which  I  mj  selfe  sawe  proued  in  my  youth. 

I  neede  not  seeke  so  imrre  in  cottes  abrode. 
As  some  men  do,  which  write  strange  hifftorycs. 
For  whiles  at  home  I  made  my  cheife  abode 
And  sawe  oar  loners  plaie  their  Tragedyes, 
I  found  enough  which  seemed  to  suffice. 
To  ket  on  worke  farre  finer  wittes  than  mine. 
In  paynting  out  the  pangs  which  otake  them  pine* 

Amongst  the  rest  I  most  remember  one 
Which  was  to  me  a  deere  familyar  friend, 
Whose  doting  dayes  since  they  be  paste  and  gone. 
And  his  annoye  (neare)  come  vnto  an  ende, 
Although  he  seeme  his  angry  brow  to  bend, 
1  vyll  be  bold  (by  his  leaue)  for  to  tell. 
The  restlesae  state  wherein  he  long  dyd  dwell. 

Learned  be  was,  and  that  became  him  best, 
For  tbouch  by  birth  he  came  of  worthy  race, 
Yet  beutic,  byrth,  brane  per«onage,  and  the  rert, 
Ineucry  choyce,must  needes  giue  learning  place: 
And  as  for  him'  he  had  so  hard  a  grace. 
That  by  aspect  he  seemde  a  simple  inan, 
And  yet  by  learning  much  renowne  he  wan. 

His  name  I  hide,  and  yet  for  this  discourse. 
Let  call  his  name  Dan  Eartholmew  of  Bathe, 
Sinre  in  the  end.-  he  thither  had  recourse. 
And  (as  he  sayd)  dyd  skamble  there  in  skathe: 
In  decde  the  rage  which  wrong  him  there,  was  rathe. 
As  by  this  tale  I  thinke  your  selfe  will  gesse. 
And  then  (with  me)  his  lothsome  lyfe  confesse. 

For  though  he  bad  in  all  his  learned  lore. 
Both  redde  good  rules  to  bridle  fantasie, 
Aud  all  good  mithoors  taugh  hi|D  euermort. 


To  loue  the  meane,  add  tcaue  extretnltle. 
Yet  kind  hath  lent  him  such  a  qualitie. 
That  at  the  la»t  he  quite  forgat  his  bookes. 
And  fastned  fansie  with  the  fairest  lookes. 

For  proofe,  when  greene  youth  Icpt  out  of  bii 
eye. 
And  left  him  now  a  man  of  middle  age^ 
His  bappe  was  yet  with  wandring  lookes  to  spitf, 
A  fiiyre  yong  impe  of  proper  personage^ 
Eke  borne  (as  he)  of  honest  parentage: 
And  truth  to  tell,  my  skill  it  cannot  seme. 
To  praise  hir  bewtie  as  it  dyd  deserue. 

First  for  bir  head,  the  heeres  were  not  of  Gok)^ 
But  of  some  other  metaU  fsrre  more  fine. 
Whereof  eache  crinet  seemed  to  behold^ 
Like  glistring  wiers  against  the  Sunrte  that  sfaindi 
And  there  withall  the  blazing  of  hir  eyhe. 
Was  like  the  beanies  of  Titan,  truth  to  tell. 
Which  glads  vs  all  that  in  this  worid  do  dwell. 

Upon  hir  cheekes  the  Lillie  and  the  RosCf 
Did  entremeete,  with  equall  change  of  hewe, 
Aud  in  hir  giftes  no  lacke  I  can  suppose. 
But  that  at  last  (alas)  she  was  yntnie. 
Which  flinging  fault,  bicause  it  is  not  new^ 
Nor  seldome  seene  in  kits  of  dretsides  kind, 
1  maruaile  not,  nor  beare  it  much  in  mind. 

Dame  Natures  fruits,  wherewith  hir  (kce  waji 
fraught, 
Were  so  frost  bitten  with  the  cold  of  craft, 
Thftt  A\\  (saue  such  as  CopideS  snares  had  caiight) 
Mi  ht  fsoone  espie  the  fethers  Of  his  shaft: 
But  Bartholmew  his  wits  did  90  bedaft. 
That  all  seemd  good  which  mi^ht  of  hir  be  gotten, 
Although  it  proude  no  sooner  ripe  than  rotten. 

That  mouth  of  hirs  which  seemde  to  flowe  with 
In  speeche,  in  voice,  in  tender  touch,  in  tast,  [mell, 
That  dympted  chin  wherein  delight  djrd  dwell  j 
That  rudfly  lippe  wherein  was  pleasure  plast. 
Those  weil  shapt  hands,  fine  armes  and  slendeif 

Wast, 
With  al  the  giftea  which  gaue  hir  any  grace, 
Weresmilingbaites  whichcaughtfbndfooles  apace. 

Why  striue  1  then  to  paint  hir  name  with 
ftraisef 
Since  forme  aud  fruites  were  found  so  farre  TUlykt, 
Since  of  hir  cage  laconsunce  kept  the  keyes. 
And  Change  had  cast  hir  honoure  downe  in  diktt 
Since  fickle  kind  in  hir  the  stroke  did  strike, 
I  may  no  prayse  vnto  a  kiiife  bequeath. 
With  rust  yfret,  tnoi^h  paynted  be  the  sheath. 

Rut  since  I  nui«t  a  name  to  hir  assigne. 
Let  call  hir  now  Ferendn  Nature, 
And  if  thereat  she  seeme  for  to  repine. 
No  force  at  all,  for  hereof  am  I  sure  a. 
That  Jtince  hir  prankes  were  for  the  most  mpdrt  a, 
I  can  appoint  hir  well  no  better  name. 
Than  this  where  in  dame  Nature  hears  the  blame* 

And  thus  I  say,  when  fiartholmew  hod  spent 
His  pride  of  youth  (yntide  In  linkes  of  loue) 
Behold  how  happe  contrary  to  intent,. 
(Or  destenies  ordained  from  a  bone. 
From  which  no  wight  on  eartK  maye  well  remoue) 
Presented  to  his  vew  this  flerie  daipe. 
To  kindle  coles  wbm  eant  had  bene  no  flame. 
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Wbome  wbm  he  Mwe  to  sbine  in  seemely  grace. 
And  tberewithftll  gaD  marke  hir  tender  youtli. 
He  thought  not  like,  that  vnder  such  afaoe 
She  could  conuey  the  treasou  of  vntrath: 
Whereby  he  vowed  (alas  tlie  more  his  ruth) 
To  seme  this  saynt  for  terine  of  all  his  life, 
JLo  here  both  roote  and  rind  of  all  his  strife. 

f  cannot  nowe  in  louing  temnes  displaye 
His  suite,  bis  seniice,  nor  his  sorie  fare: 
His  obseruannoes,  nor  his  queynt  aray, 
His  skalding  sighes,  nor  yet  his  cooling  care, 
His  waytiog  still  to  snatch  htmselfe  in  snare^ 
I  can  not  write  what  was  his  sweetest  sonre, 
For  I  my  selfe  was  neuer  Paramoore. 

Bat  to  condode,  much  worth  in  litle  writte. 
The  highest -flying  hauke  will  stoupe  ^t  teste, 
The  v^iidest  beast  is  drawne  with  hungrye  bitte. 
To  eate  a  horalye  bayte  some  times  in  hast 
The  pricke  of  kinde  can  neuer  be  vnplasu^ 
And  so  it  seemed  by  this  dayntye  dame, 
Whome  he  at  last  with  labour  did  reclame. 

And  when  he  had  with  mirk«»l  payne  procured 
The  calme  consent  of  hir  vnweldie  will, 
When  he  had  hir  byfaith  and  troth  assured. 
To  like  him  beste,  and  aye  to  loue  him  still. 
When  fansie  had  of  flatterie  fedde  his  fill, 
I  not  discerne  to  tell  my  tale  aright, 
What  man  but  he  had  eucr  such  delight  > 

The  lingnog  dayes  be  spent  iu  trifling  toyes. 
To  whette  the  tooles  which  carued  his  cuntente: 
The  poastiiig  nightes  he  past  in  pleasing  ioyos, 
Wearing  the  webbe  which  loue  to  him  had  leote: 
In  such  a  pinfolde  were  his  pleasures  pent 
That  selde  he  could  hir  company  escliewe, 
Or  leaoe  such  lookes  as  might  his  sport'  renewc. 

But  if  by  force  he  forced  were  to  parte, . 
Then  migbte  you  see  howe  fansie  fedde  his  miade, 
Then  all  alone  be  mused  on  his  maite. 
All  company  seemde  then  (but  hirs)  vnkind: 
Then  sent  he  tokens  true  loue  for  to  bind. 
Then  wrote  be  letters,  lines  and  louing  layes, 
96  to  beguile  his  absent  doleful!  dayes. 

.-  And  since  I  know  as  others  eake  can  teN, 
What  skyll  he  had,  and  howe  he  could  cnditCr 
Me  thtnkes  I  cannot  better  doe  than  well, 
Tq  set  dovne  here,  his  ditties  of  deVyght, 
For  so  at  least  1  maye  my  selfe  acquite, 
And  vaunt  to  sbewe  some  verses  yet  vnknowna. 
Well  worthy  prayye  thongh  none  of  them  myne 
owne. 

No  force  for  that,  take  you  them  as  they  be-, 
Since  mine  emprice  is  but  to  make  report: 
Anagine  then,  before  you  that  yon  see 
A  wight  bewitcht  in  many  a  subtile  sort, 
A  Louer  lodgd  in  pleasures  princely  port. 
Vaunting  in  verse  what  ioyes  he  dyd  possesse, 
His  triumphes  here  I  thinke  wyll'shewe  no  lesse. 

lUH  BARTRObWEW  Dig  FIRIT  TRIUMPH B. 

Rbsigne  king  Priams  sonnes,  that  princes  were 

in  Troy,  [more  of  ioy : 

Itesignc  to  me  your  happy  dayes,  and  boast  no 

«  Lacke.. 


Syr  Paris  first  fttaud  fortb  make  ttmsvere  ftr  ^y 

pbeare. 

And  if  thou  canst  defead  bir  canse,  wbome  Troy 

did  bye  so  dears:  [beare  aome  blame, 

What?   blush  not  man,  "be  boM,  attlMMigli  tb«« 

Tell  tmtb  at  last,  and  so  be  sore  to  sane  tby  selfe 

firom  shame. 
Then  gentle  Sheapbeaid  say:  what  madnesae  dyd 

thee  moue,  [for  tby  looe^ 

To  choose  of  all  the  flowers  in  Greece,  foiile  Uekene 
Needs  must  I  coumpt  hir  foole,  wboae  first  fratea 

were  foriorne? 
Although  she  solde  hir  seconde  chafle,  abooe  tbtf 

price  of  come. 
Alas,  shee  made  of  thee,  a  noddye  for  the  noooe. 
For  Menelaus  lost  hir  twise,  though   tbon  bir 

foundst  but  once.  [peece. 

But  yet  if  in  (bine  eye,  shee  seemde  a  peerelesse 
Aske  Theseus  the  mighty  Duke,  wlwt  towns  she 

knew  ill  Greece?  [sire, 

Aske  him  what  made  hir  leaue  hir  wofoll  aged 
And  steale  to  Athens  gyglot  like r  what?  what  but 

foule  desire? 
Alas  poore  Paris  thou  didst  nothinc  elae  but  gleaae,r 
The  partched  eares  which  be  cast  by,  when  be  bad 

reaped  cleane: 
He  sliude  the  gentle  sUppe,  which  could  both  twnt 

and  twind,  [caoK  behind. 

And  growing  lefk  the  broken  braunch,  for  the  that 
Yet  hast  thou  fild  the  world  with  brute,  (the  mora 

thy  blame,)  [sUtely  dame, 

And  sayest,  that  Hellens  bewty  past  each  tithet 
For  profe  thou  canst  alledge  the  tast  of  ten  year* 

^arre,  [Greece  and  Troy  to  iarre 

And  how  hir  blazing  beames  first  brooght  both 
N(r  no,  thou  art  deceiude,  the  drugs  of  foule  despitP, 
Did  worke  in  Menelaus  will,  not  los^  of  auch  dc- 

lightc,  [daio. 

Not  loue,  but  lothsome  hate,  not  dolour,  but  dis- 
Did  make  him  selfe  a  sharpe  renege,  til  both  his 

foes  were  slain. 
Thy  brother  Troylus  eke,  that  gemme  of  gentle 

deedes,  [Ueedes: 

To  thinke  howe  he  abused  was,  alas  my  heart  it 
He  bet  about  the  bushe,  whiles  other  canght  tbt 

birds, 
Wbome  crafty  Gresside  mockt  to  mnche,  yet  fcde 

him  still  with  words.  [eproog  rose, 

And  god  he  knoweth  not  I,  who  pluckt  hir  first 
Since  Loll  ins  and  Chaucer  both,  make  doiri»t  vpoa 

that  glose; 
fiut  this  1  knowe  to  well,  and  he  to  farre  it  felte, 
How  Diomede  vndid  his  knots,  and  caught  both 

brooch  and  belt, 
And  how  she  chose  to  change,.and  how  she  chanced 

still,  •  [iriil. 

And  how  she  cTycd  leaper  like,  against  hirlooen 
Content  yon  then  good  knightes,  your  tnompbeto 

resigne, 
Confesse  your  starres  both  dimme  and  daike, 

wheras  my  sunne  doth  shine: 
For  tliis  I  dare  avow,  without  vaunt  be  it  told. 
My  derling  is  more  faire  than  she,  for  whome  proul 

Troy  was  solde.  [cof. 

More  constant  to  conteyue,  than  Ci«sside  to  be 
No  Calcas  can  coatriue  the  craft,  to  traine  hir  out 

of  1  rove, 
No  Diomede  can  drawe  hir  setlW  harte  to  chaose; 
No  madding  m^ode  can  moue  hir  mind^  nor  make 

hir  thodihtes  to  range. 
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For  hir  aldlie  It  li,  f htt  CupHe  blindfoMtf  goes, 
Aoddar^notlookd  for  feara  least  he  bis  llbertie 

'hoiild  loose;  ^^  -•. 

/t  hir  dame  Venu!!  chafes,  and  pines  in  ielowsie, 
l€m.-t  bloudjr  Mars  ihould  hir  espie,  and  cbang 

bis  fiiDtasie, 
Of  hir  the  2uene  of  Heauen  ddth  stand  in  dread- 

fall  doobt,  (and  bir  ont. 

l^ft  hme  sbonld  melte  in  drops  of  gold,  if  once  he 
Ob  that  my  tonge  bad  skill,  to  tell  hir  pmyse 

•"Kht, 
Or  that  my  pen  hir  due  desertes,  in  worthy  verse 

ur  thtt  mv  mtnde  conid  mnse^orbapple  heart  con- 
ifome  words  that  might  resound  bir  worth,  by  high 

Minernas  leaue.  fbrest, 

Oh  how  the  blooming  ioyes,  do  blossome  in  my 
io  ifaiok  withm  toy  secret  thought,  how  far  she 

steines  the  rest. 
Me  thinkes  I  heare  hir  speake^  me  thinkes  I  see 

hiri.tin,  [hir  will. 

Methmken  Ifcele  bir  feelingly,  me  thinkes  1  know 
Me  tbrokes  1 1««  the  states  which  sue  to  hir  for 

grace,  [all  apace, 

Me  thinkes  f  see  one  looke  of  h\n  repulse  them 
Mc  thinkffs  thai  boure  is  yet,  and  euermore  shall 
.         .^»  [(ace  to  see : 

^herein  my  happie  bappe  was  first,  hir  beauenly 
wherein  1  spide  the  writte,  Which  woond  betweene 
.    .     A'«'«yne,  [thine. 

And  rayd  behold,  be  bold,  for  I,  am  borne  to  be  but 
Me  thinks  1  feele  the  ioyes,  which  neuer  yet  were 

MHt, 

Whomc  flame  before  yet  neuer  toucbt,  me  thinks 

I  fcele  them  mdt. 

Ona  word  and  there  an  end,  me  thinks  she  is  the 

^     snnne,  [world  were  done. 

Which  only  sbineth  now  a  daies,  she  dead,  the 

rhe  rest  are  twinkling  starres,  or  Moones  which 

borow  light. 
To  comfort  other  carefull  soules,  wbicb  wander  in 

the  ni^ht  [bee, 

Ind  nt^t  God  knowes  it  is,  where  other  Ladies 
for  sure  my  dame  adomes  the  day,  there  is  no 

suane  bat  shee.  [strange, 

rhen  louers  by  yuur  leaue,  and  thinke  it  nothing 
lltbongh  I  seme  with  calme  content,  in  seas  of 

ioyes  to  range: 
'or  wby,  my  sailes  bane  found  both  wind  and 

wttues  at  «7^U,  [trauell  ityll 

Ittd  deptfiea  of  all  delightes  in  hir,  with  whome  ] 
knd  ancofs  being  wayed,  1  leaue  you  all  at  large, 
o  stcBre  this  secroelye  Shippe  my  selfe,  suche  is 

my  mistresse  charge. 

Fato  non  fbrtnna. 

DAN   BiUtTROLMEW  HIS  SECOHD  TRTUMPHB. 

Fyb  plessare  fye,  thou  doyest  me  with  delight. 
hott  fylat  my  mouth  with  sweete  meates  ouer* 

much, 
wallow-e  atyll  in  ioye  both  daye  and  night« 
deeme,  I  dreamc,  I  doe,  I  taste,  I  touch: 
o  thing  but  all  that  smelles  of  perfiect  blisse, 
fe  pieaante  fye,  1  cannot  like  of  this. 

To  taste  (aometimes)  a  balte  of  bytter  gall, 

>  drinlce  a  draught  of  sower  Ale  (some  season) 

>  eate  bitywne  bread  with  homely  handes  in  Hall, 
9th  much  encrease  mciis  ^petites  by  reason: 


And  makes  the  sweete  more  sugi^  {hat  ensewes. 
Since  mindes  of  men  do  styll  seeke  after  newes. 

The  pampred  horse  is  seldome  seene  in  breathy 
Whose  maunger  makes  his  greace  (oftimes)  td 

melt. 
The  crammed  Fowie  comes  qoickly  to  his  death* 
Such  coldes  they  catche  in  hottest  happes  thai 

swelt. 
And  I  (much  like)  in  pleasure  scawled  styll. 
Doe  feare  to  startie  although  I  feede  my  filL 

It  might  suffice  that  lone  hath  built  his  bowrei 
Betwene  my  Ladies  liuely  shyning  eyes. 
It  were  inongh  that  Sewties  Aiding  flowre: 
Qrowes  euer  freshe  with  her  in  beauenly  wise< 
It  had  bene  well  that  shee  werfe  faire  of  fiice, 
And  yet  not  robbe  all  other  Dames  of  grace. 

T6  muse  iii  minde,  how  wise,  how  fisire,  hoW 
good,  rtniei 

How  braue,  howe  franke,  how  cnrteous,  ana  how 
My  Ladys  Is:  doth  but  inflame  my  blood. 
With  humois  such,  as  byd  my  beidth  adue. 
Since  bappe  alwaies  when  it  is  dombe  on  bye, 
Doth  &II  full  lowe,  though  earst  it  reacbta  thtf 
Skye. 

Lo  pleasure  lo,  lo  thu«  t  leade  a  lifSs, 
That  laughes  fbr  ioye,  and  trembleth  (Xt  ior  dready 
Thy  panges  are  such  as  call  for  changes  knife. 
To  cut  the  twist^orelse  to  stretch  the  thread. 
Which  holdes  yfoere  the  bdndell  of  my  blisse^ 
Fye  pleasure  fye,  I  dare  not  tnist  to  thisi 
Fato  non  fortnna. 

DAH  BARTH0LMSWI8  Hll  TBIRO  tVOVUPaM, 
Yv  eoer  man  yet  found  the  batheof  perlbet  bUssejf 
Then  swimme  1  now  amid  the  seas  where  nought 

but  pleasure  is. 
I  loue  and  am  beloued,  without  taunt  be  it  tolde« 
Of  one  more  fiatire  then  she  of  Greece,  fbr  whom^ 

proud  Troy  was  soMe. 
As  bountifuU  and  good  as  Cleopatra  Sueene, 
As  constant  as  Penelope,  mto  her  make  was  seene« 
What  would  yon  more?  my  penne,  vnable  is  to 

write. 
The  least  desert  that  seemes  to  shine  withui  tUi  . 

worthy  wight.  [on  hyt^ 

So  that  (for  nowe^  I  ceasse  with  handes  helde  tp 
And  crane  of  God  that  when  1  chaunge,  1  may  bo 

forst  to  dye. 

Fato  non  Fortuna. 

THB  RBPOATUI. 

ThesB  vaunting  verses  with  a  many  mo, 
(To  his  mishap)  haue  come  vnto  my  bandei» 
Whereof  the  rest  (bicause  he  sayled  so. 
In  braggers  boate  which  set.  it  selfe  on  sandeSy 
And  brought  him  eke  fest  bound  in  foUyes  bsLnds) 
Of  curteaie  I  keepe  them  from  your  sight. 
Let  these  suffice  which  of  my  selfe  1  write. 

The  hi|(be8t  tree  that  euer  yet  could  groHrei 
Although  fbll  fayre  it  florisht  for  a  season, 
Founde  yet  at  last  some  fiiU  to  bring  it  lowe. 
This  olde  sayd  sawe  is  (God  he  knoweth)  noi 
geason:  [ioil* 

For  trhen  things  ptfsse  the  reach  and  bounds  of  reg^= 
They  fall  ait  last,  although  they  stand  a  time. 
And  bruse  the  morsi  te  bighsr  that  they  dlioa. 
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So  Bartbolmew  vnto  bit  piiine  dyd  proue. 
For  when  he  thought  hit  hap  to  be  mott  hye. 
And  that  he  oncly  reapt  the  fniictet  of  louc. 
And  that  be  twelt  in  all  pioqperitie, 
Hi's  comfort  chauoged  to  calamitie: 
And  though  1  doe  him  wrong  to  tell  the  tame. 
Yet  reade  it  you,  and  let  me  beare  the  blaroe. 

The  Saint  he  teru'd  became  a  craftie  deuill. 
His  goddetse  to  an  IdoU  seemde  to  chaunge^ 
Thus  at!  his  good  transformed  mto  euill. 
And  euery  loy  to  raging  griefe  dyd  raunge: 
Which  Metamorphosis  was  maruels  straunge: 
Yet  shall  you  seidome  otherwise  it  proue, 
Where  wicked  Lust  doth  beare  the  name  of  Loue. 

This  sodaine  chaunge  when  tie  began  to  spye, 
And  colde  suspect  into  his  minde  had  crept. 
He  bouns't  and  bet  his  bead  tormentingly, 
And  from  all  company  him  selfe  he  kept, 
Wherby  so  farre  in  stormes  of  strife  he  stept. 
That  nowe  he  seemed  an  Image  not  a  roan. 
His  eyes  so  dead,  his  colour  wart  so  wan. 

And  I  which  alwayes  beare  him  great  good  wyll, 
(Althottfrh  1  knew  the  cause  of  all  his  griefe» 
And  what  had  trainde  and  tysed  him  theretyll, 
And  plaine  to  speake,  what  moued  his  miscbiefe) 
Yet  since  I  sought  to  ease  him  with  reliefer 
I  dyd  become  importunate  to  knowe,         [growe. 
The  secreete  cause  whereon  this  grudge  should 

At  last  with  much  ado,  his  trembling  tonge, 
BewT«yde  theflect  of  his  mwylling  wyll, 
Which  here  to  tell  since  it  were  all  to  longe. 
And  I  therewith  too  barren  am  of  skyll. 
And  trouble  you  with  tedious  tydinges  styll. 
Content  yon  now  to  heare  himselfe  rehparse. 
His  strange  affectes  in  his  lamenting  verse. 

Which  verse  he  wrote  at  Bathe  (a?  earst  was 
sayd) 
And  there  1  sawe  him  when  he  wrote  the  same, 
I  sawe  htm  there  with  many  moanes  dismaide, 
I  sawe  him  there  both  firyse  and  flashe  in  flame, 
I  sawe  him  green*d  when  others  made  good  game: 
And  so  appeareth  by  his  darke  discourse. 
The  which  to  rcade  I  craue  your  iust  remorse. 

DAH  BAftTHOLM  IWn  DOLOROUS  mtCOORSIS. 

f  HAVE  entreated  care  to  cut  the  thread. 
Which  all  to  long  hath  held  my  lingring  life,    . 
And  here  aloofe  nowe  haue  1  hyd  my  head^ 
From  company  thereby  to  stint  my  strife. 
This  solitarye  place  doth  please  me  best. 
Where  1  may  weare  my  wylling  mind  with  moaiie. 
And  where  the  sighes  which  boyle  out  of  my  brest. 
May  skald  my  heart,  and  yet  the  cause  vnknowne,^ 
All  this  I  doe,  for  thee  my  sweetest  sowre. 
For  whome  (of  yore)  I  counted  uot  of  care. 
For  whome  with  hungrie  lawes  I  dyd  deuoure, 
The  secrete  baite  which  lurked  in  the  snare: 
For  whome  I  thought  all  forreine  pleasures  paine. 
For  whonie  againe,  all  paine  dyd  pleasure  seeme. 
But  onely  thine,  I  found  all  fansies  vainc. 
But  onely  thine,  I  dyd  no  dolours  deeme. 
Such  was  the  rage,  that  whilome  dyd  possesse, 

"nd: 


Thf  priuie  comers  of  my  mazed  min< 
When  bote  desire,  dyd compt  those  tormentes  lesse. 
Which  gaind  the  gaze  that  dyd  my  freedome  bindt 
And  now  (wHh  care)  1  can  record  those  da  yes. 
And  call  to  nind  the  quiet  lyfe  1  lad,    ' 


OASCOIGNErS  POEMS. 

Before  I  ftn*  beheld  tby  golden  nyof. 

When  thine  Tutruetb  yet  troubled  Mt  ny  1«^. 

Remember  thoa,  as  I  can  not  forget, 

Howe  I  had  laydc,  both  loue,  and  loA  aade^ 

And  howe  t  had  my  fixed  fimcie  scAy 

In  constant  vowe,  for  euer  to  abide. 

The  bitter  proofe  of  paoges  in  pltrasore  past. 

The  GosUye  tast,  of  bony  mist  with  gali: 

The  painted  heauen,  which  tornde  to  hell  at  lasL 

The  freedome  &inde,  which  brought  nse  but  to 

thrall. 
The  lingring.sute,  well  fed  with  fivshe  delayes. 
The  wasted  vowes  which  fled  with  eoery  wirnk: 
The  restlesae  nightes,  to  purchase  pleaaing  dayes» 
The  toyliog  daiea  to  please  my  restlease  miode. 
All  these  (with  mo]  had  brused  so  my  brest. 
And  graft  such  grefe  within  my  groning  heart. 
That  had  I  left  Dame  fonsie  and  the  rest. 
To  greener  yeeres,  which  might  endure  the  smait. 
My  wearie  bones  did  beare  away  the  slcaiTes, 
Of  many  a  wound  receiued  by  disdaine: 
So  that  I  found  the  fruite  of  all  those  wanes. 
To  be  nought  else  hut  panges  of  wkiMiweB  paine. 
And  nowe  mine  eyes  were  shut  from  soeh  deligfat» 
By  fanaie  faint,  my  bote  desires  were  coMe, 
When  cruell  hap,  presented  to  my  sight. 
The  maydens  face»  in  yeeres  which  were  not  oldft 
I  thinke  the  Goddesse  of  reueage  deuisde. 
So  to  bee  wreackt  on  my  rebelling  wyll, 
Bicause  I  had  in  youtbfull  yeeres  di^tade. 
To  taste  the  baites,  which  tyste  my  fonsie  stylL 
Howe  so  it  were,  Qod  knowes,  I  cannot  tell : 
But  if  I  lyct  you  Heauens,  the  plague  be  mine^ 
I  sawe  no  sooner,  how  delight  dyd  dwell 
Betweene  those  litle  iufantes  eyes  of  thine, 
But  straight  a  sparkling  cole  of  quicke  desive^ 
Dyd  kindle  flame  within  my  frozen  heart. 
And  yelding  fausie  softly  blewe  the  fire. 
Which  since  hath  bene  the  cause  of  all  my  snait. 
What  neede  I  say  ?  thy  selfe  for  me  can  swcaie, 
Howe  much  I  tendred  thee  in  tender  yeares: 
Thy  life  was  then  to  me  (God  knowes)  full  dears. 
My  life  to  thee  is  light,  as  nowe  appeares. 
I  loued  the  first,  and  shall  do  to  my  last. 
Thou  flattredst  first,  and  so  thou  wouldst  do  styll: 
For  loue  of  thee  full  many  paincs  I  past. 
For  deadly  hate  thou  seekest  me  to  kylL 
I  cannot  nowe,  with  manly  tongue  rehearse. 
How  sone  that  melting  mind  of  thine  dyd  yelde^ 
I  shame  to  write,  in  this  waymentiag  Terse, 
With  howe  small  fight,  I  vanquisht  thee  in  fieUc: 
But  Csesar  he,  which  all  the  world  sobdade. 
Was  neuer  yet  so  proode  of  Victorye, 
Nor  Hanyball,  with  martiall  feates  eodude. 
Dyd  so  much  please  himselfe  in  pollicie. 
As  I  (poore  1)  dyd  seeme  to  triumphe  then. 
When  first  1  got  the  Bnlwarkes  of  thj  biest. 
With  bote  Alarmes  I  comforted  my  men. 
In  formost  ranke  I  stoode  before  the  rest. 
And  shooke  my  flagge,  not  all  to  shewe  ny  foree^ 
But  that  thou  mightst  thereby  perceiue  ray  minds: 
Askaunoes  *  lo,  nowe  coulde  I  kyll  thy  ooroe. 
And  yet  my  life  is  Tuto  thee  resinde. 
Well  let  this  passe,  and  diinke  Tppon  the  ioye. 
The  mutuall  loue,  the  confidence,  the  trast. 
Whereby  we  both  abandoned  annoye. 
And  fisd  our  mindes  with  fruites  of  louely  lost 
Thinke  on  the  Tythe,  of  kysses  got  by  i 


*  As  who  should  laj. 
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or  fveete  eatbtacfciirei  thorteded  by  fesre. 
ReBember  that  wbicb  did  maintaine  our  belth, 
Alas  alas  wby  vboulda  I  name  it  bere. 
And  in  the  midst  of  ail  tbose  bappie  dayes. 
Do  not  forget  the.cbauiigcs  of  ny  cbaunce. 
When  in  tbe  depth  of  many  wayirarde  wayes, 
I  onely  sought,  what  oiii^bt  thy  state  aduaunce. 
Tbott  must  con&sse  bow  much  I  carde  for  thee^ 
When  of  my  selfe,  I  carde  not  for  my  selfe. 
And  when  my  bap  was  in  roisbappes  to  be, 
Esteemd  tbee  more,  than  al  tbe  worldly  pelfe. 
Mine  abeente  tboogbtes  did  beate  on  thee  alone. 
When  thou  badkt   found  afond  and  newfound 

choice: 
For  lacke  of  thee  I  sunke  in  endlesse  mone,* 
When  tbou  in  cbannge  didst  tumble  and  reioyce. 

0  mighty  goddes  ne^es  must  I  honor  yo4, 
Needes  must  I  iu^e  your  iodgmentes  to  be  iofty 
Bicause  she  did  for  sake  bim  that  was  true. 
And  with  false  loue,  did  cloke  a  foined  luste. 

By  high  decrees,,  you  ordajmed  tbe  chaunge, 

To  light  on  such,  as  she  must  needes  mislihe, 

A  roeete  rewarde  for  such  as  like  to  launge. 

When  foasiea  foioe>  their  feeble  fleshe  dotb  strike. 

Bat  did  1  then  gine  brydle  to  thy  foil, 

Tbou  bead  strong  thou  accuse  me  if  thou  can? 

Did  I  not  hazard  lone  yea  life  and  all, 

To  warde  thy  will,  from  that  Tnworthy  manf 

And  when  by  toyle  I  trauayled  to  finde. 

The  secrete  causes  of  thy  madditig  moode, 

1  found  naqght  else  but  tricks  of  Cressides  kinde. 
Which  playnly  pronde,  that  thou  weartof  hir  blond. 
1  found  that  absent  Troylus  was  forgot. 

When  Dyomede  bad  got  both  brooch  and  belt. 
Both  i^loue  and  hand,  yea  harte  and  all  god  wot. 
When  absent  Troylus  did  in  sorowes  swelt. 
These  tricks  (with  mo)  tbou  knowst  thy  self  I 

found. 
Which  nowe  are  needelesse  here  for  to  reherse, 
Unlesse  it  were  to  toucbe  a  tender  wound. 
With  corosiues  my  panting  heart  to  perse. 
Bat  as  the  Hounde  is  counted  little  worth. 
Which  gioeth  ouer  for  a  losse  or  twaine. 
And  cannot  find  the  meaoes  to  single  forth. 
The  stricken  Dcare  which  doth  in  heard  reroaine: 
Or  as  the  kindly  Spaniel  I  which  hath  sprong 
The  prety  Pnrtricbe,  for  the  Falcons  flight. 
Doth  neuer  spare  but  thrusts  the  thomes  among. 
To  bring  this  byrd  yet  once  againe  to  sight. 
And  thoqgh  be  knowe  by  pruofe  (yea  dearely 

bought) 
That  selde  or  neuer,  for  his  owne  auaite. 
This  wearie  worke  of  his  in'Tsine  is  wrought, 
Tet  spares  he  not  but  labors  tooth  and  nayle. 
So  labonl  I  to  sane  thy  wandring  shtppe. 
Which  reckelese  then,  was  mnning  on  the  rockes. 
And  though  I  saw  thee  seeme  to  hang  the  lyppe. 
And  set  my  great  good  wyll,  as  light  as  floekes: 
Yet  Iiauld  I  in,  the  mayne  sheate  of  the  minde. 
And  stayed  thy  course  by  ancors  of  aduioe, 
1  woon  thy  wyll  into  a  better  vinde. 
To  saue  thy  ware,  which  was  of  precious  price. 
And  when  I  bad  so  harbored  thy  Barke, 
la  happy  baueo,  which  saufer  was  than  Douer, 
The  Admyrall,  which  knewe  it  by  the  marke, 
Streight  challengde  all,  and  sayd  tbou  wert  a 
Then  was  I  forst  in  thy  behalfe  to  pleade,  [roner. 
Yea  so  I  dyd,  the  Judge  can  saye  no  lesse, 
And  whiles  in  toyle,  this  lothsome  life  I  leadoy 
Camcit  tbon  thy  sdfo  tba  faulta  far  to  «onfcss«, 


And  downe  on  knee  before  Iby  crnett  foe^ 
Dydst  pardon  craue,  accusing  me  for  all. 
And  saydst  I  was  the  cause,  that  thou  dicbt  uOf 
And  that  I  spoone  the  thred  of  all  thy  thrall. 
Not  so  content,  thou  furthermore  didst  sweare 
That  of  thy  seUe  thou  neuer  ment  to  swerue. 
For  proofe  wherof  tbou  didst  the  colours  weare^ 
Which  might  bewray,  what  saint  thou  ment  t&' 
And  that  thy  blood  was  sacrificed  eke,       [serues^ 
To  manyfest  thy  stedfast  martjrrd  mynde. 
Till  I  perforce,  constraynd  thee  for  to  seeke^ 
These  raging  iseas,  aduentnres  thereto  finde. 
Alas,  alas,  and  out  alas  for  me, 
Who  am  enforced,  thus  for  to  repeate    - 
The  folse  reports  and  doked  guyles  of  tbee, 
Whereon  (to  oft). my  resUesse  thoughts  do  beate#^ 
But  thus  it  was,  and  thus  God  knowes.  it  is. 
Which  when  I  founde  by  playneand  perfect  proofe. 
My  musjng  minde  then  thought  it  not  amisse^ 
To  shrinke  aside,  lamenting  all  aloofe. 
And  so  to  beate  my  simple  sbiftlesse  brayne. 
For  some  deuice,  that  might  redeeme  thy  staite, 
Lo  here  the  cause,  for  why  I  take  this  payne, 
Lo  how  I  lone  the  wight  which  me  doth  bates 
Lo  thus  I  lye,  and  restlesse  rest  in  Bathe, 
Whereas  1  bathe  not  now  in  blisse  pardie. 
But  boyle  in  Bale  and  skamble  thus  iu  skathe, 
Bycause  1  thinke  on  thine  vnconstancie. 
And  wylt  thou  knowe  howe  here  I  spend  my  time. 
And  howe  I  drawe  my  dayes  in  dolours  styll? 
Then  staye  a  while:  giue  eare  vnto  my  rime^ 
So  sbalt  thou  know  the  weight  of  all  my  wyll. 
When  Titan  is  constrained  to  forsake. 
His  Lemans  couche,  and  dymeth  to  bis  carte. 
Then  I  b^n  tu  languishe  for  thy  sake. 
And  with  a  sighe,  which  maye  bewray  my  smarte. 
I  cleare  mine  eyes  wbome  gumme  of  teares  had 
And  vp  on  luote  I  set  my  ghostly  corse,   [glewed. 
And  when  the  stony  walles  haue  oft  renewed. 
My  pittious  plaiotes,  with  Ecchoes  of  reinorce^ 
1*hen  dee  I  crye  and  call  vpon  thy  name. 
And  thus  I  saye,  thou  curst  and  croell  botbe, 
Beholde  the  man,  which  taketh  griefe  fur  game. 
And  loueth  them,  which  most  his  name  doe  lotbe. 
Behold  the  man  which  euer  truely  ment. 
And  yet  accusde  as  aucthour  of  thine  yll. 
Behold  the  man,  which  all  his  life  hath  spent 
To  seme  thy  selfe,  and  aye  to  worke  thy  wyllc 
Behold  the  roan,  which  onely  for  thy  loue, 
Dyd  lone  hiroselfe,  whome  else  be  set  but  light: 
Behold  the  man,  whose  blood  (for  thy  beboue) 
Was  euer  prest  to  shed  it  selfe  outright. 
And  canst  tbou  nowe  condemne  his  loyaltie: 
And  canst  thou  craft  to  flatter  such  a  friend  ? 
And  canst  thou  see  him  sincke  in  ieoperdie? 
And  canst  thou  seeke  to  bring  bis  life  to  ende^ 
Is  this  the  right  reward  for  such  desart? 
Is  this  the  fruite  of  seede  so  timely  sowne? 
Is  this  the  price,  appointed  for  his  part? 
Shall  trueth  be  thus  by  treason  ouerthrowne? 
Then  ferewell  foith,  thou  art  no  womans  phesne: 
And  with  that  word  1  staye  my  tongue  in  time. 
With  rolling  eyes  I  loke  about  eache  where. 
Least  any  man  should  heare  my  rauing  rime. 
And  all  in  rage,  enraged  as  I  am, 
I  take  my  sheet?,  my  slippers  and  my  Gowne, 
And  in  the  Bathe  from  whence  but  late  I  came, 
I  cast  my  selfe  in  dollonrs  there  to  drowne. 

t  These  thinges  are  mistical  and  not  to  bee  tH" 
derstoode  bat  by  Tbaoctbonr  bim  seUn* 
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There  all  alcriie  1  eko  my  selfe  eonveye, 

Bito  some  corner  where  I  sit  vmeene, 

And  to  my  selfe  (there  nttked)  cau  I  laye,  [bene. 

Behold  these  braunefiiine  armes  which  ODOe  bane 

Xnt  large  and  Instie,  able  for  to  fight,       [knowes 

Kowe  are   they  weake,  and  wearishe   Qod  he 

Unable  now  to  daant  the  fowle  despight| 

Which  is  presented  by  my  cmel  foes. 

My  thighes  are  thiO)  my  body  lanck  and  leane, 

It  hath  no  bumbast  now,  bat  Hkin  and  bones: 

And  on  mine  £lbowe  as  1  lye  and  leane, 

I  see  a  trustie  token  for  the  nonet.^. 

I  spie  a  bracelet  bonnde  about  mine  arme, 

tVliich  to  my  sbaddowc  seemetb  thas  to  saye, 

tt  Beleeue  not  ine:  for  I  wax  bat  a  Charmey" 

TPo  mako  thee  sleepe,  when  others  went  to  playe. 

And  as  1  gaze  thns  galded  all  with  griefe, 

I  fiiide  it  fazed  almost  quite  in  snnder, 

Then  thinke  I  thus:  thus  wasteth  my  relive, 

And  though  I  fadi*,  yet  to  the  world,  no  wonder. 

tar  as  this  lace,  by  ley  sore  leanies  to  weore, 

Soiftost  I  faint,  euen  as  the  CaiKlle  wadteth, 

Theae  thoughts  (deere  sweet)  within  my  brest  1 

.beare, 
And  to  my  long  home,  thus  my  life  it  basteth. 
Herewith  1  teelc*  the  droppes  of  sweltring  sweate. 
Which  trickle  downe  my  face,  enforced  so. 
And  in  my  body  feele  I  lykewise  beate, 
A  boniing  heart  which  tosseth  too  aiid  fro. 
Thus  all  in  flames  I  sinderlyke  consume. 
And  were  it  not  that  waohope  lendes  roe  wynde, 
Sonne  might  1  fret  my  faryes  all  in  fome. 
And  lyke  a  Ghost  my  ghost  his  graue  might  finde. 
But  fry  sing  hope  doth  bio  we  ful  in  my  foce. 
And  colde  of  cares  becommes  my  cordial  1, 
So  that  I  styl  endure  that  yrksome  place. 
Where  sorrowe  seethes  to  skalde  my  skinne  withal. 
And  when  from  thence  or  company  me  driens. 
Or  weary  woes  do  make  me  change  my  seate, 
Then  in  my  bed  my  restlesse  paines  reuiues, 
tJntil  my  fellowes  call  me  downe  to  meate. 
And  when  I  ryse,  my  corpse  for  to  araye, 
I  take  the  glasse,  sometimes  (but  not  for  pride, 
For  Qod  he  knowes  my  minde  is  not  so  gaye) 
But  for  I  wouM  in  comely nesse  abyde: 
t  take  the  glasse,  wherein  I  secme  to  see, 
^  8och  wythred  wrinckles  and  so  fowle  disgrace, 
That  lytle  maruaile  seemeth  it  to  mce, 
Though  thou  so  well  dydst  like  the  noble  faee^ 
The  noble  face  was  faire  and  freshe  of  hewe, 
My  wrinckled  face  is  fowle  and  fadeth  fast: 
The  noble  face  was  rnto  thee  but  newe, 
My  wrinckled  face  is  olde  and  eleane  outcast: 
Tbe  noble  face  might  moue  thee  with  delight. 
My  wrinckled  face  could  neuer  please  thine  eye 
Loe  thus  of  crime  I  couet  thee  to  quite. 
And  styll  accuse  my  selfe  of  Surcuydry :  ' 
As  one  that  am  vnworthy  to  enioye, 
The  lasting  fruite  of  sughe  a  loue  as  thine. 
Thus  am  I  tickled  styll  with  euery  toye. 
And  when  my  Fellowes  call  me  downe  to  dyne, 
No  chaunge  of  meate  proookes  mine  appetite, 
Nor  sauce  can  senie  to  taste  my  meates  withall, 
Then  I  deuise  the  iuyce  of  grapes  to  digbt, 
For  Sugar  and  for  Sinamou  I  call, 
For  Ginger,  Grain-'!*,  and  for  erhe  other  spice, 
Wheirewith  I  mixe  the  noble  Wine  apace. 
My  Fellowes  prayse  the  depth  of  my  deuise. 
And  «aye  it  is  as  good  as  lppocrace4. 

4  Another  misterie. 


As  Ippocmoe ttye  !^  mdthen  t gvdft. 
My  ttynting  lymmea  straight  foil  into  a  some^ 
Before  the  taste  of  Ippocrace  is  felt. 
The  naked  name  in  dolloars  doth  mee  drowae, 
For  then  I  call  vnto  my  tfaaUed  myode. 
That  Ippoerace  hath  bene  thy  daylye  drinkr. 
That  Ippociace  hath  walkt  with  euerye  winde, 
In  hottels  that  were  fylled  to  the  brinke. 
With  Ippoerace  thou  haoquetedst  fall  ofte. 
With  Ippoerace  thou  madat  thy  selfe  foil  merry^ 
Such  cheere  hah  set  thy  new  loue  so  alofte. 
That  olde  lone  nowe  was  scarcely  worth  a  cbenyi 
And  then  againe  I  foil  into  a  trauoce,^ 
But  when  my  breth  retumes  against  my  wyll. 
Before  my  tongue  can  tell  my  wofull  cbannce« 
I  heare  my  fellowes  how  they  whiaper  atlfl. 
One  sayth  that  Ippocrsi^  ia  eontmry, 
l^rito  my  nature  and  oomplezMMi, 
Whereby  they  lodge  that  all  my  nuaiadye, 
Was  long  of  that  by  alteration. 
An  other  sayth,  no,  no  this  nmi  is  weatosr 
And  for  su^  weake,  so  bote  thinfea  are  notbn^i 
Then  at  the  last  I  heare  no  lyar  speake. 
But  one  which  knowes  the  cause  of  mine  mrest. 
And  sayth,  this  man  is  (for  my  lifb)  in  lone. 
He  hath  receined  repulse,  or  dronke  disdaiae. 
Alas  crye  I :  and  ere  1  can  remooe^ 
Into  a  son'ne  I  sone  retume  againe^ 
Thus  driue  I  foorth,  my  doolefull  dining  titfe, 
And  trouble  others  with  my  troubles  styll. 
But  when  I  here,  the  Belt  hath  passed  prime, 
Into  the  Bathe  I  wallowe  by  my  wyll,        [griefe« 
That   there  my  teares  (Tnsene)  might  ease  mj 
For  though  I  stame  yet  hane  I  fed  my  fill, 
In  privle  panges  I  count  my  best  retife< 
And  stiil  1  strine  in  weary  woes  to  drench, 
But  when  I  plondge,  than  woe  is  at  an  ebbe, 
My  glowing  coles  ate  all  to  quicke  to  qoencbei 
And  I  (to  warme)  am  wrapped  hi  the  webbe. 
Which  makes  me  swim  against  the  wished  vsnb 
Lo  thus  (deare  wenche)  1  leade  a  lothaome  life. 
And  grcedely  I  seeke  the  givedy  gmie. 
To  make  anende  of  all  these  stormes  and  strife^ 
But  death  is  deafo,  and  heares  not  my  desire, 
So  that  my  dayes  continewe  styl  in  dole, 
And  in  my  nightes  I  liselethe  secrete  fiie, 
Which  close  in  embers,  concbetb  lyke  a  cole. 
And  in  the  daye  hath  bene  but  raked  tp. 
With  couering  ashes  of  my  company, 
Now  breakes  it  put,  and  boyles  the  earefolcspp^r 
Which  in  my  heart  doth  hang  fell  heavily. 
I  melt  in  teares,  I  sa'elt  in  chilling  sweat, 
My  swelling  heart,  breakes  with  delay  of  psioe, 
I  freeze  in  liope,  yet  bnrne  in  haste  of  heate, 
I  wishe  for  death,  and  yet  in  life  remaine. 
And  when  dead  sleepe  doth  close  my  dazded  tjth 
Then  dreadfnl  dreames  my  dolors  do  eacrease, 
Me  thinkes  I  lie  awake  in  wofnll  wise. 
And  see  thee  come,  my  sorrowes  for  to  cea«, 
Me  seemest>iousaist  (my  good)  what  meancthtbiir 
What  ayles  thee  thus  to  languish  and  lament? 
How  can  it  be  that  bathing  all  in  bKsse: 
"Such  cause  vnknowue  disquiets  thy  content? 
Thou  doest  me  wrong  to  keepe  so  close  from  i* 
The  grndge  or  criefe,  which  gripeth  now  thy  heart/ 
For  well  thou  knowest,  I  must  thy  partner  be, 
In  bale,  in  blisse,  in  solace,  and  in  smarte. 
Vlas,  alas,  these  things  I  deeme  in  dreames. 
Bat  when  mine  eyes  are  open  and  auake, 
I  see  not  thee:  where  with  the  flowiiig  stressic% 
Of  bnoishe  teares  their  wonted  floods  do  mkc 
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*hus  as  tboQ  teest  t  ipend  both  mglites  mod  dayet, 
jid  for  I  find  the  world  did  indge  me  once, 
i  witlesie  wryter  of  these  loaen  lajres, 
tmke  my  pen  and  paper  lor  the  nonce, 
laye  aside  this  foolishe  ryding  rime, 
jid  as  my  troabled  head  cao  bring  to  paste, 
thus  berway  the  torments  of  my  time: 
kais  with  my  Mase»  it  is  not  as  it  was. 
Fato  non  fbrtuna. 

THE  BZTREMITUB  OF  HIS  FASSMW. 

iutwe  the  toyes  which  tosse  my  braine^ 

and  reane  my  mind  from  quiet  rest, 
:*his  one  I  finde^  doth  there  remaine, 

to  breede  debate  within  my  brest. 
Vhcn  wo  would  worfc^to  wound  my  wyl, 

r  cannot  weepe,  nor  waile  my  fyll. 

if  y  tongve  hath  not  the  skill  to  tell, 
the  smallest  griefe  which  gripes  my  hearty 

dine  eyes  bane  not  the  power  to  swell, 
into  Such  seas  of  secrete  smart, 

riiat  will  might  melt  to  wanes  of  woe» 
and  I  m«lit  swdt  In  sorrowes  so. 

fet  shed  mine  eyes  uo  trickling  teares» 
bat  douddes  which  flowe  abundauntly^ 

Vhose  foontaioe  first  enforst  by  feares, 
found  out  the  gappe  of  ielousie. 

iod  by  that  breache,  it  soketh  so, 
that  all  my  fiuie,  is  styll  on  flowe. 

^ly  Toice  is  like  the  raging  wind, 
which  roareth  still,  and  neuer  stales, 

rhe  thonghies  which  tomble  in  my  minde, 
are  like  the  wbcele  which  whirles  ahvayes, 

!^owe  here,  nowe  there,  nowe  vp,  now  downe, 
in  depth  of  wanes,  yet  cannot  drowne. 

rhc  sighes  which  boyle  out  of  my  brest, 
■re  not  lyke  those,  which  others  vse, 

For  loners  sighes,  sometimes  take  rest, 
And  lend  their  mindes,  a  leane  to  mnse. 

Bat  mine  are  like  the  surging  Seas, 
whome  calme  nor  qniet  can  appeas. 

tod  yet  they  be  bat  sorroves  smoke, 
my  brett  the  fordge  where  fiirie  playes, 

My  panUng  heart,  yt  strikes  the  stroke, 
my  iancia  biowes  the  flame  alwaies, 

rhe  coles  are  kindled  by  desire^ 
and  Cnpide  warmes  him  by  the  fire. 

rtius  can  I  neyther  drowne  in  dole, 

nor  borne  to  ashes  though  I  wasU, 
Mine  eyes  can  neyther  quenche  the  cole, 

which  warmes  my  heart  in  all  this  hast^ 
Sor  yet  my  fancie  make  such  flame, 

that  I  may  smoulder  in  the  same. 

IVherefore  I  come  to  seeke  out  Care, 

beaeeching  him  of  curtesie, 
rb  cut  the  thread  which  cannot  wears, 

by  panges  of  snch  perplexitie. 
And  but  he  gramt  this  boone  of  mme^ 

thus  most  I  line  and  euer  pine. 
FMo  non  fortune. 

Ijd  thus  (deere  heart)  I  force  my  firantlke  Muse, 
ro  IHiine  a  terse  in  spite  of  my  despight, 
But  wbilea  I  doo  these  mlrthleese  m'*'*"  !•? » * 
Thia  rwht  eoneeite  doth  rfne  ne  mm  ••iignt. 


I  call  to  mtnde  howe  mAity  loaihg  layet, 
Howe  many  Sonets,  and  how  many  songet , 
I  dyd  deuise  within  those  happie  dayes. 
When  yel  my  wyU  had  not  receiued  wronges. 
All  which  were  eosrmore  regarded  so. 
That  litle  fmite  I  seemd  thereby  to  reape, 
Bnt  rather  when  I  had  bewrayed  my  woe« 
Thy  lone  was  light,  and  lusted  styli  to  leap«. 
The  rimes  which  pleased  thee  were  aU  in  prinf« 
And  mine  were  ragged,  hard  for  to  be  lead^ 
Lo  deere :  this  dagger  dubbes  me  with  this  dtn^ 
And  leane  this  wonnd  within  my  ielous  head. 
But  since  I  haoe  confessed  Tnto  Care^ 
That  now  I  stand  vppon  his  curtesie. 
And  that  the  bale,  which  in  my  brest  I  ban^ 
Hath  not  the  skill  to  kyU  me  cunningly. 
Therefore  with  all  my  whole  deuotion. 
To  Care  I  make  this  supplication. 
Fato  non  fortuna. 

HIS  UBSLL  or  REQUEST  EXHIBITED  TO  CARE. 

O  CI7RTBOU8  Care,  whoroe  others  (cruell)  calU 
And  raile  Tpob  thine  honourable  name, 
O  knifo  that  canst  cut  of  the  thread  of  thrall, 
O  sbeare  that  shreadst  the  seemerent  sheete  of 
shame. 

0  happy e  ende  of  cucry  greeuous  game: 
Vouchsafe  O  Prince,  thy  vassall  to  behold. 
Who  loues  thee  more,  than  can  with  tongue  be 
And  nowe  vouchsafe  to  pittie  this  bis  plaint,  [told. 
Whose  teares  bewray. 
His  truth  alway. 
Although  his  feeble  tongue  be  forst  to  laint. 

I  must  confiesse  O  noble  king  to  thee, 
That  I  haue  beene  a  Rebell  in  my  youth, 
I  preast  alwaies  in  pleasures  court  to  bee, 

1  fled  from  that,  which  Copide  still  eschoth, 
I  fled  firom  Care,  lo  now  I  tell  the  truth. 
And  in  delightes,  I  loned  so  to  dwell. 
Thy  beaneoly  house  dyd  seeme  to  me  but  belL 
Such  was  my  rage,  the  which  I  now  repent* 
And  pardon  crane, 
My  soule  to  sane. 
Before  the  webbe  of  weary  Hfe  be  spent.* 

Bnt  marke  what  fruites  dyd  grow  on  such  a  tre<v 
What  crop  dyd  rise  w^a  so  rashe  sowne  seede. 
For  when  I  thought  my  selfe  in  heauen  to  bee. 
In  depth  of  hell  I  drowned  was  in  deede : 
Whereon  to  thinke  my  heauie  hart  doth  bleede: 
Me  thought  I  swumme  in  Seas  of  all  delight^ 
When  as  I  sunke  in  puddles  of  despight, 
Alas  alas  I  thought  my  selfo  belon'd. 
When  deadly  hate. 

Did  play  checke  mate,  [prou'd. 

With  me  poore  pawne,  that  no  such  prancks  haC 

This  when  1  tnred  (ay  roe^  to  be  to  true 
I  wept  for  woe,  Ipined  all  for  peine, 
I  tere  my  heere,  I  often  chaunged  hewe, 
I  left  delight,  with  dollours  to  complaine. 
I  shnnd  each  place  where  pleasure  dyd  remam^ 
I  cride,  I  calde  on  euery  kmdc  of  death, 
I  strove  cache  way  to  stop  my  fainting  breath. 
Short  tale  to  make,  I  stept  so  fjwrre  in  strife. 
That  still  I  sought. 
With  all  my  thought. 
Some  happie  helpe  to  leaue  my  lothed  life* 

*  AjiqMmt  misterie. 
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Bat  hope  6  was  be  Uiat  hM  my  hande  abaeke, ' 
Prom  qnicke  dispatch  of  all  my  ^ping  Kriefe, 
When  heate  of  hate  had  borot  my  will  to  wracke, 
Then  hope  was  colde»  and  lent  my  life  reliefer 
In  enery  choice  hope  challeogde  to  be  chtefe. 
Wheii  coldett  crampea  had  cleane  orecome  my 

heart, 
llien  hope  was  hote,  and  wamde  my  weary  smart. 
Then  heart  was  beardie,  hope  was  still  in  dread, 
When  heart  was  faint, 
(With  feares  attaint,) 
Then  bardie  hope  held  vp  my  fearefnil  head. 

Thus  when  1  found  that  neither  doming  teares, 
Coold  drowne  my  heart  in  wanes  of  wery  wo, 
Nor  hardy  hand  could  onercome  my  feares^ 
To  cut  the  sacke  of  all  my  sorrowes  so, 
Kor  death  would  come,  nor  I  to  death  could  go. 
And  yet  1  felt  great  Hroppes  of  secrete  smart^ 
Distilling  styll  within  my  dying  heart: 
I  then  perceiude  that  onely  care  was  he. 
Which  as  my  friend, 
Might  make  an  end. 
Of  all  these  paines,  and  set  my  fansie  free. 

Wherefore  (oh  Care)  graunt  thou  my  iust  re- 
quest, 
*  Oh  kyll  my  corpse,  oh  quickly  kyll  me  nowe.    . 
Oh  make  an  ende  and  bring  my  bones  to  rest. 
Oh  cut  my  thread  (good  Care)  I  care  not  howe, 
Oh  Care  be  kinde:  and  here  I  make  a  i^owe^ 
That  when  my  life  out  of  my  brest  shall  part^ 
I  wyll  present  thee  with  my  faithful  I  hart: 
And  send  it  to  thee  as  a  Sacrifice, 
Bicause  thou  hast, 
Vouchsaft  at  last^ 
To  ende  my  furies  in  this  friendly  wise. 

l^ato  non  Fortuna. 
What  greater  glory  can  a  Keysar  gainei 
If  hiadde  moode  moue  his  subiectes  to  rebell. 
Than  that  at  last  (when  all  the  traytom^  traine, 
Haoe  trode  the  patbe,  of  deepe  repentaunce  well. 
And  naked  neede  with  Cold  and  Hunger  both,   . 
hath  bitten  them  abrode  in  forren  land, 
Whereby  they  may  their  lewde  deuises  loth, 
(When  hairbraind  haste,  with  coldaduise  is  scande) 
If  then  at  last,  they  come  rpon  their  knee. 
And  pardon  crane  with  due  rabmission; 
And  for  this  cause,  I  thinke  that  Care  of  me. 
Was  moued  most,  to  take  compassion. 
For  now  I  find,  that  plttie  priekes  his  mind. 
To  see  me  plonged  still  in  endlesse  paine. 
And  right  remorse,  his  princely  heart  doth  biod^ 
To  rule  the  rage  wherein  I  do  remaine. 
I  feele  my  teares  doe  now  begin  to  #tay, 
For  Care  from  them  their  swelling  springs  doth 
I  feele  my  sighes  their  labours  now  allaye,    [soke, 
For  Care  hath  qnencht  the  coles  that  made  the 
I  feele  my  panting  Heart  begins  to  rest,      [smoke. 
For  Care  hath  staide  the  hammers  of  my  head,    , 
I  fSeele  the  flame  which  blazed  in  my  brest, 
)s  nowe  with  careful  1  ashes  oiierspread. 
And  gentle  Care,  hath  whet  his  karuing  knife. 
To  cut  in  twaine  the  thread  of  all  my  thrall. 
Desired  death  nowe  ouercommeth  life. 
And  wo  still  workcs  to  beipe  in  haste  with  all. 
But  since  I  feele  these  pauges  approching  so. 
And  lothed  life  begin  to  take  his  leaue. 
Me  thinkes  it  meete,  to  giue  before  I  go. 
Such  landes,  and  goodes,  as  I  behind  me  leaue. 

*  Hope  is  toer  coimtrary  to  a  louen  Rusiun. 


So  to  discharge  my  troubled  eoascisiMtf, 
And  eke  to  set  an  other  for  my  beyre. 
Who  might  (perhaps)  be  pot  to  great  expencr/ 
To  sne  for  that,  which  I  bequeath  him  heie. 
Wherefore  (deere  wenche)  with  all  my  foil  intent;, 
I  thus  begin  to  make  my  Testament 
Fato  non  fbrtnna. 

HI8  LAST  WYLL  AMD  TESTAMEBT. 

In  loue  his  mighty  name,  this  eight  and  tventifb 

dayi 
Of  frosted  bearded  Janoar,  the  enemy  to  May : 
Since  Adam  was  create,  fine  thou^md  yeeres  I 

gesse,  texpresBC- 

Tiue  hundreih.  forty  more  and  fine,  as  stories  do 
I  being  whole  of  miode,  (inmioftall  Gods  haue 

praise)  [paine  alwayes. 

Though  in  my  body  languishing  with  pangn  of 
Do  thus  oidaina  my  wyU  wUoh  long  ia  woes  h&ua 

wepte. 
Beseeching  mine  executours  to  see  it  doeiy  kept 
Fyrst  I  bequeath  my  soule  oo  Charons  boate  » 

tende,  [luckye  code, 

Untill  thy  life  (my  loue)  at  last  may  light  oa 
That  there  it  may  awaite,  to  u'ajrtc  Tpon  thy  ghost, 
Wh8  thou  bSKt  quite  and  dene  forgot  what  prauki 

now  please  thee  most. 
So  shall  it  well  be  scene  whose  lone  is  like  to  miwf : 
For  so  1  meane  to  trye  my  truth,  and  there  tyB 

then  to  pine. 
My  body  be  enbalmde,  and  doaaed  rp  in  chest. 
With  oyntments  and  with  spiceries  of  euery  sweete 

the  best: 
And  so  preserued  styll  vntill  the  day  do  come. 
That  death  dinorce  my  loue  from  life,  and  tnisse 

hir  vp  in  tombe. 
Then  I  bequeath  my  corps  to  cooche  beneathe  bt 

bones,  [for  the  nooei. 

And  there  to  feede  the  greedy  wonnes  that  lingtr 
To  frette  Tppon  her  fleshe,  which  is  to  fine  tberc^ 

fore,  [more. 

This  seruice  may  it  doe  hir  yet,  altboogb  it  do  no 
My  heart  (as  heretofore)  I  must  bequeathe  to  Carr, 
And  Ood  he  knowes,  £  thinke  the  ^  taairaple  for 

his  share. 
But  that  he  may  perceioe.  I  meane  to  pay  my  (W. 
I  will  it  shall  be  taken  quicke,  tmd  bone  him 

bleeding  new, 
As  for  my  funerals,  I  leaue  that  toye  sA  large. 
To  be  as  mine  ezeeotours  wyll  giue  thereto  ia 

chaiige.  [deuicf. 

Yet  if  my  goodes  will  stretche  vnto  my  stnuifc 
Then  let  this  order  be  obseru*d,  mine  heyre  »bail 

pay  the  price: 
First  let  the  torche  bearers  be  wrapte  in  weedes  of 

woe,  [it  10. 

Let  all  their  IfghteSbe  virgin  waxe,  because  I  lotfde 
And  care  not  though  the  twist  be  (nurse  that  leodi 

them  light* 
If  iansie  fiime,  and  fineewil  flame,  then  must  tbef 

needs  bum  bright,  [dolefoll  soog, 

Next  them  let  come  the  quier,  with  psalmeS'Sod 
Recording  all  my  rough  repulse  and  wraying  sD 

my  wrong.  [aboiK» 

And  when  the  deskant  singes,  in  treeble  tones 
Then  let  fa  burden  say,  (by  lowe)  I  lio'd  and  dyds 

for  loue:  "     f^ae, 

About  my  heauy  liearse,  some  mottmera  wooM  I 
Who  mierh  tlie  same  accompany  and  stand  about 

the  graoe. 
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Bttt  l«t  them  be  soch  meo,  as  maye  oonfesse  with 

me, 
How  contrary  the  lots  of  loue,  to  all  true  loners 

bee.  ^  [coDoeipt, 

TwPt  Patience  be  the  Priest,  the  Clarke  be  Close 
The  Sextiii  be  Stmplicitie,  which  meaoetb  no  dis- 

oeipt.  [doore, 

ijet  mimes  of  Loue  be  delt,  euen  at  the  Chaunsell 
And  feede  them  there  with  fre^he  delayes,  as  I 

haue  bene  of  yore: 
Then  let  the  yongest  sort,  be  set  to  rin;  lioues 

Beis,  [nothing  else, 

And  pay  Repentance  for  their  paines,  botgiue  th^ 
Thus  when  the  Dirge  is  done»  let  euery  man  de- 
part, [full  hart. 
And  leame  by  me  what  harme  it  is  to  hauea  fetth- 
Those  litle  landes  I  bane,  mine  heyre  mu«t  needes 

possesse, 
His  name  is  Lust,  the  landes  be  losse,  few  loners 

scape  with  lesse.  [hearse. 

The  rest  of  all  my  goodes,  which  I  not  here  re- 
Giue  learned  Poets  tor  their  paioes,  to  decke  my 

Torobe  with  verse: 
And  let  them  write  these  wordes  vpon  my  careful! 

chest,  [best. 

JLi)  here  he  lies,  that  was  as  true  (in  loue)  as  is  the 
Alas  1  had  forgot  the  Parsons  d«we  to  pave. 
And  so  my  soule  in  Purgaturye,  might  remaine 

alway.  [stealth. 

Then  fur  my  priuie  Tythes,  as  kysses  caught  by 
5iireete  collinges  and  such  other  knackes  as  multi- 
plied my  wealth: 
I  giue  the  Wickar  here,  to  please  his  grecdie  wyll, 
A  deintie  dishe  of  suger  soppes,  but  saust  with 

sorrow  stil:  [dishe, 

And  twii«  a  weeke  at  least,  let  di^ht  them  for  his 
Oa  Fridayes  and  on  Wedntsdaies,  to  saue  ex- 
pence  of  fishe. 
Nowe  haoe  I  much  bequeathed  and  litle  left  be- 

hinde,  [vokinde. 

And  others  mo  must  yet  be  serued  or  else  I  wera 
Wet  eyes  and  wayling  wonles,  Executours  1  make, 
Aod  for  their  paines  ten  pound  of  teares  let  either 

of  them  take. 
Let  sorrow  at  the  last  my  Soprauinor  be, 
AimI  stedtastnesse  my  surest  steade,!  giue  him  for 

bis  fee. 
Yet  in  bis  pattent  place  this  Sentence  of  prouiso. 
That  he  which  loueth  stedfastly,  shall  want  no 

sauce  of  borrow. 
Thus  now  I  make  an  eode,  of  this  my  wearie  wj^U, 
And  tigne  it  with  my  simple  hand,  and  set  my 

seale  there  tyll.  [be  in  rime, 

And  you  which  reade  my  wordes,  although  they 
Yet  reason  may  perswade  you  eke.  Thus  loners 

dote  sometime. 

TUB  SUBSCRlPnOM   AND  SEALS. 

My  mansion  bonse  was  Mone:  from  Dolours 

dale  I  came,  [name: 

I  Fato:  Non  Fortuna,  bight,  lo  now  you  know  my 

My  seale  is  sorrowes  sythe,  within  a  fielde  of  flame, 

Which  cuU  in  twaine  a  careful  1  heart,  the  sweltreth 

in  the  same. 

Fato  non  Fortana. 

Alas,  lo  now  I  beare  the  passing  Bell, 
Which  Core  appointeth  carefuUye  to  knoule, 
Aud  in  my  breal,  1  feele  my  heart  now  swell, 
Tu  breake  the ^trmfeii  which ioynde  it  to  my  soule, 


The  Crystall  yse,  which  lent  mine  eyes  their  Itglit^ 
Doth  now  ware  dym,  and  dazeled  all  with  dread. 
My  senses  all,  wyll  now  ibrsake  me  quite,     % 
And  hope  of  health  abandoneth  my  head. 
My  wearie  tongue  can  talke  no  longer  now. 
My  trembling  hand  nowe  leanes  my  penne  to  hnl^ 
My  ioynts  nowe  stretch,  my  body  cannot  bo  we. 
My  skinne  lookes  pale,  my  blood  now  waxeih  cold. 
Arid  are  not  these,  the  very  panges  of  death? 
Yes  sure  (sweete  heart)  I  know  them  so  to  bee. 
They  be  the  panges,  which  striue  to  stop  tr.y- 

breath. 
They  be  the  panges,  which  part  my  loue  from  thee. 
What  sayd  1?  Lone?  Nay  life:  but  not  my  loue. 
My  life  departes,  my  lone  continues  styll: 
My  lothed  lyfe  may  from  my  corpse  remoue. 
My  louing  Loue  shall  alwayes  worke  thy  wylL 
It  was  thy  wyll  euen  thus  to  trye  my  truth. 
Thou  hast  thy  wyll,  my  truth  may  now  be  sene^ 
It  was  thy  wyll,  that  I  should  dye  in  youth. 
Thou  hast  thy  wyll  my  ycai^s  are  yet  but  grenc 
Thy  penaunce  was  that  I  should  pine  in  paine, 
I  haue  performde  thy  penaunce  all  in  wo. 
Thy  pleasure  was  that  I  should  here  remain^ 
I  haue  bene  glad  to  piejise  thy  fansie  so. 
Nowe  since  I  have  performed  euery  part 
Of  thy  commaunde,  as  nearc  as  tongue  can  tel^ 
Content  thee  yet  before  my  muse  depart. 
To  Uke  this  Sonet  for  my  last  farewelL 
Fato  non  fortuna. 

HIS  FAftEWELL. 

Farewell  deere  Lone  whome  I  haneloned  aad 
shall, 
Both  in  this  world,  and  in  the  world  to  come. 
For  proofe  whereof  my  sprite  is  Charons  thrall. 
And  yet  my  corpse  attendant  on  thy  toome. 
Farewell  deere  sweete,  whose  wanton  wyll  to  please 
Eche  taste  of  trouble  seemed  mell  to  me, 
Farewell  sweete  deare,  whose  donbtcs  for  to  np- 
I  was  contented  thus  in  bale  to  be.  [pease. 

Farewell  my  lyfe,  farewell  for  and  my  death. 
For  tbee  I  lyu'd  for  thee  nowe  must  I  dyes^ 
Farewell  from  Bathe,  whereas  I  feele  my  l^ath 
Forsake  my  breast  in  great  perplexitie,  ^ 
Alas  bo%v  welcome  were  this  death  of  mine^ 
If  I  had  dyde  betweene  those  armes  of  thine? 
Fato  non  Fortuna. 

THE  REPORTERS  CONCLUSIOH. 

Where  might  I  now  find  flooddes  «f  flowios 
teares. 
So  to  suffice  the  swellin.sr  of  mine  eyes. 
How  might  my  breast  vnlode  the  bale  it  beares? 
Alas  alas  how  might  my  tongue  deuise 
To  tell  this  weary  tale  in  wofull  wise? 
To  tell  I  saye  these  tydinges  nowe  of  truth. 
Which  may  prouoke  the  craggy  rockes  to  ruth? 

In  depth  of  dole  would  God  that  I  were  drownile. 
Where  flattering  ioyes  mi.sht  neuer  finde  me  out. 
Or  graued  so  within  the  greedy  grounde, 
As  false  delights  might  neuer  breede  my  doubt. 
Nor  guilefull  loue  hir  purpose  brinj^  about: 
Whose  trustlesse  trainee  in  oollours  for  to  paint, 
I  find  by  proofe  my  wtltes  are  all  to  foint 

I  was  that  man  whome  destinies  ordeine. 
To  beare  eche  griefe  that  groweth  on  the  mold, 
I  was  that  man  which  proued  to  my  peine. 
More  panges  at  ^itce  tbaucaji  wiUi  tongue  be  told. 
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I  wn  that  iMn  (hereof  yon  mtye  be  bold) 
VTborae  beaueo  and  earth  did  frame  to  scoffe  and 
J,  I  was  he  which  to  that  end  wa»  borne,  [scoroe^ 

Sttffized  not  my  selfe  to  taste  the  fruite. 
Of  lugred  sowres  which  growe  in  gadding  yearef. 
Bat  that  I  most  with  paiue  of  lyke  pursute, 
Perceiue  such  panges  by  paterae  of  my  pearesp 
And  feele  how  fausiesfume  could  fond  my  pheares? 
Alas  I  find  all  fates  against  me  bent. 
For  nothing  else  1  lyue  but  to  lament. 

The  force  of  friendsbtp  bound  by  holy  othe, 
Dyd  drawe  my  wyll  into  these  croked  wayes, 
For  with  my  frend  I  went  to  Bathe  {though  loth) 
To  lend  some  comfort  in  his  doUie  dayes. 
The  stedfast  fncnd  stickes  fast  at  all  assayes: 
Yet  was  I  loth  snch  time  to  spend  in  vaine. 
The  cana^  whereof,  lo  here  I  tell  you  playne. 

By  proofe  I  foond  as  you  may  well  perceiue, 
That  all  good  counsell  was  but  worne  in  wast, 
Aieb  painted  paines  his  passions  did  deceiue. 
That  bitter  gal)  was  meli  to  him  in  tast, 
Within  his  will  such  rootes  of  mine  plast. 
As  gr&ffes  of  griefes  were  only  gioen  to  growe, 
Where  youth  dkl  pjaiit  and  rash  conceite  did  sowe. 

I  sawe  at  first  his  eares  were  open  aye 
To  euery  tale  which  fed  liim  with  some  hope. 
As  fftst  againe  1  sawe  him  turne  away 
From  graue  aduise,  which  might  his  conscience 
From  reasons  rule  his  fancie  lightly  lope,    [grope. 
He  only  gane  his  mind  to  get  that  gaine, 
Which  most  he  wisht  and  least  could  yet  attaiue. 

Kot  1  alone,  but  many  mo  with  me,     • 
Had  found  what  ficklenesse  his  IdoU  vsed. 
And  how  she  claimed  Cressides  heire  to  be. 
He  how  she  had  his  great  good  will  abosody 
And  how  she  was  of  many  men  refused, 
Who  tride  hir  tricks  and  knew  hir  by  the  kinde, 
fiaue  only  him  she  made  no  louer  blinde. 

But  what  for  this?  whose  face  is  plainer  scene, 
Than  he  which  thinkes  he  walketh  iu  a  uct  ? 
Or  who  in  bale  hath  euer  deeper  beene. 
Than  he  which  thought  his  state  might  not  be  bet. 
In  such  a  iollitye  these  louers  iet, 
That  weale  to  them  docth  seemc  to  bee  but  wo, 
And  griefe  seemes  ioye,  they  feeUe  tbeyr  fancyes 
so. 

Tell  him  that  reason  ought  to  be  his  rule. 
And  he  allowed  no  reason  but  his  owne. 
Tell  him  that  best  were  quicklye  to  recule. 
Before  all  force  by  frai-es  were  ouertbrowne, 
And  that  his  bale  were  better  ouerblowoe. 
Then  thus  to  pioe  remedy lesse  in  griefe. 
And  he  would  saye  that  griefe  was  his  reliefe. 

Short  tale  to  make  so  long  he  lyued  thus, 
Tyll  at  the  last  he  gan  in  deede  to  dye, 
Beleeue  me  Lordes  (and  by  him  that  dyed  for  vs) 
I  sawe  him  giue  to  close  his  dying  eye, 
I  tawe  him  stryue  and  strangle  passingly. 
And  suche  a  griefe  I  tooke,  that  yet  I  not. 
If  he  or  I  bad  then  more  griefe  ygot. 

,    But  who  hath  seene  a  Lampe  beg^n  to  fade. 
Which  lacketh  oyle  to  feede  his  lyngring  lyght, 
And  then  agmine  who  to  hath  M«n€  it  made, 


With  oyle  and  weecke  to  last  the  loagMme  Bfht: 
Let  him  conceyuc  that  I  tawe  such  a  sight 
Whereof  to  tbinke  (although  I  sigbde  erewUie) 
Xioe  nowe  I  laogbe  my  sorrowes  to  beguile. 

Upon  the  stones  a  trampling  steede  we  heavd. 
Which  came  ful  straight  vuto  our  lodging  doore, 
And  straigbt  therwith  we  heard  how  oneenqoiide, 
If  such  a  Knight  (as  I  describde  before) 
Were  lodged  there:  the  Hoott  withontoo  more, 
Sayd  yes  fonootb,  and  God  he  knowes  (quod  b«) 
He  ia  as  ncke  aa  any  man  maye  bee. 

The  meaaenger  sware  by  no  bugges  I  trove. 
But  bad  our  boast  to  bring  him  when:  he  Uyc, 
(Sood  I  to  Baitbolmew)  I  heare  by  lowe, 
A  voice  which  aeemea  somewhat  of  you  to  aje: 
And  eare  that  past  not  full  a  furlong  waye. 
Behold  the  man  came  atowping  in  at  docwe. 
And  truth  to  tell  he  syked  wondrous  sore. 

At  last  from  out  his  bosome  dyd  he  take, 
A  Letter  sealde  y  folded  fay  re  and  well. 
And  kyssing  it  (I  thinke  for  Mistresse  sake) 
He  sayd  to  Bartbolmew!  Syr  Knight  be  veil, 
Nuwe  reade  these  linea  the  which  I  neede  not  te!i| 
From  whence  they  come:  but  noake  an  ende  i 

mone, 
For  you  are  sicke,  and  she  is  woebegone. 

The  theefe  oondemnde  and  gone  to  gaOowc  tree, 
(If  one  crye  Grace:  lo  here  a  Pardon  prett) 
both  dye  sometimes,  when  most  he  soeoide  to  be, 
From  death  redeemd,  soch  bronts  may  breede  ia 

brest,  [pttOt 

Twyxt  sodaine  ioye,  and  thoughts  which  paine  op- 
The  Romaine  Widdowe  dyed  when  she  beheU, 
H'\r  Sonne  (whome  earst)  She  comptod  slaioe  ia 

field. 

So  Bartbolmew  tweene  griefe  and  sodaine  ioye, 
Laye  styll  in  traunce,  me  thinkes  1  see  him  yet, 
And  out  of  doubte  it  gaue  me  snch  anoye, 
To  see  him  so,  him  selfo  in  fancies  fret. 
That  sure  I  though  his  eyes  in  head  were  set 
And  that  he  laye  (as  some  saye)  drawing  on. 
Until  I  his  breath  and  all  were  past  and  gone. 

But  high  degrees  of  bcauen  which  had  ordsiod^r 
(For  his  decaye)  a  freshe  delaye  of  paine, 
Reuiued  him :  yet  from  his  eyes  downe  raind, 
Such  rewfull  teares  as  moucd  me  to  plaine, 
The  dolefull  plight  wherein  he  dyd  remaine. 
For  trust  me  now,  to  see  him  sorrowe  so, 
It  might  haue  made  a  stoue  to  melt  in  wo. 

Thrise  dyd  his  tongue  beginne  to  teD  his  thongK 
And  thrise  (alas)  it  foltred  in  his  mouth. 
With  stopping  aobbes  and  skalding  sigbes  be 
To  vtter  that  which  was  to  me  Tncoutb.  [saa^ 
So  stales  the  streame,  when  furtouslie  it  ibatb, 
And  fiUes  the  dikes  where  it  had  wont  to  swioiiBA 
Untill  by  force  it  breakes  aboue  the  brifluafr 

At  last  (with  paine)  the  first  word  that  he  sftit, 
Was  this:  Alas,  and  therewithal!  he  sUyed, 
His  feeble  Jawes  and  hoUowe  Toyce  ooold  mske, 
None  other  sounde,  his  thoui^htas  were  all  disonyo^i 
His  hearye  head  foil  lowe  in  boaone  layed. 
Yet  when  he  sawe  me  marke  what  be  would  ssjt, 
He  cryed  right  out  Alaa  and  vdawaye. 
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Alas  (qaod  be)  deare  friend  behold  tbii  bloode, 
ind  with  that  wofd  he  gan  againe  to  sorrowne: 
lie  mtmeogct  which  in  a  studdye  ttoode, 
iwakt  at  last:  Mod  in  mine  eare  dyd  rowne> 
ayiog:  those  lines  which  I  haue  there  throwen 

downe, 
iTem  written  all  with  blood  of  hir  owne  hande, 
or  wbome  he  nowe  in  this  distresse  doth  stande. 

And  sinte  (qnod  be)  She  hath  vouchsafed  so, 
o  shead  hir  blood  in  witnesse  of  hir  griefe, 
le  thinkes  be  rather  should  relieue  hnr  wo: 
beii  thus  deny  to  send  hir  some  reliefe. 
las  alas  (qnod  be)  she  holdes  him  chiefe. 
nd  well  wote  I  (what  ere  his  fiinsie  bee) 
here  sittes  no  man  so  neere  hir  heart  as  bee. 

Therewith  he  raysde  his  heauy  head  alight, 
sksuiDces  Ha^  in  deede  and  thinkst  thon  so? 
ut  out  alas  his  weake  and  weary  sprit, 
uibad  his  tongue  in  furder  termes  to  go.      [Ho. 
is  thought  sayd  Haight,  his  sillie  speache  cryed 
nd  thus  he  layen  dompes  and  dolefull  trance, 
yll  darksome  night  dyd  somewhat  change  bis 
chance. 

For  when  the  light  of  day  began  to  iade, 
nd  rourtins  round  about  his  bed  were  drawne, 

i?olden  slomber  dyd  his  lymmes  inuade, 
ud  held  biin  husht  tyll  daye  againe  gan  dawne, 
thereby  Dame  quiet  put  him  in  a  pawne, 
o  set  his  thoughts  (which  striued  earst)  at  one, 
nd  bad  debate  be  packing  to  be  gone. 

Percase  sweete  lone  dyd  lull  him  so  on  sleepe, 
erbaps  Dame  fiinsie  rockt  the  Cradell  too, 
on-  so  it  were  I  take  thereof  no  keepe, 
7'ah  such  conceiptes  haue  I  nothing  to  doo, 
ut  when  he  wakt  he  asked  plainly  who, 
ad  brooght  him  so  from  rage  to  quiet  rest, 
nd  who  had  borne  the  torments  from  his  brest? 

(Quod  1)  my  friend :  here  is  a  letter  lo, 
«>hold  it  here  and  be  all  hole  againe, 
/  hat  man  were  he  that  wytber  would  in  wo, 
'hicb  thus  might  prosper  in  despite  of  paine  ? 
Tere  he  not  worse  then  mad  which  would  com* 

plaine, 
n  such  a  friend  as  this  to  ne  doth  secme  ? 
I'^bich  (for  thy  health)  hir  blood  doth  not  ebteeme? 

Thus  much  I  sayd  to  comfort  him  God  knowes, 
3ut  what  I  thought  that  keepe  I/;ioose  in  hold) 
onetimes  a  man  must  flatter  with  his  foes, 
nd  sometimes  saye  that  bresse  is  bright  as  C3old: 
or  be  that  hath  nut  all  thinges  as  he  would, 
lust  winke  sometimes,  as  though  he  dyd  not  seci 
ad  seeme  to  thinke  thinges  are  not  as  they  bee. 

Dan  Baitholme#  gan  take  the  briefe  in  hand, 
fid  brake  the  scale,  but  when  be  saw  the  blood, 
rood  Lord  how  bolt  upright  his  heere  dyd  stand? 
or  though  the  friendly  wordes  therein  were  good, 
et  many  a  thought  they  rooued  in  his  moode. 
s  well  appeared  by  his  flecked  cbeekes, 
owe  cherrye  redde,  nowe  pale  and  greene  as  leekes, 

I  draamt  (qnod  ha)  that  I  was  done  to  death, 
nd  that  I  Inye  fall  colde  in  earth  and  claye, 
«2t  that  I  was  restored  vnto  breath, 
>y  one  that  leemde  lyke  Pellycane  to  playe, 
krUo  shed  bia  bknid  to  giiie  me  foode  alwaye. 


And  made  me  line  in  spite  of  sorrowe  stylly 
See  bow  my  di^eame  agrees  now  with  this  byU^ 

His  feebled  wittes  forgotten  had  thci-e  whyle^ 
By  whome  and  ho  we  he  bad  this  letter  first. 
But  when  he  spyde  the  man,  then  gan  he  smile. 
For  secreete  ioye  his  heart  dyd  seeme  to  burst. 
Now  thought  he  best  that  (carst)  he  compieA 
And  louingly  be  dyd  the  man  embrace,       [woiat^ 
And  askt  hjwc  farde  the  roote  of  all  his  grace? 

See  sodaine  chaunge,  see  subtile  sweele  disceipl^ 
Behold  how  loue  can  make  his  subioctes  bliiide. 
Let  all  men  marke  hereby  what  guilefull  baitc, 
Dan  Cupide  layeth  to  tyse  the  luuers  uiinde: 
Aiacke  alacke  a  slender  thread  may  binde. 
That  prysonur  fast,  which  meanes  to  tarrye  styl^ 
A  lytle  road  corrcctes  a  ready  wyiL 

The  briefe  was  writte  and  blotted  all  with  poie,  . 
And  thus  it  saydr:  Behold  howe  stedfa^t  luue. 
Hath  made  me  hardy  (thankes  haue  he  thercfiiire) 
To  write  these  wonies  thy  doubles  for  to  rcinoua^ 
With  mine  owne  blood:  and  yf  for  thy  b  haue. 
These  bloody  lynes  do  not  thy  Cares  conuert; 
I  vowc  the  next  shall  bleede  out  of  my  heart. 

I  dwell  to  long  vpon  this  thriftlesse  talc, 
For  Bartholmew  was  well  appt^asde  heiebyy 
And  feelingly  he  banished  his  bale. 
Taking  herein  a  tast  of  remedy, 
By  lyte  and  lyte  bis  (ittes  away  gan  flye. 
And  in  shoit  s^iaee  he  dyd  recouer  strength. 
To  stand  on  foote  and  take  his  horee  at  length* 

So  that  we  came  to  London  both  yfere. 
And  there  his  Goddesse  tarryed  tyll  we  came^ 
1  am  to  blame  to  call  hir  Goddesse  here, 
Since  she  desernde  in  deede  no  Goddesse  name. 
But  sure  I  thinke  (and  you  may  iudge  the  same) 
She  was  to  bim  a  Goddesse  in  his  thought. 
Although  perhaps  hir  Shrines  was  ouerboughL 

I  maye  not  wv'ite  what  words  betweene  them 
Howe  tea  res  of  griefe  were  turnde  to  tearesof 
Nor  how  their  dole  became  delight  at  last. 
Nor  how  tH»;y  made  great  myrth  of  much  anay^ 
Nor  how  content  was  coyned  out  of  coye, 
But  what  I  sawc  and  what  I  well  waye  write. 
That  (as  I  oiaye)  1  mcaiic  for  to  endite. 

In  loucly  London  loue  gan  nowe  renew. 
This  blooddye  Letter  made  it  battle  much. 
And  all  the  doubtes  which  he  in  iansiesdrew. 
Were  done  away  as  there  liad  bene  none  such, 
(But  to  bim  sclte)  he  bare  no  body  grutch. 
Him  selfe  (he  sayde)  was  cause  of  all  this  wo, 
Withouten  cause  that  bir  suspected  so. 

O  louing  Youthcs  this  glosse  wfts  made  for  yon^ 
And  in  the  same  you  may  your  selues  behold, 
Beleeue  me  nowe  not  one  in  all  your  crew, 
Which  (where  he  loucs)  hath  courage  to  be  bold. 
Your  Cressides  climes  are  alwaies  vncontrold. 
You  dare  not  saye  the  Sonne  is  cleare  and  bright^ 
You  dare  not  sweare  that  darkesome  is  the  nighc 

Terence  was  wise  which  taught  by  Pamphilnt, 
Howe  courage  quailes  where  louo  beblinds  the 

sence. 
Though  proofe  of  times  makes  loners  quarelou^ 
Yet  tnaU  excuse  serues  loue  for  iust  dtfeuce. 
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These  Coaititaiies  haae  power  by  pretencei 
To  make  a  Swan  of  Uiat  which  was  a  Crowe, 
As  though  blacke  pitcbe  were  turned  iuto  Soowe. 

^erenda.  She  whome  heauen  and  earth  had 
framde, 
For  his  decaye.  and  to  bewitche  his  wittes^ 
Made  him  nowe  thinke  him  selfe  was  to  be  btamde, 
Which  causeles  thus  would  fret  himaelfe  in  fittes, 
Shee  made  him  thinke  that  sorrowe  sildome  sittes. 
Where  trust  is  tyed  in  fast  and  faithful!  knottes, 
She  sayd  Mistrust  was  meete  for  simple  sottes. 

What  wyl  you  more  shee  made  him  to  bdeeue, 
That  she  first  loued  although  she  yonger  were. 
She  made  him  thinke  that  his  distresse  dyd  greeue, 
Hir  guiltlesse  minde:  and  (that  it  might  appeare, 
Howe  these  conceiptes  could  ioyne  or  hang  yferej 
She  dyd  confesse  howe  aoone  shee  yeelded  his. 
Such  force  (quod  she)  in  learned  men  there  is. 

She  fiirder  sayde  that  all  to  true  it  was, 
Howe  youtbfull  yeares  (and  lacke  of  him  alone) 
Had  made  hir  once  to  choose  out  brittle  glasse, 
For  perfect  Gold:  She  dyd  confesse  (with  mone) 
That  youthfully  shee  bjrtte  a  worthlesse  hone. 
But  that  therein  she  tasted  deepe  delight. 
That  layde  shee  not,  nor  I  presume  to  write. 

Shee  sware  (and  that  I  beare  fiill  well  in  minde) 
How  Dyomede  had  neuer  Troylus  place, 
Shee  tayd  and  sware  (how  euer  sate  the  winde) 
That  Admirals  dyd  neuer  know  hir  case^ 
She  sayd  againe  that  neuer  Noble  Face, 
Dyd  please  hir  eye  nor  moued  hir  to  change. 
She  sayd  hir  minde  was  neuer  geuen  to  range. 

She  sayd  and  sayd  that  Bracelettes  were  ybound, 
To  hold  him  fast  (but  not  to  charme  his  thought) 
She  \vy sht  therewith  that  she  were  deepely  drownd, 
In  Ippocrace:  if  euer  she  had  sought. 
Or  dronke,  or  smelt,  or  tane,  or  found,  or  bought, 
Soch  Nectar  droppes  as  she  with  him  had  dronke, 
(But  this  were  true)  she  wisht  hir  soule  were 
sonke. 

And  to  conclude,  she  sayde  no  printed  rymes. 
Could  please  hir  so  as  his  brane  Triumphes  dyd: 
Why  wander  I?  She  cou*red  all  hir  crimes. 
With  deepe  disceipt,  and  all  hir  guiles  she  hyd. 
With  fained  teares,  and  Bartholmew  she  ryd. 
With  double  gyrthes,  she  byt  and  whyned  both. 
And  aiade  him  loue  where  he  had  cause  to  loth. 

These  be  the  fruittes  which  grow  on  such  desire, 
Tliese  are  the  gaincs  ygot  by  such  an  art, 
To  late  commes  he  tliat  seekes  to  quenche  the  fire, 
When  flames  possesse  the  house  in  euery  part. 
Who  lyst  in  peace  to  keepe  a  quiet  hart. 
Flye  loue  betimes,  for  if  he  once  oretake  him. 
Then  seeld  or  neuer  shall  he  well  foisake  him. 

If  once  thou  take  him  Tenaunt  to  thy  brest, 
|i7o  wrytte  nor  force  can  seruc  to  plucke  him 

thence, 
Ko  pylles  can  pnrge  his  humour  lyke  the  rest. 
He  bydes  in  bones,  and  there  takes  residence. 
Against  his  blowes  no  bucklar  makes  deiencv. 
And  though  (with  paine)  thou  put  him  from  thy 


Yet  Inrkes  bee  atyU  in  ooraen  lyke  a  Moosew 


At  enery  hole  he  creepeth  in  by  i 
And  priuilye  he  feedeth  on  thy  < 
With  spoiles  Tuseene  he  wasteth  all  thy  wdtb. 
He  playes  boe  peepe  when  any  body  comrnrs, 
And  dasUrdlik  he  seemes  to  dread  the  droounes 
Although  in  deede  in  Embushe  he  awaytes. 
To  Uke  thee  stragling  yf  thou  paaae  his  stiaitss. 

So  seemed  now  by  Bartholmews  sncoesee. 
Who  yeelded  sone  vwto  this  second  chai;ge. 
Accusing  styll  him  selfe  for  his  distresse. 
And  that  he  had  ao  laognisbed  at  laiscv 
Short  worke  to  make:  he  bad  none  other  chaif^ 
To  beare  loues  blowes,  but  styll  to  tniat  hir  tak. 
And  pardon  craue  because  be  bread  hir  bale. 

And  thus  he  lyude  contented  styll  with  craft. 
Mistrusting  most,  that  gaue  least  cause  of  doubt. 
He  fledde  mishappe  and  helde  it  by  the  bait. 
He  banisht  bale  and  bare  it  styll  about. 
He  let  in  loue  and  thought  to  hold  him  oat. 
He  seemde  to  bathe  in  perfect  biisae  a^nr. 
When  (God  he  knowes)  he  fostred  priuie  paine. 

For  as  the  Tkee  whidi  crooked  growes  by  kiad^ 
(Although  it  be  with  propping  voderset) 
In  trackt  of  time  to  crooked  course  wyll  twindc, 
So  could  Fereuda  neuer  more  forget. 
The  lease  at  large  where  she  hir  stinges  head  set. 
But  rangde  againe,  and  to  hir  byas  fell. 
Such  chaunges  chaunce  where  lust  (for  lone]  doSk 
dwelU 

And  as  it  hapt  (and  God  his  wytl  it  was) 
Dan  Bartholmew  perceyode  it  very  plaine. 
So  that  perforce  he  let  bis  pleasures  passe. 
And  straue  no  more  against  the  streame  in  vaiBe» 
Rut  therewlthall  he  purchased  such  paine. 
As  yet  I  sbrinke  in  minde  thereof  to  muse. 
And  maruaile  more  howe  he  the  came  oould  y%e. 

His  lustlesse  limmes  which  wonted  were  to  syt. 
In  quiet  chalre,  with  pen  and  paper  prest. 
Were  armed  nowe  with  helme  and  hamft^  fjt. 
To  seeke  aduentures  boldly  with  the  best, 
Hee  went  to  warres  that  wont  to  line  in  lesL 
And  warres  in  deede  he  made  withouten  blowes, 
For  why  his  friendes  were  nowe  become  his  Uxk 

Soch  was  his  hap  to  warre  both  night  and  dsje. 
To  watche  and  wai^e  at  euery  time  and  tyde. 
Though  foes  were  fiure  yet  skowted  be  alwaye. 
And  when  they  came  he  must  their  brontes  abide, 
Who  euer  fied  he  would  his  liead  not  hyde. 
For  sure  dispayre  his  corpse  so  dose  bad  amed. 
That  by  deatbes  darte  he  could  no  whit  be  hamed. 

In  his  Ensigne  these  collours  gan  be  chuae, 
B  acke,  white,  and  greene,  fii-st  blacke  for  morniog 

mone, 
Then  white  for  chaste,  becaose  he  did  rdose, 
(Thenceforth)  to  thinke  but  euen  of  hir  alonc^ 
A  bende  of  greene :  for  though  his  ioyes  were  gone, 
Yet  thould  it  seeme  he  hoped  for  a  daye. 
And  in  that  bende  bis  name  he  dyd  di^aye. 

That  selfe  same  name  which  in  his  will  he  wrote, 
(You  kuowe  my  minde)  when  he  was  out  of  tunes. 
When  be  sobscribde  (which  may  not  be  forgote) 
Howe  that  his  name  was  Fato  Non  Fortona. 
And  as  1  gesse  bicause  his  loue  was  Vna, 
That  played  hir  pranckes  according  to  hir  kiad^ 
He  wrote  these  woidei  hir  best  esenae  to  Smdu 
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ill  who  sUoald  saye,  lo  destenies  me  drioe. 
And  happe  coald  not  haue  onerthrowen  me  thus : 
I  coDStrew  this  because  I  do  beleeue. 
That  once  againe  he  wyU  bee  amorons, 
I  fere  it  muche  by  him  that  dyed  for  vs, 
And  who  so  doubles  that  causeles  thus  I  faint; 
Let  him  but  reade  the  grecne  Knights  heauy  plaint. 

Bartello  he  which  writeth  ryding  tales, 
Bringes  in  a  Knight  which  cladde  was  all  in  greene, 
That  sighed  sore  amidde  his  greeuous  gales. 
And  was  in  hold  as  Bartbolmew  hath  beene. 
Bot  (for  a  placke)  it  maye  therein  be  scene, 
That,  that  same  Knight  which  there  his  griefes 

begonne, 
h  Batts  owne  Fathers  ^isters  brothers  Sonne. 

Well  since  my  borrell  braine  is  all  to  bloont. 
To  glue  a  geste  what  ende  this  man  shall  haue. 
And  since  be  rageth  not  as  he  was  woout. 
Althous:h  sometimes  he  seeme  (alite)  to  craue. 
Yet  wyll  1  not  bis  doinges  so  depraue. 
As  for  to  indge  (before  I  see  his  ende) 
What  harder  happe  bis  augrie  starres  can  sende. 

And  therewithall  my  wearye  muse  desires, 
To  take  her  rest:  and  pardon  craues  also. 
That  sbee  presumde  to  bring  hir  selfe  in  bryers. 
By  penning  thus  this  true  report  of  wo : 
With  siliye  grace  these  sorye  rimes  maye  go. 
In  soch  a  rancke  as  Bartbolmew  hath  plasty 
So  that  shea  fearet  hir  cunning  is  disgrast 

Bat  Uke  them  yet  in  gree  as  they  be  ment, 
And  wayle  with  mee  the  Josse  of  such  a  man : 
I  coumpt  bun  lost  because  I  see  him  bent, 
To  yeld  againe  where  first  his  greefe  began. 
And  though  I  cannot  write  as  others  can. 
Some  mottmefull  ▼erse  to  mout  you  mone  his  fall, 
Yet  weepe  (with  me)  yon  fayxhfull  loners  all. 
Fmit.  quod  Dixit  &  Dixit 

UUfUOVB. 

Syr  Salamanke  to  thee  this  tale  is  tolde, 
Perose  it  weU  and  call  Tnto  thy  minde, 
The  pleasannt  place  where  tbon  dydst  first  behold 
The  rawfiiU  rsrmes:  remember  how  tbe  Winde 
Dyd  calmelye  blowe :  and  made  me  leane  behiode, 
Some  leaoes  thereof :  whiles  1  sate  reading  styll, 
And  tbon  then  seemdst  to  hearken  with  good  wyll 

Beleeoe  roe  nowe,  hadst  thou  not  seemd  to  lyke 
The  wofull  wordes  of  Bartholmews  discourse, 
They  should  bane  lyen  styll  drowned  in  the  dyke, 
Lyke  Sybylls  leaoes  which  flye  with  lytle  force. 
But  for  thon  seemdst  to  take  therein  remorce. 
I  sought  againe  in  comers  of  my  brest. 
To  finde  them  out  and  place  them  with  the  rest. 

Soch  sky  11  thou  hast  to  make  me  (foole)  beleeue> 
My  babies  are  as  braue  as  any  bee, 
M'ell  since  it  is  so,  let  it  aeuer  greeue 
Thy  friendly  minde  this  worthlesse  verse  to  see 
In  print  at  last :  for  trust  thou  vnto  met, 
Thine  onely  prayse  dyd  make  me  venture  foith. 
To  set  in  sbewe  a  thing  so  litle  worth. 

Thus  vnto  thee  these  leaues  I  recommend. 
To  reade,  to  raze,  to  view,  and  to  correct, 
Vutichsafe  (my  friend)  therein  for  to  amend 
That  is  amisse^  remember  that  our  sect, 
Is  sure  to  bee  with  flontes  alwayes  infect 

VOL.  II. 


And  since  most  moc^cs  wyll  light  vppon  my  mo^g 

Vouchsafe  (my  friend)  her  faultes  for  to  peruse. 

Tam  Marti  quam  Mercurio. 


THE  FRUITES  OF  JVARRE, 

Written  vppon  this  theame,  Dulce  Belltm  inexpertitt 
and  it  was  written  by  peecemeale  at  sundrye 
tymesj  as  the  Aucthour  Ind  vacaunt  leysures 
from  seruice,  being  begon  at  Delfe  in  Hollander 
and  dyrected  to  the  rygbt  honourable  the  l^i4 
Greye  of  Wylton  as  appeareth  by  the  Epistle 
Dedicatory  next  following. 

To  the  Right  honorable  and  mine  especiall  good 
LordCj  tbe  Lorde  Greye  of  Wylton. 
My  Singular  good  Lorde:  1  am  of  opinion  that 
long  before  this  time  your  honour  hath  throughly 
perused  the  booke,  which  I  prepared  to  bee  sent 
vnto  you  somewhat  before  my  comming  hytber, 
and  therewithall  I  doe  lykewise  coniectour  that 
you  haue  founde  therein  iust  cause  to  laugh  at 
my  follies  forepassed.  So  that  I  am  partly  in 
doubte  whether  I  were  more  ouerscene  in  my  first 
deuising,  or  in  my  last  dyrecting  of  the  same?  But 
as  fantastical  1  humours  are  common  imperfections 
in  greenc  vnmellowed  braines:  So  hope  1  yet  that 
your  good  iiordshippe^  wylL  rather  winke  at  mf 
weakenesse  in  generailltie,  than  reproue  my  rash- 
nesse  in  perticularitie.  And  because  I  would  bee 
glad,to  drawe  your  Lord shippe  into  forgetiulnesse 
thereof,  by  fresbe  recorde  of  some  more  martial! 
matter,  as  also  for  that  1  wonld  haue  your  Honour 
perceaue  that  in  these  lyngering  broyles,  I  doe 
not  altogeather  passe  ouer  my  time  in  ydlenesse: 
K  haue  therefore  thought  meete  nowe  to  present 
you  with  this  Pamphlete  written  by  stelth  at 
such  times  as  we  Loytered  from  seruice.  And 
the  soblect  thereof  being  warrc,  I  could  not  more 
conuenientlye  addresse  the  same  vnto  any  Mar- 
shiall  man,then  vnto  your  goodLordshippe:  Whome 
I  haue  heard  to  be  an  vniuersall  patrone  of  all 
Souldionrs,  and  haue  found  to  bee  an  exceeding 
fauourour  of  mee  your  vnworthy  follower.  The 
verse  is  roughe.  And  a  good  reason,  sithence  it 
treateth  of  roughe  matters,  but  if  the  sence  be 
good  then  haue  1  hyt  the  marke  which  I  shote  at: 
Knowing  that  your  liordshippe  can  winne  Honny 
out  of  the  Thistle.  And  such  as  it  is,  I  dyrect  it 
vnto  your  Honour.  Beseeching  the  same,  to  take 
it  in  gree,  and  to  perceaue  that  I  am  and  e^r  wyll 
conUnew. 

Your  Lordships 

most  bounden  and  assured^ 
GEORGE  GASCOIGNE". 


DVLCE  BEIXUM  IKEXPEIirrS 

To  write  of  Warre  and  wote  not  what  it  is, 
Nor  euer  yet  could  march  where  War  was  made^ 
May  well  be  thought  a  worke  begonne  amis, 
A  rash  attempt,  in  woorthlesse  verse  to  wade, 
To  tell  the  triall,  knowing  not  the  trade : 
Yet  such  a  vaine  eoen  nowe  doth  feede  my  Muse^ 
That  In  this  theame  I  must  some  labor  vse. 

>  This  dedication  is  omitted  in  tbe  edition  gi 
1587.  C. 

ft  Ir 
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2  And  herewitbal  I  cannot  but  confesse, 
Howe  vnexpert  1  am  in  feates  of  warre: 
For  more  than  wrytiog  doth  the  .same  expresse, 
1  may  not  boast  of  any  cruell  iarre, 
Nor  Taunt  to  see  foil  valiant  facts  from  iarre: 
I  haue  nor  bene  in  Turkie,  Denmarke,  Greece> 
Ne  yet  In  Coich,  to  wiune  a  Golden  fleeoe. 

X)  But  nathclesse  I  some  what  reade  in  writt«. 
Of  high  exploits  by  Martiall  men  ydone. 
And  therevpon  I  haue  presumed  yet, 
Tu  take  in  hande  this  Poerae  now  begonne : 
Wherin  I  mcane  to  tell  what  race  they  ronne. 
Who  followe  Drummes  before  they  kaowe  the 

dubbe. 
And  bragge  of  Mars  before  they  feele  his  clubbe. 

4  Which  talk  to  tell,  let  first  with  penne  de- 
clarfc* 
What  thing  wurre  is,  and  whereof  it  proceeds, 
What  be  the  fruites  that  fall  vnto  their  share 
That  gape  for  honor  by  those  haughtie  deeds, 
What  bloudie  broyles  in  euery  state  it  breeds  : 
A  weary  worke  vneths  I  shall  it  write. 
Yet  (as  1  may)  1  must  the  same  endite. 

6  The  Poete  olde  in  their  fonde  fables  faine, 
That  mightie  Mars  is  god  of  Warre  and  Strife, 
These  astro nomers3thitike«  where  Mars  doth  raigne, 
That  all  debate  and  discorde  must  be  rife. 
Some  thinke  Belloua  goddesse  of  that  life : 
So  that  some  one,  and  some  another  indge, 
To  be  the  cause  of  euery  grceuous  grudge. 

6  Among  the  rest  that  Painter*  had  some  skill, 
Which  thus  in  armes  did  once  set  out  the  same, 
A  fielde  of  Geules,  and  on  a  Golden  hill 

A  stately  towne  consumed  all  with  flame. 
On  cheafe  of  Sable  (takeu  from  the  dame) 
A  sucking  babe  (oh)  borne  to  bide  myecbaunce, 
Begoarde  with  bloud,  and  petced  with  a  launce. 

7  On  high  the  Helme,  t  bcare  it  well  in  minde, 
The  Wreath  was  Siluer  poudrcd  all  with  shot, 

.  About  the  which  fgouile  du  sang  J  did  twinde 
A  roll  of  Sable,  blacke  and  fouie  beblot. 
The  Creast  two  handes,  which  may  nut  be  forgot. 
For  in  the  Riarht  a  trenchaud  blade  did  stande. 
And  in  the  Left' a  firie  burning  brande. 

8  Thus  Poets,  Painters,  and  Astronomers, 
Haue  giuen  their  gesse  this  subiect  to  define, 
Yet  are  those  three,  and  with  them  trauellers, 
Not  best  betnist  among  the  Worthies  nine, 
Their  woordes  and  workes  are  deemed  not  ditiine : 
But  why  ?  God  kuowes  (my  matter  not  so  marre,) 
Unlesse  it  be  blcause  they  fiiine  to  farre. 

9  Well  then,  let  see  what  sayth  the  common 

voice  5,  [say? 

These  olde  saytie  sawes,  of  warre  what  can  they 
Who  list  to  barken  to  their  whispring  noise. 
May  heare  them  talke  and  tattle  day  by  day. 
That  Princes  pryde  is  cause  of  warre  alway  : 
Plentie  brings  pryde,  pryde  plea,  plea  pine,  pine 

peace. 
Peace  plentie,  and  so  (say  they)  they  neuer  cease. 

^  i  definite.  '  Poet*s  and  Astronomers  definition. 
4  Painters  description.  ^  Common  peoples 

•pinion. 


10  And  though  it  haue  bene  thought  at  tnle  as 

Steele, 
Which  people  prate,  and  preach  abovie  the  icst, 
Yet  coald  1  neuer  any  reason  feele. 
To  thinke  For  popuU  vox  Dei  est. 
As  for  my  skill,  I  compt  him  but  a  beast. 
Which  trusteth  truth  to  dwell  in  common  speech^, 
Where  euery  lonrden  will  become  a  leech. 

1 1  Then  what  it  warre  ?  define  it  right  at  last, 
And  let  vs  set  all  olde  sayde  sawes  aside. 

Let  Poeu  lie,  let  Painters  faigne  as  last. 
Astronomers  let  marke  how  starres  do  glide. 
And  let  these  Trauellers  tell  wonders  wide : 
But  let  rs  tell  by  trustie  proufe  of  truth. 
What  thing  is  warre  which  raiseth  all  this  rath. 

18  And  for  my  parte  my  fanste  for  to  wrigfat', 
1  say  that  warre  is  euen  the  scourge  of  God, 
Tormenting  such  as  dwell  in  princelie  plight. 
Yet  not  regarde  the  reaching  of  hia  rodde. 
Whose  deedeK  and  dueties  often  times  are  odde. 
Who  raunge  at  randon  testing  at  the  iust. 
As  though  they  raignde  to  do  euen   what  tbcy 
lust. 

IS  Whome  nejrther  plague  can  pull  into  n^ 

morse. 
Nor  dearth  can  drawe  to  mende  that  Is  amisse, 
Within  whose  hearts  no  pitie  flndeth  f>rce. 
Nor  right  can  rule  to  iudge  what  reaaon  is. 
Whome  sicknesse  salueth  not,  nor  bale  brioji 

biisse : 
Yet  can  high  lone  by  waste  of  bloudie  warre, 
Sende  scholemaisters  to  teach  them  what  tbey 

are. 

14  Then  since  the  case  so  plaine  by  provfe  datk 

Htande, 
That  warre  is  such,  and  such  alwayei  it  was, 
Howe  ctiaunceth  then  that  many  take  in  baode 
To  ioy  in  warre,  whiles  greater  pleasures  passe* 
Who  compt  the  quiet  Burgher  but  aa  Aase, 
That  Hues  at  ease  contented  with  hit  owoe. 
Whiles  they  seeke  more  and  yet  are  oucrthrovM. 

15  If  Mars  mooue  warre,  at  Starooonoen  caa 

tel. 
And  Poets  eke  in  fables  vse  to  faine. 
Or  if  Bellona  cause  mennes  beartet  to  swdl 
By  deadly  grudge,  by  rancor  or  dysdaine. 
Then  what  delight  may  in  that  life  remaine  ? 
Where  anger,  wrath,  teene,  mischiefe  and  debate, 
00  still  vpholde  the  pillars  of  the  State  } 

[  6  If  Painters  craft  haue  truly  warre  dysplsyde, 
Then  iK  it  woorsse  (aiul  badde  it  is  at  beat) 
Where  townes  destroyde,  and  fields  with  blosi 

berayde, 
Yong  children  slaine,  olde  widdowes  fbole  opprest, 
Maydes  rauisbed,  both  men  and  wities  distrest: 
Short  tale  to  make,  where  sworde  and  ciodriig 

fiame 
Consume  as  much  as  earth  and  ayre  may  frame. 

17  If  pryde  make  warre   (as  common  people 
prate) 
Then  is  it  good  (no  doubt)  as  good  may  bee. 
For  pryde  is  roote  of  euill  in  euerie  stata^ 

*  The  Author)  defioitioii. 
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The  abwrte  of  sihne,  the  very  feend  his  fee. 

The  head  of  Hell,  the  bough,  the  braunch,  the 

tree. 
From  which  do  spring  and  sproute  such  fleshlie 

seedes. 
As  nothing  else  but  moane  and  myschiefe  breedes. 

18  But  if  warre  be  (as  I  hane  sayde  before) 
Gods  scoiirge,  which  doth  both  Prince  and  people 

tame, 
Then  vrarne  the  wiser  sorte  by  learned  lore, 
To  flee  from  that  which  bringeth  naught  but  blame, 
And  let  men  compt  it  griefe  and  not  a  gama, 
To  feele  the  burden  of  Gods  mightie  hande, 
When  he  concludes  in  iudgement  for  to  stande. 

19  Oh  Prince''  be  pleasde  with  thine  owne  dia- 

deme, 
Confine  thy  countries  with  their  common  bou rides, 
Enlaree  no  lande,  ne  stretch  thou  not  thy  streame, 
Penne  vp  thy  pleasure  in  Repentance  poundes, 
Least  thine  owne  sworde  be  cause  of  ail  thy 

wonndeii: 
Claime  nought  by  warre  where  title  is  not  good. 
It  is  Gods  scourge,  then  Prince  beware  thy  bloud. 

20  Oh  Dukes,  oh  Earls,  oh  Barons»  Knights  and 

squiers  ■, 
Kepe  you  content  with  that  which  is  yoar  owne, 
lict  brauerie  neuer  bring  you  in  his  briers, 
Sceke  not  to  mowe  where  you  no  seede  bane  sowne. 
Let  not  your  neighbora  house  be  ouerthix>wne. 
To  make  your  garden  straight,  round,  euen  and 

square. 
For  that  is  warre,  (Oods  scourge)  then  Lordes  be- 
ware. 

21  Oh  bishops,  deacons,  prelates,  priests  and 

all*, 
Stnne  not  for  tythes,  for  glebelande,  nor  for  fees. 
For  polling  Peter  pens,  for  popish  Pall, 
For  proud  pluralities,  nor  newe  degrees, 
And  though  yon  thinke  it  lubberlike  to  leese, 
Yet  shonlde  you  lende  that  one  balfe  of  your 

cote: 
Then  Priests  leane  warre,  and^  learne  to  sing  that 

note. 

82  Ob  lawlesse  Lawyertii*  stoppe  your  too  long 

nose, 
Wherwith  you  smell  your  needie  neighbors  lacke. 
Which  can  pretende  a  title  to  supposei 
And  in  your  rules  vplandish  lontes  can  racke. 
Till  yon  haue  brought  their  wealth  vntothe  wracke : 
This  i?  plaine  warre,  although  you  terme  it  strife, 
Which  God  will  scourge,  then  Lawyers  leaoe  this 

life. 

S3  Oh  Merchants  >■  make  more  conscience  in 

an  oth. 
Sell  not  your  Silkes  by  danger  nor  deceyte, 
Breakc  not  your  bankes  with  coine  and  credite 

bothe, 
Heape  not  your  hoordes  by  wilinesse  of  weyght. 
Set  not  to  sale  your  sobtilties  by  sleight, 
Brecde  no  debate  by  bargayning  for  dayes. 
For  God  will  tkourge  such  guiles  tenne  thousand 

wayes. 


613 

24  Oh  countrie  clownes,^*  your  closes  s6e  you 
keepe. 

With  hedge,  and  ditche,  and  marke  your  mead* 

with  meares. 
Let  not  dame  flatterie  in  your  bosome  creepe. 
To  tell  a  fittone  in  your  Landlordes  eares. 
And  say  the  ground  is  his  as  playne  appeares. 
Where  you  but  set  the  bounders  foorth  to  ferre: 
Plie  you  the  plough  and  be  no  cause  of  warre. ' 

25  Oh  Common  people » J  clajrme  nothing  but 
riglit. 

And  ceasse  to  seeke  that  you  hane  nener  lost, 
Strine  not  for  triflt>s:  make  not  all  your  might 
To  put  your  neighbours  parse  to  needelesse  cost^ 
When  yourowncgilte  is  spent,  then  farewell  frosts 
The  Lawyer  gaynte,  and  leades  a  Lordly  lyfe. 
Whiles  you  leese  all  and  begge  to  stinte  you 
stryfe. 

26  Knew  Kings  and  Princes  what  a  payne  iC 
were. 

To  winue  mo  realmes  than  any  witte  caii  weelde^ 
To  pine  in  hope,  to  fret  as  fast  for  feare. 
To  see  their  subiects  mui^red  in  the  field. 
To  loose  at  last,  and  then  themselues  to  yeeld. 
To  breake  sounde  sleepe  with  carke  and  inward 
care,  ■  [fare. 

They  would  lone  peace,  and  bidde  warre  well  to 


27  If  noble  men  and  gentle  bloodes  yborne. 
Wist  what  it  were  to  haue  a  widdowes  curse. 
Knew  they  the  skourge  of  God  (which  wrogs  doth 

skome) 
Who  sees  the  poore  still  wronged  to  the  worse, 
Yet  stayes  reuenge  till  he  it  list  disburse : 
Wist    they  what  were  to    catche  Gods  after 

clappes. 
Then  would  they  not  oppresse  somuch  perhappeg. 

28  These  spirituall  Pastors,  nay  these  spilefull 

Popes, 
Which  ought  to  tende  a  lanteme  to  the  rest, 
Had  they  themselues  but  light  to  see  the  ropes. 
And  snares  of  Hell  which  for  their  feete  are  drest^ 
Bicause  they  pill  and  pole,  bycause  they  wrest. 
Bycause  they  couet  more  than  borrell  men, 
(Harde  be  thehr  hartes)  yet  would  they  tremble 

then. 

>  29  Lawyers  and  Marchants  put  them  both 

yfeare. 
Could  they  foresee  how  (a»t  they r  heyres  lashe  out, 
If  they  in  minde  this  old  Pronerbe  could  bearer 
Ik  boms  nuJepartis  wx  (through  out) 
Gauddfil  iertiut  htereg  out  of  doubt. 
They  would  pcrcase  more  peace  than  plea  pro« 

cure. 
Since  goods  ill  got,  so  little  time  endure. 

30  Whiles  Pierce  the  Plowmi  hopes  to  picke  a 
thike. 
By  mouing  boundes  (which  got  skarce  graze  bit 

goose) 
His  Landlord  lawes  so  long  to  winne  that  banke, 
Till  at  the  last  the  Ferme  and  all  Ibes  loose. 
Then  farewell  Pierce  the  man  proues  but  a  mouse. 
And  seekes  a  cottage  if  he  could  one  get. 
So  fayre  he  fisht  by  mouing  mischief  yet. 


'  Prince. 
"•  Lawyers. 


t  Nobilitie.        '  Prelade. 
>*  Merchants. 


'*  Husbandmen* 


u  COmunaltie. 
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31  If  common  people  could  foresee  the  fine, 
Which  lights  at  last  by  lashing  out  at  lawe. 
Then  who  best  loues  this  question,  My  neor  Thyoe, 
Would  neuer  grease  the  greedy  sergeants  pawe. 
But  sit  at  home  and  leame  this  old  8a3rde  sawe, 
Had  1  reuenged  bene  of  euery  harme, 

My  coate  had  neuer  kept  me  halfe  so  warme. 

32  But  whether  now  ?  my  wittcs  are  went  awrie, 
I  haue  presumde  to  preache  to  long  God  wote. 
Where  mine  empryse  was  well  to  testifie 

How  sweet  warre  is  to  such  as  knowe  it  not, 
I  haue  but  toucht  their  yll  luck  and  their  lot, 
Which  are  the  cause  why  strife  and  warres  begin, 
Nought  haue  I  sayd  of  such  as  serue  therein. 

33  And  therwithal  I  termed  haue  all  strife. 
All  quarells,  contecks,  and  all  cruell  iarres. 
Oppressions,  bryberes,  and  all  greedy  life, 
To  be  (ill  genere)  no  bet  than  warres, 

Wherby  my  tbeame  is  stretcht  beyond  the  starresi 

And  I  am  entred  in  a  field  so  large, 

As  to  much  matter  doth  my  Muse  surcharge. 

34  But  as  the  hawke  which  soareth  in  the  skie, 
And  clymbcs  aloft  for  sollace  of  hir  wing. 

The  greater  gate  she  getteth  vp  on  highe. 
The  truer  stoupe  she  makes  at  any  thing: 
So  shall  yon  see  my  Muse  by  wandering, 
Pinde  out  at  last  the  right  and  ready  way, 
And  kepe  it  sure  though  eartt  it  went  astray. 

35  My  promisse  was,  and  I  reoorde  it  lo, 
To  write  in  verse  (Ood  wot  though  lyttle  worth) 
That  warre  seemes  sweete  to  such  as  little  knowe 
What  commes  therby,  what  frutes  it  bringetb  forth : 
Who  knowes  none  enil  his  minde  no  bad  abhorth, 
But  sncb  as  once  haue  fealt  the  skortching  fire. 
Will  seldome  (efte)  to  play  with  flame  desire. 

36  Then  warre  is  baddc:  and  so  it  is  in  deede. 
Yet  are  three  sortes  which  therin  take  delight. 
But  who  they  be  now  hcrken  and  take  heede. 
For  (as  I  may]  I  meane  their  names  to  wrigbt. 
The  first  bight  Haugbtie  harbe,  a  man  of  might, 
The  second  Greedy  minde  most  men  do  call. 
And  Miser  (be  the  mome)  comes  last  of  all. 

37  As  for  the  first^4,  three  sparkes  of  mighty 

moode 
Desire  of  fome,  disdayne  of  Idlenesse, 
And  hope  of  honor,  so  inflame  his  bloud. 
That  be  haunts  warre  to  winne  but  wortbinetse, 
His  doughty  deedes  alwayes  declare  no  lesse : 
For  whyles  most  men  for  gaines  or  malice  fight. 
He  gapes  for  glory  setting  lyfe  but  light. 

38  O  noble  mind  :  alas  and  who  could  thinke, 
So  good  a  hart  so  bard  a  happe  should  haue? 

A  sweete  perfome  to  fall  into  a  sinke, 
A  costly  iewell  in  a  swelling  wane. 
Is  happe  as  harde  as  if  in  greedy  graue, 
The  lustiest  lyfe  should  shryned  be  perforce. 
Before  dyre  deathe  gyue  sentence  of  diuorce. 

39  And  soch  1  counte  the  happe  of  Haoghty 

hart. 
Which  hunts  (donght  els)  but  honor  for  to  get. 
Where  treason,  malyce,  sicknessei  sore  and  tmarte, 

sf  Haaghty  harts. 


With  many  myschieues  moe  bis  purpose  let. 
And  he  meane  while  (which  might  bane  spent  it 

bet) 
Bat  loeetb  time,  or  doth  the  same  mispend. 
Such  guerdons  giues  the  Wicked  warre  at  end.    , 

40  I  set  aside  to  tell  the  restlesse  toy1<>. 
The  mangled  corps,  the  lamed  limbes  at  last. 
The  shortned  yeares  by  fret  of  feuers  foyle. 
The  smoothest  skinne  with  skabbes  and  skames 

disgrast. 
The  frolicke  (auour  frounst  and  foule  de&st. 
The  broken  sleepes,  the  dreadfoU  dreames,    the 

woe. 
Which  wonne  with  warre  and  cannot  from  him 

goe. 

41  I  list  Qift  write  (for  it  becommes  me  not) 
The  secret  wrath  which  God  doth  kindle  ofty 
To  see  the  sucklings  put  vnto  the  pot. 

To  heare  their  giltlesse  bloode  send  cries  alofte» 
And  call  for  vengeance  vnto  him,  but  softe 
The  Souldiours  they  commit  those  heyoous  actes, 
Yet  Kings  and  Captaynes  answere  for  such  hcXeu 

49  What  naede  me  now  at  large  for  to  re> 

hearse. 
The  force  of  Fortune,  when  she  list  to  frowne  > 
Why  should  I  heere  display  in  barreyne  verse. 
How  realmes  are  turned  topsie  turuie  downe. 
How  Kings  and  Keysars  looee  both  clayme  and 

crowne  } 
Whose  haughty  harts  to  bent  all  honour  hannte. 
Till  high  mishaps  tbeirdougfatlest  deedes  do  daunle. 

43  All  these  with  mo  my  peone  shall  ouerpasse, 
Since  Haughty  barie  hath  fixt  his  fansie  thus. 
Let  chaunce  (sayeth  he)  be  fickell  as  it  was. 

Sit  banui  (m  re  nuda)  Animm^ 

Nam  omne  tohim  viro  forth  lut. 

And  fie  (sayeth  he)  for  goods  or  flHbie  gaine, 

I  gape  for  glorie,  sJl  the  rest  is  vayne, 

44  Vayne  is  the  rest,  and  that  most  vayne  of 

all, 
A  smouldring  smoke  which  flieth  with  euery  winder 
A  tickell  treasuvB,  like  a  trendljrng  ball, 
A  passing  pleasure  mocking  but  the  miiide» 
A  fickle  fee  as  fansie  well  can  finde. 
A  sommers  fruite  whiche  long  can  neuer  bat. 
But  ripeneth  soone,  and  rottes  againe  as  fasL 

45  Andtell  me  Haughty  barte,coikfeMe  a  tmtbg 
What  man  was  aye  so  safe  in  Glories  porte? 
But  traynes  of  treason  (ob  the  more  the  ruth) 
Could  vndermine  the  Bnlwarkes  of  this  forte. 
And  raze  his  ramparts  downe  in  sondrie  sorte? 
Searche  all  thy  bookes,    and  thou  shalt  finds 

therein. 
That  honour  is  more  harde  to  holde  than  winne. 

46  Aske  Inlius  Cmart*  if  this  tale  be  trae. 
The  man  that  conquered  all  the  worM  so  wide. 
Whose  onely  worde  commannded  all  the  cnie. 
Of  RomajTue  Knights  at  many  a  time  and  tide. 
Whose  pompe  was  thought  so  great  it  could  not 

glide. 
At  last  with  bodkios  dnbd  and  domt  to  death. 
And  all  his  glorie  banisht  with  bis  bfcatb. 
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47  Of  maUoe  more  what  thosid  I  make  die- 

ooiiroe> 
Than  thy  foale  hJil  pioodePompey'^by  thy  name, 
Whose  awelling  haite  ennying  Gaesan  force, 
Did  boyle  and  borne  in  will  and  wicked  flame. 
By  bis  downe  fell  thy  fonder  clynae  to  fhime, 
Till  thine  owne  head  bebatbed  with  enmies  teares. 
Did  ende  thy  glorie  with  thy  yonthfull  yeares. 

48  Alas  alas  bow  many  may  we  reade, 
Wbome  sicknesse  sitbe  hath  cut  as  greene  as 

grasae  ?  [leade? 

Wbome  colde  in  Campes  hath  chaungd  as  pale  as 
Whose  greace  bath  molt  all  caffed  as  it  was, 
With  chaiiges  giuen,  with  skannouching  in  chasse? 
Some  lamed  with  gonte  (soone  gotten  in  the  field) 
Some  forst  by  fluxe  all  glorie  vp  to  yeeld. 

49  Of  soday ne  sores,  or  clappes  caught  vnaware. 
By  swofde,  by  shotte,  by  mischief,  or  by  mine. 
What  neede  I  more  examples  to  declare, 

Then  Montacote'''  which  died  by  doome  deuine  ? 
For  when  he  bad  all  France  defayct,  in  fine. 
From  lofty  towre  discouering  of  his  foes, 
A  Cannons  clappe  did  all  his  glorie  lose. 

50  I  had  forgot  (wherein  I  was  to  blame) 
Of  bolde  braue  Bourbon>'  somewhat  for  to  say 
That  Haughty  harte  whome  neuer  Prince  could 

tame,  [way, 

Whome  ney ther  towne  could  stoppe  nor  wall  let 
Nor  king  nor  Keyser  could  hii>  iomey  stay : 
His  Epitaph  downe  set  vpon  his  Tombe 
Declares  no  lesse :  I  leaue  it  to  your  doome. 

Veukto  GaUo,  Avcto  Intperio^  PbnHJkt  obseao,  I 

Mperaia, 
Jioma  capta,  Borbonij  hoe  marmofr  habei  dneres^% 

51  Oh  glorious  title  ringing  out  renowne. 
Oh  Epitaph  of  honor  and  high  happe. 

Who  reades  the  same  as  it  is  there  set  downe. 
Would  thinke  that  Borbon  sate  in  fortunes  lappe. 
And  could  not  fall  by  chaunce  of  after  clappe : 
Yet  be  that  wrote  this  thandring  flattering  verse. 
Left  out  one  thing  which  I  must  needes  rehearse. 

52  For  when  he  had  his  king  by  warre  foredone* 
Enlargde  the  Empyre  and  besiegde  the  Pope, 
Tane  Rome,  and  Italy  had  ouerronne. 

Yet  was  he  forst,  alwayes  from  lawes  to  lope. 
And  tradge  from  triall  so  to  scape  the  rope : 
Yea  more  than  that  a  banisht  man  he  serued, 
Least  loued  of  them  whose  thanks  he  most  de- 
serued. 

53  Lo  lordings  here  a  lesson  for  Uie  nones, 
Behold  this  glasse  and  see  yoorselues  therein. 
This  Epitaph  was  writte  for  worthy  ones, 

For  Haughty  hart»  which  honor  hunt  to  winne. 
Beware  beware,  what  broyles  you  do  begiu. 
For  smiling  lucke  hath  oft  times  Finem  ditram^ 
And  therefore  thinke  potni  victoria  Cunan. 

54  And  yet  if  glory  do  your  harts  inflame* 
Or  hote  desire  a  haughty  name  to  haue. 

Or  if  yon  thirst  for  high  reiiowne  or  fame. 
To  blase  such  brute  as  time  might  not  depreue. 
You  leese  the  labour  that  you  might  well  sane: 
For  many  a  prayse  in  that  mesne  while  you  past. 
Which  (bet  than  warre)  might  make  your  name 
to  last 


""Pomper 
«  Borbon. 


>*>  Montacute  Earle  of  Salisbury. 
>9  BorboDi  epitaph. 


55  As  first  (percase)  you  skipt  Phylosophie, 
That  noble  skill  which  doth  surmount  the  rest, 
Whertd  if  you  had  tied  your  memorie. 

Then  brantes  of  warre  had  oeuer  bruzdeyourbrest. 
Vet  had  our  name  bene  blazde,  and  you  bene  blest: 
Aske  Aristotle^  if  I  speake  amis, 
Fewe  Souldiers  fune  can  greater  be  than  his. 

56  Next  Retborike,  that  hoonnie  harmelesse  arte* 
Which  conquers  moe  than  warre  can  well  subdue. 
You  past  it  by,  and  therfore  loose  your  parte 

Of  glories  great,  which  therevnto  are  due, 
And  might  by  right  your  names  for  aye  renue,: 
Such  glory  loe  did  Cicero**  attaine. 
Which  longer  lasts,  than  other  glories  vai.ne. 

57  Of  Physike  speake  for  me  king  Auicen**, 
Who  more  esteemde  the  meane  to  saue  himsdfey 
Than  lessons  lende  of  proude  ambitious  men. 
Which  make  debate  for  mucke  and  worldly  pelfe: 
Yet  was  his  glory  ueuer  set  on  shelfe, 

Nor  neuer  sbal,  whyles  any  woride  may  stande, 
Where  men  haue  miude  to  take  good  bookes  in 
haude. 

58  What  shoulde  I  stretch  into  Astronomic? 
Or  maruels  make  of  Musikes  sugred  sounde? 
Or  beate  my  braynes  about  Geometric  ? 

Or  in  Arithmetike  of  artes  the  gronnde  ? 
Since  euermore  it  is  and  hath  bene  founde. 
That  who  excels  in  any  of  the  same, 
Is  sure  to  winne  an  euerlasting  fame. 

59  My  meaning  is  no  more  hut  to  declare, 
ThatHaughtiehartesdo  spende  their  time  in  vaine. 
Which  followe  warrea,  and  bring  tbemaelues  in 

snare, 
Of  sundrie  ylls,  and  many  a  pinching  paine. 
Whiles  if  they  list  to  occopie  their  braine. 
In  other  feates  with  lesser  toile  ygot. 
They  might  haue  fame  when  as  they  haue  it  not. 

60  Well,  Oreedie  minde^J  is  of  another  moode, 
That  man  was  framde  out  of  some  other  molde. 
He  followes  warres  for  wealth  and  world  lie  good. 
To  till  his  purse  with  grates  and  glistriog  golde. 
He  hopes  to  boie  that  Haughtie  harte  hath  solde : 
He  is  as  hote  as  any  man  at  spoile. 

But  at  a  breach  be  keepeth  no  such  coyle. 

61  Alas  good  Greedie  minde,  and  canst  thou 

finde 
No  better  trade,  to  fill  thy  boystrous  baggs  ? 
Is  witte  nowe  wente  so  wandring  from  thy  minde? 
Are  all  thy  points  so  voide  of  Reasons  taggs  ? 
Well  so  mayst  thou  come  roysting  home  in  raggs. 
And  lose  thy  time  as  Haughtie  harte  doth  eke» 
Whiles  like  a  dolt  thou  wealth  in  warre  dost  seke. 

69  O  bleareyde  foole,  are  both  thine  eyes  he- 
blast?  [mend  thee,. 
Canst  thou  not  see?  looke  vp  (what  man?)  God 
Looke  at  these  Lawyers  bowe  tliey  purchase  fast, 
Marke  wel  these  MarchanU  (better  minde  God 
send  thee)  [thee. 
See  howe  the  sutes  of  silke  that  they  wonlde  lend* 
And  many  mo  so  fine  in  fashioti  stande, 
Till  at  the  last  they  pay  for  vnthriftes  landev 

•<>  Aristotle.        •»  Cicero.        «Auicene. 
•3  Greedy  minde* 
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63  The  Grasier  gets  by  feeding  fiatte  his  neate, 
The  Clothier  coynes  by  carding  locks  of  wooll. 
The  Butcher  buildes  by  cutting  out  of  meate, 
The  Tanners  hydes  do  fill  bis  budget  full, 

<Tbc  Sheep  maister  his  olde  cast  croanes  can  cull. 
The  Shoomaker  can  shift  by  shaping  shooes. 
The  Craflie  bawde  can  liue  by  keeping  stewes, 

64  The  goi^eous  Goldesmith  getts  the  Diuell 

and  all, 
The  Haberdasher  heapeth  wealth  by  hattes, 
The  Barber  liues  by  handling  of  his  ball, 
The  Coupers  house  is  heelde  by  hooping  fattes, 
The  Roge  rubbes  out  by  poysoning  of  Rattes, 
The  Chanell  raker  liuetb  by  his  fee. 
Yet  compt  I  him  more  worthie  prayse  than  thee. 

65  To  rake  vp  rytches  euermore  by  wrong, 
To  muitiplie  by  rooouing  of  myschiefe, 

To  liue  by  spoile  which  seeldome  lasteth  long. 
To  hoorde  vp  beapes  whiles  others  lacke  reliefe, 
To  winne  all  yreaWh  by  playing  of  the  tbeefe, 
48  not  so  good  a  gaine  I  dare  auowe, 
As  his  that  liues  by  toyling  at  the  piowe. 

66  And  yet  the  drudge  that  delueth  in  the 

grounde, 
The  poorest  pesant  and  the  homeliest  hinde, 
The  meanest  man  that  euer  yet  was  fi»unde, 
To  get  a  gaine  by  any  trade  or  kinde, 
Liues  more  at  rest  and  hath  more  ease  of  minde. 
More  sure  to  winne,  much  lesser  dread  to  leese. 
Than  any  page  that  liues  by  Mars  his  fees. 

67  Ne  will  I  yet  affray  the  doubtful!  hartes 
Of  such  as  sceke  for  welth  in  warre  to  h\. 
By  thundring  out  the  sundrie  sodaine  smartes 
yrhich  daily  chaunce  as  fortune  trilles  the  ball : 
SuiBaeth  this  to  prooue  my  theame  withall, 
That  euery  bullet  bath  a  lighting  place, 
Though  Greedie  minde    forseeth   nut  that  dis- 
grace. 

68  The  myst  of  More  would  bane,  doth  bleare 

his  eyes, 
5o  is  he  armde  with  auarice  alway, 
^nd  as  he  couets  more  than  may  sufBse^ 
6o  is  he  blinde  and  dazled  day  by  day, ' 
for  whiles  he  ventures  for  a  double  pay. 
He  quite  forgets  the  pay  that  payes  for  all, 
'  Til  Leade  (for  GoLde)  do  glut  bis  greedie  gaL 

69  Yea  though  he  gajoe  and  cram  his  purse 

with  crounes, 
And  therewith  scape  the  foemeos  ibrce  in  fielde, 
^e  nought  foreseetb    what  treasons  dwells  in 

Townes, 
Ne  what  mishappes  his  yll  got  goods  may  yeelde: 
For  so  may  chaunce  (and  seene  it  is  not  seelde) 
His  owne  companions  can  contriue  a  meaoe, 
Jo  cutte  his  throate  and  rinse  his  budgets  cleane. 

.    70  But  if  he  wist,  or  had  the  witte  to  knowe, 
^bat  dangers  dwell,  where  might  beares  right 

adowne, 
IKThat  inwarde'griefes  to  quiet  mindes  may  growe 
By  gi'eedie  thyrst  of  ryches  or  reoowne, 
>Vherc  wrong  of  warre  oft  times  erects  the  crowne, 
He-^ould  percase  confesse  among  tlie  rest,  ' 
That  Dulu  belluM  macpertu  tst. 


71  So  that  I  say  as  earrt  I  sayde  before. 
That  euen  as  Haughtie  harte  doth  hunt  m  ▼sioCp 
Which  seekes  to  wiune  most  honor  ettermore^ 
By  haunting  wanres :  so  can  I  see  no  gaine, 
(With  calme  content)  to  feede  that  others  vaine: 
Wherfore  my  woi-de  is  still  (I  change  it  not) 
That  Warre  seemcs  tweete  to  such  as  raunge  it 

pot. 

72  Wdl  then,  let  see  what  reason  or  what  nda 
Can  Miser>4  moue,  to  march  among  the  rest : 

I  meaoe  not  Miser  he  that  sterues  his  Mole 
For  lacke  of  meate :  no  that  were  but  a  iest: 
My  Miser  is  as  braue  (sometimes)  as  best. 
Where  if  he  were  a  snudge  to  spare  a  groate. 
Then  Greedie  minde  and  he  might  weare  one 
coete. 

73  But  I  by  Miser  meane  the  very  man. 
Which  is  enfurst  by  chip  of  any  chaunce. 
To  steppe  aside  and  wander  nowe  and  than. 
Till  lowring  lucke  may  pipe  some  other  dannce, 
And  in  meane  while  yet  hopeth  to  aduaunce 

His  staylesse  state,   by  sworde,  by  spcare,  by 

shielde. 
Such  bulwarke8(loe)  my  Misers  braine  doth  bnikie. 

74  The  forlome  hope,  which  hane  set  vp  tbeic 

rest 
By  rash  expenoe,  and  knowe  not  howe  to  line. 
The  busie  braine  that  medletb  with  the  best. 
And  gets  dysgrare  his  rashnesie  to  n preeue. 
The  man  that  slewe  the  wight  that  thought  to 

theeue. 
Such  and  such  moe  which  flee  the  Catcbpols  fist, 
I  compt  them  Misers,  though  the  Sueone  it  wist, 

75  And  yet  forsooth  these  loue  to  line  io  warre. 
When  (God  he  knowes)  they  wote  not  what  it 

meanes. 
Where  if  they  sawe  how  much  deceyucd  tb^  are. 
Whiles  they  be  brought  into  mine  vncli-s  beam^ 
And  hoppe  in  hazarde  by  their  headie  meanes: 
Then  woulde  they  leameand  loue  to  liue  at  home, 
Much  rather  yet  than  wide  in  warres  to  nune. 

76  The  unthrift  he  that  selles  a  roode  of  lande. 
For  Flemish  stickesof  Silkes  and  such  like  wares »^, 
Weenes  yet  at  last  to  make  a  happie  hande 

By  blopdie  warre,  and  hopes  to  shredde  such 

shares. 
In  goods  yll  got  to  counteruaile  his  cares. 
That  he  may  once  recouer  his  estate. 
To  royst  againe  in  spite  of  Catchpolles  pate. 

77  The  restlesse  tong  that  Uttleth  still  at  large. 
Till  iust  correction  cause  it  to  be  still^. 

Is  banisht  oft,  aud  sitts  in  Miser*  bar^e. 
To  brj'dle  so  the  wandring  of  his  will : 
Yet  when  be  heares  a  trumpet  sounding  ahriD, 
He  followes  fast,  and  to  himselfe  he  sayt-a, 
Nowe  can  I  kecpe  me  out  of  Catchpots  wmyes. 

78  The  bloudiemurdrerand  the  craftie  theefe*"'. 
Which  haue  by  force  or  fraude  done  what  offeoce. 
To  creepe  in  corners,  oh  they  thinke  it  leefe, 
Though  Miser  there  do  pay  for  their  expence: 
But  when  they  heare  a  pay  proclaimde  for  pence, 


•«  Miser. 
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ot  then  they  tnidge«  and  gape  to  get  such  wealth, 
I  may  diBcharge  their  heads  from  bangmaus 
liealth. 

79  Of  these  three  sortes  fnll  many  haue  I  seene, 
me  bate  thestreates,  bicaose  the  stones  were 

hQt,  [our  2aeene) 

DOie  Hbuude  the  Court  (and  though  they  lovde 
et  in  the  Counseflors  wayes  they  stumbled  not, 
Mne  might  not  drinke  of  Justice  OriflTyns  pot: 
ut  all  amd  some  had  rather  fight  with  foes, 
lian  once  to  light  within  the  lappes  of  those. 

80  As  for  the  first  what  neede  I  much  to  wright? 
race  now  adayes  the  Sunne  so  bote  doth  shme, 
lat  fewe  yong  blouds  (vnlesse  it  be  by  night) 

an  byde  the  streates:   no,  narrowe  lanes  be 

fine, 
rbere  euery  shade  may  seme  them  for  a  shnne : 
ut  in  Cheapside  the  Sunne  so  scaldes  the  streete, 
hat  euery  pauing  stone  would  partch  their  feete. 

81  So  of  the  scconde  somwhat  could  I  say, 
[owe  tattling  tun^i^  and  busie  byting  pennes, 
[aue  fledde  from  Court  long  sitbens  many  a  day« 
nd  bene  full  gladde  to  lurke  in  Misers  dennesy 
»uie  (or  their  owne  speech,  some  for  other  mennes, 
ome  ft>r  their  bookes  bicause  they   wrote  too 

much, 
ea  some  for  rymes,  but  sure  I  knowe  none  such. 


82  And  for  the  thirde,  I  cannot  blame  them  I, 
they  at  barre  haue  once  helde  rp  their  hande, 
ind  smelt  the  smoke  which  might  haue  made 

them  frie, 
)r  leamde  the  leape  ont  of  their  natiue  lande» 
le  tbiiike  if  then  their  cause  be  rightly  scande, 
'hat  they  should  more  delight  to  follow  drummes, 
'ban  byde  at  borne  to  come  iu  hangmans  thumbes. 

Sy  But  hcJIa  yet,  and  lay  a  strawe  thereby, 
ur  whyles  they  scape  for  one  offence  pr  twaine, 
"hey  goe  so  long  to  schole  with  fellonie, 
iiid  learne  such  lessons  in  the  Soldiers  traine, 
'hat  all  delayes  are  dalied  but  in  vaine : 
'or  commonly  at  their  home  come  they  pay, 
'he  debt  which  hangiqan  cluimde  earst  many  a 
day. 

84  How  much  were  better  then,  with  contrite 

barte 
•irst  to  repent,  and  then  to  make  amendes  ? 
Ind  therwithall  to  learne  by  troubles  smartc, 
VTiat  sweete  rejKwe  the  lawfuil  life  vs  lemles: 
or  when  such  plagues  the  niightie  God  vs  sendes, 
'hey  come  aswell  to  scourge  offences  past, 
Is  eke  to  teache  a  better  trade  at  last. 

85  And  eke  how  much  were  better  for  the  first, 
"o  beai-e  lowc  sayle,  beginne  the  worlde  anewe, 
Ind  stande  content  to  muster  with  the  wotM., 
Til  God  conuey  them  to  some  better  crewe, 
t  better  were  to  bydde  all  pryde  adieu, 
kixl  stottpe  betimes  in  hope  to  ryse  againe, 
rhan  still  to  striue  against  the  streame  in  vaine. 

86  So  were  more  meete  for  mealy  mouthed 

men, 
knd  basic  medlers  with  their  Princes  mates, 
^Vryters  and  rimers  for  to  tume  their  penne 
[n  humble  style  vnto  the  loftie  states, 
kod  eke  with  tongue  attending  at  their  gates, 
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In  lowly  wise  their  fanonr  to  beseeche, 

Than  still  to  stande  in  stoute  and  sturdie  speech. 

87  But  mighty  Mar*  hath  many  men  in  store. 
Which  wayte  alwayes  to  keepe  his  kingdome  vp. 
Of  whome  no  one  doth  shewc  his  seruice  more. 
Than  lingring  Hope  which  still  doth  beare  his 

cuppe, 
And  flatterinsrly  lendes  euery  man  a  suppe, 
Which  haunts    his  courte  or  in  his  progress© 

passe, 
Hope  brings  the  boll  whereon  they  all  must  qnasse, 

88  Th*  ambitious  Prince  doth  hope  to  conquer 
all 
The  Dukes.  Earles,  Lords,  and  Knights  hope  to  ha 

kings,  . 

The  Prelates  hope  to  pushe  for  Popish  pall> 
The  Lawyers  hope  to  purchase  wonderous  thing*, 
The  Merchaunts  hope  for  no  lesse  reckonings. 
The  peasant  hopes  to  get  a  Ferme  at  least. 
All  men  are  guestes  where  Hope  dotli  holde  tb« 
feast  ••. 

89  Amongst  the  rest  poore  Miser*  is  so  drie, 
And  thristeth  so  to  Uste  of  some  gowl  channge 
That  be  in  haste  to  Hope  runnes  by  and  by. 
And  drinkes  so  dcepe   (although  the  Uste  be 

strannge,)  ^.       .^      . 

That  madding  moode  doth  make  his  wittes  to 

raunge, 
And  he  runnes  on  were  Hope  doth  leade  the  way. 
Most  commonly  (God  knowcs)  to  his  decaye. 


90  So  that  for  oompanie  he  sings  the  seme. 
Which  Haughty  barte  and  Greedy  minde  do  sing. 
He  saieth  that  Reltum  brecdeth  grief  of  game: 
And  though  at  firrt  it  seeme  a  pleasant  thing 
At  last  (s-ayeth  he)  it  striketh  with  a  «t>ng, 
And  leauesasknrre  although  the  wound  be  beali. 
Which  giues  disgrace  and  cannot  be  conceald. 

91  To  prpue  this  true  how  many  in  my  dayes, 
(And  I  for  ont)  might  be  rehearc  d  here, 

Who  after  proofe  of  diners  wandnog  wayes, 
Haue  bene  constrcynd  to  sit  with  sorie  cheere. 
Close  in  a  corner  fumbled  vp  for  ^a^  ?  . 

Till  fr6  such  dennes,  drummes  dubbe  hath  caiia 
the  forth,  ,  i*  \  i:**!* 

To  chaunge  their  ohaunce  for  lottes  (ofle)  little 

worth, 

92  But  here  (me  thinks)  I  heare  some  carping 

That  bwkfs  apace  and  killes  me  with  his  <•"«. 
One  thinkes  he  sayes  that  all  this  geare  goctlk 

When  workes  of  warre  are  wrotte  by  such  as  I, 
Me  thinkes  I  heare  him  still  this  text  applie. 
That  euill  may  those  presume  to  teache  »  ™«» 
Which  nay  themselucs  in  Schollers  roome  did  waae^ 

93  And  for  bycanse  my  selfe  confrsscd  haue. 
That  (more  than  might  by  writte  expressed  be) 
1  may  not  seeme  aboue  my  skill  to  braue, 
Since  yet  mine  eyes  the  warres  did  "cuer  secj 
Therefore  (say  some)  how  fonde  a  foole  is  he. 
That  takes  in  hande  to  write  of  worthy  warre. 
Which  neuer  yet  hath  come  in  any  larre . 

•t  Hope  is  cupbearer  to  war. 
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94  No  iarre  (good  sir)  yet  yes  and  many  iarres, 
Por  though  my  penne  of  curtesie  did  putte, 
A  difference  twixt  broyies  and  bloudie  warres, 
Yet  baue  I  shot  at  maister  liellumsbutte. 
And  throwen  his  bail  although  I  toucht  no  tutte: 
I  haue  percase  as  deepely  dealt  the  dole. 
As  he  that  hit  the  marke  and  gat  the  gole. 


95  For  I  baue  seene  full  many  a  Ftushyng  fraye^. 
And  fleest  in  Flounders  eke  among  the  rest, 
Tlie  bi-agge  of  Bruges^  where  was  I  that  daye  ? 
Before  the  walles  good  sir  as  braue  as  best. 
And  tbou*?h  I  marcht  all  armde  wtthouten  rest, 
From  Aerdenburgh  and  back  agaiue  that  night, 
Vet  madde  were  he  that  would  haue  made  me 

knight. 

96  So  was  I  one  forsooth  that  kept  the  towne. 
Of  AertlenburghP^  (withouten  any  walles) 
From  all  the  force  that  could  be  dressed  downe, 
By  xVlba  Duke  for  all  his  cries  and  calles, 
A  high  exployte.  Wee  held  the  Flemings  thralles, 
Seuen  dayes  and  more  without  or  bragge^  or 

btowes. 
For  all  that  while  we  neuer  herd  of  foes, 

91  I  was  againe  in  trench  before  Tergoes^^, 
(I  dare  not  say  in  siege  for  bothe  mine  eares) 
For  looke  as  oft  as  euer  Hell  brake  lose, 
I  meane  as  often  as  the  Spain ish  peares. 
Made  salie  foorth  (I  speak  this  to  my  pheares) 
It  was  no  more  but  which  Cock  for  a  groate, 
Such  troupes  we  we^e  to  keepo  them  vp  in  coate. 

98  Yet  surely  this  withouten  bragge  or  boast. 
Pur  English  bloudes  did  there  full  many  a  deede, 
"Which  may  be  Chronicled  in  euery  coaste. 
For  bolde  attempts,  and  well  it  was  agreed. 
That  had  their  heades  bene  rulde  by  warie  beede, 
Some  other  feate  had  bcnp  attempted  then, 
To  shew  their  force  like  worthie  English  men. 

99  Since  that  siege  raysde  1  romed  haue  about, 
In  Zeeland,  Holland,  Waterland,  and  all. 
By  sea,  by  land,  by  ayre,  aqd  all  throughout, 
As  leaping  lottes,  and  chance  did  seeme  to  call. 
Now  here,  now  there,  as  fortune  trilde  the  ball, ' 
Where  good  Guyllam  of  Nassau)*  badde  me  be. 
There  needed  I  none  other  guyde  but  he. 

100  Percase  sometimes  &  Oyptians  pilgrymage, 
Pid  carie  me  a  monjeth  (yea  lometimes  more) 
To  brake  the  Bowres,  and  racke  them  in  a  rage 
Bicause  they  had  no  better  cheere  in  store, 
Beefe,  Mutton,  Capon,  Plouer,  Pidgeons,  Bore, 
All    this    was    naughty    and    for    no  Souldioqrs 

toothe,  [soothe. 

W^re  these  no  iarres?  (speake  now  Sir)  yes  fcr- 

101  And  by  my  troth  to  speake  euen  as  it  is. 
Such  prankes  were  playde  by  Souldiours  dayly 

there, 
And  though  my  self  did  not  therein  amisse, 
^A»  God  he  knowes  and  men  can  witnesse  beare,) 
Yet  since  I  had  a  cbatge,  1  am  not  cleare, 
For  seldome  climes  that  Captalne  to  renowne. 
Whose  Souldioun  fiiultt  so  plucke  his  honour 

downe. 

•»  FIttshyng  frayes  and  Oeesing  of  Flaunders. 
v>  Aerdenbuiyh.      V  Tergoea.     3«  The  Prince 
pf  Orenge  his  name  is  Ouillam  of  NasMo. 


VI 


102  Well  let  that  passe  I  was  in  roDuig  ticncki 
At  RatmfkvuVi,  where  little  shotte  was  spent, 
For  gold   and  groates    their  matches  still  did 

quenche, 
Which  kept  the  Forte,  and  forth  at  last  they  went, 
So  pinde  for  hunger  (almost  teune  dayes  pent) 
That  men  could  see  no  wrincles  in  their  faces, 
'  Their  ponder  packt  in  caues  and  prinie  places. 

103  Next  that  1  senide  by  night  and  eke  by 
daie, 

By  Sea,  by  lande,  at  euery  time  and  tide. 
Against  Mountdragon  ^  whiles  be  did  assaie. 
To  lande  his  men  along  the  salt  sea  side^ 
For  well  he  wist  that  Ramekins  went  wide. 
And  tfaerfore  sou<^ht  with  victuall  to  sapplie, 
Poore  Myddkburgh  which  then  in  snddes  did  He. 

104  And  thpre  |  sawe  foil  many  m  bold  si< 
tempt. 

By  seelie  soules  best  executed  aye. 
And  brauei^  bragges  (the  foemens  force  to  tempt) 
Accomplished  but  ooldely  many  a  daye. 
The  Sooldtour  charge,  the  leader  lope  away. 
The  willing  drumme  a  lustie  marche  to  soonde^ 
Whiles  raake  retytiers  gaue  their  enimies  gronod, 

105  Againe  at  Sea  the  Souldiour  forwaid  still, 
When  Mariners  had  little  lust  to  fight. 
And  whiles  we   stale  twixt  faynte  and  forwaid 

will. 
Our  enemies  prepare  themseiues  to  fligbt. 
They  hoyste  vp  saile  (o  wearie  worde  to  wright) 
They  hoyste  rp  saile  that  lacke  both  streame  and 

windes, 
And  we  stand  still  so  font  by  Irowarde  mindes. 

106  O  victorie:   (whome  Haughty  bartes  do 
hunte) 

O  spoyle  and  praye  (which  greedy  mindes  desire) 
O  golden  heapes  (for  whom  these  Misers  wonte 
To  follow  Hope  which  settes  all  hartes  on  fiie) 
O  gayne,  O  golde,  who  list  to  you  aspyre. 
And  glorie  eke,  by  bolde  attempts  to  winne. 
There  was  a  day  to  take  your  prisoners  in. 

1 07  The  sbi ppes  ret3rre  with  riches  foil  yfraogkt, 
The  Souldiours  marche  (meane  while)  into  the 

towne,  [naught. 

The  tide  skarce  good,  the  winde  sterk  stanog 
The  haste  so  hoate  that  (eare  they  sinke  the 

sowne)  [adowne: 

They  came    on   ground,  and  strike  all   sayles 
While  we  (ay  me)  by  backward  saylers  ledde. 
Take  vp  the  worst  when  kll  the  best  ar«  liedde. 

108  Such  triuphs  chance  where  sach  Ueate- 
nSts  rule. 

Where  will  commaundes  when  skill  is  out  of  towne. 
Where  boldest  blondes  are  forced  to  recule. 
By  Simmethe  boteswayne  when  he  list  to  fiowoe. 
Where  Captaynes  crouch,  and  fishers  wearetlie 

Crowne. 
Such  happes  which  happen  in  such  haplesae  warres. 
Make  me  to  tearme  them  broyles  and  beastly 

iarres. 

109  And  in  tfiese  broyles  (a  beastly  broyle  to 
wryte,) 
My  Colonell,  and  I  fell  at  debate. 
So  that  I  left  both  charge  and  office  quite, 
A  Captaynes  charge  and  eke  a  Martials  sUte, 
Whereby  I  proued  (perhap,  though  all  to  late) 

»  Ramykins.      »♦  A  cproncl  qf  tfa«  kings  side. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  FRUITES  OF  WARRE. 


S2l 


Howe  toone  they  Ml  wbicfae  kalie  to  rotten 

bowes,  [rowcs. 

Soch  feith  finde  they,  that  trust  to  i ome  mens 

110  ftfy  burte  was  higb,  I  coald  not  seeme  to 
sertie. 

In  raiment  where  no  good  rules  remayne. 
Where  ofRc^ers  and  such  as  well  deserue. 
Shall  be  abusde  by  euery  page  and  swayne. 
Where  discipline  shall  be  but  deemed  va3rne, 
Where  blockes  are  stridde  by  stumblers  at  a  strawe, 
And  where  seife  will  must  stande  for  martiall 
lawe. 

111  These  things  (with  mo)  I  could  not  seeme 
tobeare, 

And  therevpon  I  crackt  my  staffe  in  two, 

Yet  stayde  1  still  though  out  of  pay  I  were. 

And  learne  to  Hue  as  priuate  Souldiours  do, 

I  liued  yet,  by  God  and  lacked  too : 

Till  at  the  last  when  Beauoh  fledde  amayne, 

Our  campe    removde  to    streine  M«  lande  van 


118  When  fieoiioifS^  fledde,  Mounidragom  came 
to  towne, 
And  like  a  Souldioor  Myddelburgh  be  kept, 
But  courage  now  was  coldly  come  adowoe, 
On  either  side :  and  quietly^they  slept. 
So  that  my  self  from  Zeland  lightly  lept. 
With  full  entent  to  taste  our  English  ale, 
Tet  first  I  ment  to  tell  the  Prince  my  tale, 

113  For  though  the  warres  waxt  colde  in  euery 
place. 

And  small  experience  was  there  to  be  seene. 
Yet  thought  I  not  to  parte  in  such  disgrace. 
Although  I  longed  much  to  see  our  Sueene : 
For  he  that  once  a  hyred  man  hath  bene, 
Must  take  bis  Maisters  leaue  before  he  goe, 
Unlesse  he  meane  to  make  his  freend  his  foe. 

114  Then  went  I  straight  to  DclfcJ^,  a  pleasant 
towne. 

Unto  that  Pnnce,  whose  passing  rertues  shme, 
And  vnto  him  I  came  on  knees  adowne, 
Beseeching  that  his  excellence  in  fine, 
WouM  graunt  me  leaue  to  see  this  countrey  mine : 
Not  that  I  wearie  was  in  warres  to  seme, 
Nor  that  I  lackt  what  so  I  did  deserue. 

115  But  for  I  found  some  contecke  and  debate. 
In  regiment  where  I  was  woont  to  rule. 

And  for  I  Ibunde  the  stale  of  their  estate. 
Was  forced  now  in  townes  for  to  recule, 
I  craned  leaue  no  longer  but  till  YewU^^, 
And  promist  then  to  come  againe  Sansfayley 
To  spende  my  bloud  where  it  might  him  auayle. 

116  The  noble  Prince  gaue  graunt  to  my  re- 

And  made  me  passeporte  signed  with  his  scale. 
But  when  I  \faa  with  baggs  and  baggage  prest. 
The  Prince  began  to  ring  another  peale, 
And  sent  for  me,  (desiring  for  my  weale}. 
That  I  would  stoy  a  day  or  two,  to  sec, 
What  was  the  cause  be  sent  againe  for  mee. 

J*  An  Hand  so  called  which  was  sore  spoylcd  by 
oarconntrjrmeo. 

»*  A  coroael  of  the  kings  side  whicbe  was  gouer- 
nour  of  Middelburgb  next  before  Moutdragon.  * 
If  A  towne  in  HoUand.       «*  Christmas. 


117  My  GoloneU  was  nowe  oome  to  the  Comrte» 
With  whome  the  Prince  had  many  things  to  tieate^ 
And  for  he  hoapte,  in  good  and  godlie  sorte, 
Tweene  him  and  me  to  worice  a  fnendlie  feate. 
He  like  a  gracious  Prince  bis  braines  did  beate. 
To  set  aocofde  betweene  ts  if  he  might, 

Sucb  paynes  be  toke  to  bring  the  wrong  lo  right* 

118  O  noble  Prince,  there  are  too  fewe  like 
thee. 

If  Vertue  wake,  she  watcheth  iu  thy  will. 

If  Justice  Hue,  then  surely  thou  art  bee. 

If  Grace  do  growe,  it  grAweth  with  thee  still, 

0  worthy  Prince  would  God  I  had  the  skill. 

To  write  thy  worth  that  men  thereby  might  see. 
How  much  they  erre  that  speake  amisse  of  thee. 

1J9  The  simple  Sottes  do  coumpt  thee  simple 
too, 
Whose  like  for  witte  our  age  hath  setdome  bredde, 
The  rayjing  roges  mistrust  thou  darest  not  do. 
As  Hector  did  for  whom  the  Grecians  fledde. 
Although  thou  yet  werte  neuer  seene  to  dredde. 
The  slandrous  tongues  do  say  thou  drinkst  to 

much, 
When  Ood  he  knowes  thy  custome  is  not  sucb. 

180  But  why  do  I  in  worthlesse  verse  deoise. 
To  write  his  prayse  that  doth  excell  so  fkrre? 
He  heard  our  ereeues  himself  in  gratious  wise. 
And  mildly  ment  to  ioyne  our  angry  iarre. 

He  ment  to  make  that  we  beganne  to  marre: 
But  wicked  wrath  had  some  so  farre  enraged. 
As  by  no  meanes  theyr  malice  could  be  swaged. 

181  In  this  meane  while  the  Spainiards  camm 
so  neare 

That  De^e  was  girt  with  siege  on  euery  side. 
And  though   men  might  take  shippyng  eueiy 

where, 
A  nd  so  be  gone  at  any  time  or  tide. 
Yet  truth  to  tell  (I  speake  it  for  no  pryde) 

1  could  not  leaue  that  Prince  in  such  distresse. 
Which  cared  for  me  and  yet  the  cause  much  lesse. 

122  But  see  mishappe  how  craftely  it  creepes 
Whiles  fawning  fortune  fleareth  fiUl  iu  face. 

My  heauie  harte  within  my  bellie  weepes. 
To  recken  here  a  droppe  of  darke  disgrace. 
Which  fell  vpon  my  pleasant  plight  apace. 
And  brought  a  packe  of  doubts  and  dumps  to 

passe, 
Whiles  I  with  Prince  in  loue  and  fauour  was. 

123  A  worthie  dame  whose  prayse  my  pennt 
shal  write 

(My  sworde  shall  eke  hir  honour  still  defende) 
A  louing  letter  to  me  did  endight. 
And  from  the  Campe  the  same  to  me  did  sonde, 
1  meane  from  Campe  where  foes  their  force  did 

bende : 
She  sent  a  brief  vnto  me  by  hir  mayde. 
Which  at  the  gates  of  Delfs  was  stoutely  stayde. 

124  This  letter  tane,  I  was  mistrusted  much. 
And  thought  a  man  that  were  not  for  to  tnistc»». 
The  Burghers  streight  began  to  beare  me  grutcbe, 
And  cast  a  snare  to  make  my  necke  be  trust, 
For  wheu  they  had  this  letter  well  discust: 

^  The  frute  of  fansie. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


522 


GASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


They  wnt  it  me  by  bir  that  brought  it  so. 
To  trie  if  I  would  keepe  it  close  or  no. 

125 1  redde  the  lines,  and  knowing  whence  they 
came^ 
My  harinelesse  harte  began  to  paot  apace^ 
Wei  to  be  playne,  I  thought  that  iiener  Dame, 
Should  make  me  deale  in  any  doabtfuU  case. 
Or  do  the  thing  might  make  me  hide  my  face: 
So  that  vnto  the  Prince  1  went  forthwith. 
And  shewed  to  him  of  all  this  packe  the  pith. 

126  The  thing  God  knowes  was  of  no  great 
emport, 

Some  freendiy  lines  the  vertaous  Lady  wrote 
To  me  hir  freend :  and  for  my  safe  passeporte. 
The  Camepomaster  Valdes  bis  hand  was  gutte. 
And  seale  therewith,  that  I  might  safely  trotte. 
Unto  the  Hagke*^  a  stately  pleasaunt  place. 
Whereas  remaynd  this  worthy  womans  grace. 

127  And  here  I  set  in  open  verse  to  showr. 
The  whole  effect  wherfore  this  work  was  wrought. 
She  had  of  mine  (whereof  few  folkes  did  knowe) 
A  coanterfayte,  a  thing  to  me  deare  bought. 
Which  thing  to  haue  I  many  times  had  sought 
And  when  she  knew  how  much  I  did  esteeme  it 
Shcevowdethat  none  but  I  should  thence  redeeme 

it 

128  Lo  here  the  cause  of  all  this  secrete  ileight, 
I  Bweare  by  loue  that  nothing  els  was  ment. 
The  noble  Prince  (who  sawe  that  no  deceipt. 
Was  practised)  gaue  trust  to  mine  entent: 

And  leaue  to  write  fh)m  whence  the  same. was 

senty 
Yet  still  the  Bowgers  (Burghers  should  I  saye) 
Encreast  their  doubtes  and  watcht  me  day  by  day. 

129  At  euery  porte  it  was  (forsooth)  belast^^. 
That  I  (dt  grpene  Hojman  ^)  might  not  go  out. 
But  when  their  foes  came  skirmishing  full  fast. 
Then  with  the  rest  the  Greene  knight  for  them 

fought, 
Then  might  he  go  wtthout  mistrust  or  doubt: 
O  drunken  plompes,  1  playne  without  cause  why, 
For  all  cardes  tolde  there  was  no  foole  but  I. 

ISO  I  was  the  foole  to  fight  in  your  defence, 
Which  kuow  no  freende,  nur  yet  your  selues  full 

well. 
Yet  thus  yon  see  how  paye  proclaymde  for  pence, 
Pulles  needie  soulcs  in  steade  of  heauen  to  hell. 
And  makes  men  hope  to  beare  away  the  bell. 
Whereas  they  hang  in  ropes  that  nener  rotte. 
Yet  warre  seemes  sweete  to  such  as  know  it  not 

131  Well  thus  I  dwelt  in  Ddfe  a  winters  tyde. 
In  Belfe  (I  say)  without  one  pennie  pay : 
My  men  and  I  did  colde  and  hunger  bide. 
To  shew  our  truth,  and  yet  was  ueuer  day. 
Wherein  the  Spanyard  came  to  make  ts  play. 
But  that  the  Greene  knight  was  amongst  the  rest. 
Like  lohnGreyes  birde  that  veutred  with  the  besttt. 

40  The  pleasanutest  village  (as  1  thinke)  that  is 
in  Europe. 

4^  Forbidden.        ^  The  Greene  captaine. 
«  Aprouerbe. 


J32  At  last  the  Prince  to  Zeland  < 
selfe. 
To  hunger  Middlebuigh,  or  make  it  yeeld, 
And  I  that  neuer  yet  was  set  on  shelf. 
When  any  sayld,  or  winde,  or  wanes  ooold  weeld. 
Went  after  him  to  shew  my  sdie  in  field. 
The  selfe  same  man  which  earst  I  vowed  to  be, 
A  trusUe  man  to  such  a  Prince  as  he. 

133  The  force  of  Ftaamien^  Brabmd^  Gettw, 
PVyie, 

HeneatUt  Arioifs^  Ufe^^dani,  and  luxtmhfovfjjk. 
Wen*  all  ybent,  to  bryng  in  new  supplies 
To  Myddlebnrgh :  and  little  all  enough, 
For  why  the  Gttulx^  would  neyther  bend  oor 

bough. 
But  one  of  force  must  break*  and  come  to  nonj^t, 
All  fTalhert^  theirs,  or  Fttalufng  dearly  bought. 

134  There  once  agayne  I  serued  vpon  seas, 
And  for  to  tell  the  cause  and  how  it  foil. 

It  did  one  day  the  Prince  (my  chieflayne)  please, 
To  aske  me  thus:    Gascoigne   (quoth  he]  ytia 

dweU 
Amongst  vs  still :  and  thereby  seemetb  well. 
That  to  our  side  you  beare  a  faithfall  bane. 
For  else  long  siuce  we  should  haue  beene  you 

starte, 

135  But  are  (sayde  he)  your  Souldiours  by  yoor 
side? 

0  Prince  (quoth  I)  full  many  dayes  be  past. 
Since  that  my  charge  did  with  my  Crooell  glyde: 
Yet  byde  I  here,  and  meane  to  be  with  last: 
And  for  full  proofo  that  this  is  not  a  blast 

Of  glorious  taike :  1  craue  some  fisher  boate. 
To  shew  my  force  among  this  furious  fluate. 

136  The  Prince  gan  like  my  fayth  and  forvud 
will, 

Equyppt  a  Hoye  ^  and  set  hir  vnder  sayle, 

Whei-ein  1  serued  according  to  my  skill, 

My  minde  was  such,    my  cuoniog    could  not 

quaylc, 
WUhouten  bragge  of  those  that  did  assayle 
The  foemens  flet^te  which  came  in  good  aray, 

1  put  my  selfe  in  formost  ranke  alway. 

137  Three  dayes  wee  fought,  as  long  as  water 
serued, 

And  came  to  ancor  neyghbourlike  yfeere. 
The  Prince  himselfe  to  see  who  best  deserued, 
Stoode  euery  day  attending  on  the  peere. 
And  might  behold  what  barke  went  furmost  there: 
111  harte  had  he  that  would  not  stontely  fight, 
When  as  his  Prince  is  present  still  in  sight. 

138  At  last  our  foes  had  tidings  ouer  lande, 
Thatneare  toBergh*"^  their  felloveswenttowrack, 
On  Scheidi*  they  mette  by  Hymenvoaeli  a  bande 
Of  EdeUbloets^^  who  put  their  force  abacke. 
Leva  de  Bmftott  ^  did  put  them  thereto  sacke. 
And  lost  an  eye,  bicause  be  would  resemble 
Don  luliane  ^*,  whome  (there)  he  made  to  tremble. 

**  Protestants.  4*  The  Hand  wherein  Flnshiny 
doth  stand. 

^  Rigged  vp  and  fully  furnished.       ^  A  Towoe. 

^  A  River.  ^9  Lusty  gallants.  **Thc  aiai- 
ral  of  flushing.        ^J  lulian  de  Romero. 
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139  When  this  wm  Iraowen  Simeio  A  Awla  >•, 
IVho  had  the  charge  of  those  that  fought  with  vs, 
Went  vp  the  Hnnl  ^  and  too^e  the  ready  way. 
To  Anwerp^  towne:  leauing  in  daonger  tbas, 
Poore  Myddelburgh  which  now  wart  dpiorous. 

To  see  all  hope  of  succour  shrinke  away,      [day. 
Whiles  they  lackt  bread  and  had  done  many  a 

140  And  when  Mountdra^on  might  no  more 
euHurp, 

He  came  to  taike  and  rendred  all  at  last, 
With  whome  1  was  within  the  Cittie  sure, 
Before  he  went,  and  on  his  promisse  past, 
Siich  trust  I  had  to  thinke  his  faytb  was  fast: 
I  diode,  and  supt,  and  laye  within  the  tow^ie, 
A  daye  before  he  was  from  thence  ybowne. 

141  Thus  MMkbfurghi  Amuw,  and  all  the  rest^ 
Of  Walkgrt  Ik  became  the  Princes  pray. 

Who  ^aue  to  me  bycause  1  was  so  prest. 
At  soch  a  pinche,  and  on  a  dismall  day. 
Three  hundretb  gildems  good  aboue  my  pay. 
And  bad  me  bide  till  his  abilitie. 
Might  better  gwerdon  my  fidelitie. 

142  I  will  not  lie,  these  Gildems  pleasd  mie 
well. 

And  much  the  more  bycause  they  came  vncranedj 

Though  not  vnneeded'as  my  fortune  fell, 

But  yet  thereby  my  credite  still  was  saued. 

My  skores  were  payde,  and  with  the  best  I  braued, 

Till  (lo)  at  last,  an  English  newe  relief, 

Came  ouer  seas,  and  Chester  was  their  chief. 

143  Of  these  the   Prince  perswaded   me  to 
take, 

A  band  in  charge  with  Coronels  consent. 

At  whose  requests  I  there  did  vndertake. 

To  make  mine  ensigne  once  againe  full  bent, 

And  sooth  to  say,  it  was  my  full  en  tent, 

To  loose  the  sadle  or  the  horse  to  winne, 

Soch  haple«se  hope  the  Prince  had  brought  me  In. 

144  Soaldiours  behold  and  Captaynes  marke  it 
well. 

How  hope  is  harbenger  of  all  mishappe  ^\ 
Some  hope  in  honour  for  to  beare  the  bell. 
Some  hope  for  gaineand  Teoture  many  a  clappe, 
Some  hope  for  trust  and  light  in  treasons  lappe. 
Hope  leadesthe  way  our  lodging  to  prepare. 
Where  high  mishap  (ofie)  keepes  an  Inne  of  care. 

145  I  hoapt  to  shew  such  force  agaynst  our  foes. 
That  those  of  Df/f  might  see  how  true  I  was, 

1  bopt  in  deede  for  to  be  one  of  those  [passe, 

Whome  fame  should  follow,  where  my  feete  should 
I  hoapt  for  gaynes  and  founde  great  losse  alas : 
I  hoapt  to  winne  a  worthy  Souldiours  name,. 
And  light  on  locke  which  brought  me  still  to  blame. 

146  In  Valienhurgh  (a  fort  butnewbegonne) 
With  others  moe  I  was  ordeynde  to  be, 

And  &rre  beforne  the  worke  were  half  way  done. 
Oar  foes  set  forth  our  sorie  seate  to  see. 
They  came  in  time,  but  cursed  time  for  mee. 
They  came  before  the  courtine  raysed  were, 
One  onely  foote  aboue  the  trenches  there. 

^  Tht  castellane  of  Anwerp.        *'  A  riven 
M  Hope  ia  the  herbenger  of  mishappe. 


147  What  should  we  do,  foure  enngnes  lately 
prest. 

Fine  hnndreth  men  were  all  the  buike  we  bare. 
Cor  enimiet  three  thousand  at  the  least. 
And  somueb  more  they  might  alwayes  prepare : 
But  that  most  was,  the  truth  for  to  declare. 
We  had  no  store  of  ponder,  nor  of  pence. 
Nor  meate  to  eate,  nor  meane  to  make  defence. 

148  Here  some  may  say  that  we  were  much  to 
blame. 

Which  would  presume  in  such  a  place  to  hyde. 
And  not  foresee  (how  euer  went  the  game) 
Of  meate  and  shotte  our  souldiours  to  prouide : 
Who  so  do  say  haue  reason  on  their  side. 
Yet  prooes  it  still  (though  ours  may  be  the  blot) 
That  warre  seemes  sweete  to  such  as  know  it  not, 

149  For  had  our  forte  bene  fully  fortified. 
Two  thousand  men  had  bene  but  few  enow. 
To  man  it  once,  and  had  the  truth  bene  tried. 
We  could  not  see  by  any  reason  how. 

The  Prince  could  send  vs  any  succour  now. 
Which  was  constreynd  in  towoes  himself  to  shield. 
And  had  no  power  to  shew  his  force  in  field* 

1 50  Herewith  we  had  nor  powder  packt  in  store. 
Nor  flesh,  nor  fishe,  in  poodring  tubbes  yput. 
Nor  meale,  nor  malt,  nor  meane  (what  would  you 

more:) 
To  get  such  geare  if  once  we  should  be  shut. 
And  God  he  kuowes,  the  English  Souldiours  gut. 
Must  haue  his  fill  of  victualles  onc^  a  day. 
Or  els  be  will  but  homely  eame  his  pay. 

151  To  souse  ourselues,  and  Coronell  withall. 
We  did  foretell  the  Prince  of  all  these  needes. 
Who  promised  alwayes  to  be  our  wall. 

And  badde  vs  trust  as  truely  as  our  creedes, 
That  all  .good  wonles  should  be  performd  with 

deedes. 
And  that  before  our  foes  conid  come  so  neare. 
He  wuuld  both  send  vs  men  and  merrie  cheare. 

152  Yea  Robyn  Hoode,  our  foes  came  downe 
apace. 

And  first  they  chargde  another  Forte  likewise, 
Alphen  I  meane,  which  was  a  stronger  place. 
And  yet  to  weake  to  keepe  in  warlike  wise, 
Fiue  other  baudes  of  English  Fanteries  ^^, 
Were  therein  set  for  to  defend  the  same. 
And  them  they  chargde  for  to  beginne  the  game. 

153  This  Forte  firo  oun  was  disUnt  ten  good 
miles, 

T  meane  such  myles  as  English  measure  makes, 
Betweene  vs  both  stoode  Ltyden  towne  therewhiles. 
Which  euerie  day  with  fayre  worries  vndertakes. 
To  feede  vs  fat  and  cramme  vs  vp  with  cakes, 
It  made  vs  hope  it  would  supplie  our  neede. 
For  we  (to  it)  two  Bulwarkes  were  in  deede. 

154  But  when  it  came  vnto  the  very  pinche, 
Ijcydtn  farewell,  we  might  for  Lqi«2nt  sterue, 

I  like  him  well  that  promiseth  an  ioche. 
And  payes  an  ell,  but  what  may  he  desenie 
That  flatters  much  and  can  no  fay  th  obscrue  ? 
And  old  sayd  sawe,  that  feyre  wonles  make  foolet 

feyne. 
Which  prouerbe  true  we  proued  to  our  payne. 

^'  Footemen. 
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155  A  eobferencd  am6n9  ow  »l«ei  wt  eald. 
Of  Officers  and  Captayncs  all  yfeere, 
For  truth  (to  tell)  the  Souldioura  were  apald, 
And  when  we  askt,  nowe  mates  what  merie  cbeere  ? 
Their  aunswere  was:  it  is  no  bidyng  here. 
So  that  perforce  we  must  from  thence  be  gone, 
Unlesse  we  ment  to  keepe  the  place  alone. 

ISS  Herewith  we  thought  that  if  in  time  we 
went. 
Before  all  streights  "were  stopt  and  taken  vp. 
We  might  (perhaps)  our  enimies  preuent, 
And  teach  them  eke  to  taste  of  sorowes  cuppe. 
At  MaetUmd  Sbofse,  wee  hoped  for  to  suppe, 
A  place  whereas  we  might  good  seruice  do, 
To  keepe  them  out  wh'ich  tooke  it  after  too. 

157  Whiles  thus  we  telke,  a  messenger  behold. 
From  jllphen  came,  and  told  vs  heauy  newes,^ 
Captaynes  (quod  he)  hereof  yon  may  be  bolde. 
Not  one  pooresoule  of  all  your  fellowes  crewes,. 
Cin  scape  aliue,  they  haue  no  cho3r8e  to  chuse: 
They  sent  me  thus  to  bJdde  you  shifte  in  time. 
Els  looke  (like  th^m)  to  sticke  in  Spainisb  lime. 

158  Thus  tale  once  tolde  none  other  speech 
preuayMe, 

But  packe  and  trudge,  al  leysure  was  to  long, 
To  niende  the  m^rte,  or  watche  (which  neuer 
I>escried  our  foes  which  marchedall  along, [fay Ide) 
And  towards  vs  began  in  hast  to  throng. 
So  that  before  our  laste  could  passe  the  porte. 
The  foremost  foes  were  now  within  the  Forte. 

159  I  promest  once  and  did  performe  it  too. 
To  bide  therein  as  long  as  any  would. 

What  booted  that?  or  what  could  Captaynes  doo,  ' 
When  common  sorte  would  tarie  for  no  gould? 
To  speake  a  troth,  the  good  did  what  they  could. 
To  keepe  the  badde  in  rankes  and  good  araye, 
But  Ubour  lost  to  hold  that  will  away. 

160  It  needelesse  were  to  tell  what  deedes  were 
donne, 

Nor  who  did  best,  nor  who  did  worst  that  day. 
Nor  who  made  head,  nor  who  began  to  runue. 
Nor  in  retreate  what  chief  was  last  alway, 
But  Souldiour  like  we  held  our  enimies  play: 
And  euery  Captayne  straue  to  do  his  best. 
To  stay  bis  owne  and  so  to  stay  the  rest. 

T6f  In  this  retyre  three  English  miles  we  trodde. 
With  to  face  foes  and  shot  as  thicke  as  hayle. 
Of  whose  cboyce  men  full  fiftie  soules  and  odde, 
We  layed  on  ground,  this  is  withouten  fiiyle. 
Yet  of  our  owne,  we  lost  but  three  by  tale: 
Our  foes  themselues  confest  they  bought  full  deere, 
The  hole  pursute  wbiche  they  attempted  there. 

162  Thus  came  we  late  at  last  to  Leyden  walles. 
Too  late,  too  soone,  and  so  may  we  well  say. 
For  notwithstanding  all  our  cries  and  calles. 
They  shut  their  gates  and  turnd  their  eares  away: 
In  fine  they  did  forsake  vs  euery  way. 
And  badde  vs  shifte  to  sane  ourselues  apace. 
For  vnto  them  were  fonde  to  trust  for  graces 

16S  They  neither  gaue  vs  meate  to  feede  vpon. 
Nor  drinke,  nor  powder,  piokar,  toole  nor  spade, 
So  might  we  sterue,  like  misers  woe  begone, 
And  fend  our  foes,  with  blowes  of  English  blade. 


GASCOIGNE*S  POEMS. 


For  abotte  was  thioiike^  and  lUft  caM  bom  be 


Yea  more  than  this,  wee  stoode  in  open  fidde^ 
Without  defense  from  shotte  oor  selues  to  ahielde. 

164  This  thus  wel  weyed,  wbS  weary  night  was 
past,  [drommes, 

And   day  gan   peepe,  wee   heard  the   Spainish 
Which  stroke  a  marche  about  vs  round  to  cast. 
And  foorth  withall  their  Ensignes  quickly  comes, 
At  sight  whereof,  oor  Souldionrs  bitte  their  tbomes: 
For  well  they  wist  it  was  no  boote  to  flie. 
And  biding  there,  there  was  no  boote  but  die. 

165  So  that  we  sent  a  dmmme  to  sununooe 
taike. 

And  came  to  IMee  middle  way  betweene. 
Monsieur  de  Ueques,  and  Mario  did  walke. 
From  foemens  side,  and  from  our  side  were  seene, 
My  self,  that  matche  for  Mario  might  bene: 
And  Captayne  Sk^M  borne  of  noble  race. 
To  matche  de  Liquet^  which  there  waa  chief  ia 
place. 

166  Thus  met  we  talkt,  and  stoode  vpon  oor 
toes,  [tent. 

With  great  deraaundes  whome  little  might  coo- 
We  craned  not  onely  freedome  from  our  foes. 
But  shippyng  eke  with  saylea  and  all  full  bent. 
To  come  againe  from  whence  we  first  were  went: 
I  meane  to  come,  into  our  English  coast. 
Which  soyle  was  sure,  and  might  content  vs  most. 

167  An  old  sayde  sawe,  (and  oftc  seene)thtt 
whereas. 

Thou  comste  to  crane,  and  doubtst  for  to  obtaync, 
Imquum  pete  (then)  vt  aqmtmfertu^ 
This  had  i  heard,  and  sure  I  was  full  fayne. 
To  proue  what  profite  we  thereby  might  gayne: 
But  at  the  last  when  time  was  stolen  away. 
We  were  fuU  gladde  to  play  another  play. 

168  We  rendred  then  with  safetie  for  oor  iiues. 
Our  Ensignes  splayed,  and  manygini:  our  armes, 
With  furder  fayth,  that  from  all  kinde  of  gines, 
Oor  souldionrs  should  remayne  withouten  banncs: 
And  sooth  to  say,  these  were,  no  false  allannes, 
For  why?  they  w,ere  within  twelue  dayes  dis- 
charged. 

And  sent  away  from  pryson  quite  enlarged. 

169  They  were  sent  home,  and  we  remayocd 
In  pryson  pent,  but  yet  right  gently  vsed,     [still, 
To  Uke  our  Hues,  it  was  not  Utfues  will, 
(That  noble  blood,  which  neuer  man  abused,) 
Nor  euer  yet  was  for  his  faith  accused. 

Would  God  I  had  the  skill -T)  write  his  prayse. 
Which  lent  me  comfort  in  my  dolefull  dayes. 

170  We  bode  behind,  foure  mooeths  or  little 
lesse. 

But  wherevpon  that  God  he  knowea  not  I, 
Yet  If  I  might  be  bolde  to  giue  a  gesse. 
Then  would  I  say  it  was  for  to  espie. 
What  raunsome  we  would  pay  contentedly: 
Or  els  to  know  how  much  we  were  esteemde. 
In  England  here,  and  for  what  men  ydeemde. 

171  Now  so  it  were,  at  last  we  were  dispatcht, 
And  home  we  came  as  children  come  from  school^ 
As  gladde,  as  fishe  which  were  but  lately  eatcbt, 
And  straight  againe  were  cast  into  the  podle: 
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For  bf  nqr  fry  I  conmpt  bim  but  a  Ibola, 
Wbicb  would  not  rather  poorely  Hue  at  laif  e. 
Than  rest  in  pryson  fedde  with  costly  charge. 

17s  Now  bane  1  tolde  a  tedious  tale  in  rime, 
Of  my  raishappes,  and  what  ill  lucke  I  had, 
Yet  some  may  say,  that  all  to  lowde  I  chime. 
Since  that  in  warres  my  fortune  was  not  badde, 
Aod  many  a  man  in  pryson  woold  be  gladde, 
To  hn  no  worse,  and  lodge  no  worse  than  we^ 
And  eke  at  last  to  scape  and  go  so  free. 

1*78  I  must  confiesse  that  both  we  were  well  Tsed, 
And  promise  kept  according  to  contract. 
And  that  nor  wee,  nor  Souldionrs  were  abused. 
No  rigour  shewed,  nor  loudy  dealing  lackt: 
I  must  confesse  that  we  were  nener  rackt. 
Nor  fbrrt  to  do,  nor  speake  agajrnst  our  will. 
And  yet  I  coumpt  it  froward  fortune  still. 

174  A  troth  it  is  (since  warres  are  ledde  by 
chaunce. 
And  none  so  stoute  but  that  sometimes  may  h\\,) 
No  man  on  earth  his  honour  might  aduaunce, 
To  render  better  (if  he  once  were  thrall) 
Why  who  could  wishe  more  comforte  at  his  call. 
Than  for  to  yedd  with  ensigne  fuU  displayde. 
And  all  armes  borne  in  warlike  wise  for  ayde? 


175  Or  who  could  wisbe  dispatche  with  greater 
speede. 

Than  souldiours  had  which  taried  so  few  dayes? 
Or  who  could  wishe,  more  succour  at  his  neede. 
Than  vsed  was  to  them  at  all  assayes  ? 
Bread,  meate,  and  drinke,  yea  wagons  in  their 

wayes. 
To  ease  the  sicke  and  hurte  which  could  not  go. 
All  tane  in  warres,  are  seldome  vsed  so. 

176  Or  who  could  wishe  (to  ease  his  captiue 
dayes) 

More  Ubertie  than  on  his  foyth  to  rest? 
To  eate  aod  drinke  at  Barons  borde  al wayes. 
To  lie  on  downe,  to  banquet  with  the  best. 
To  haue  all  things,  at  euery  iust  request. 
To  borowe  coyne,  when  any  seemde  to  lacke. 
To  haue  his  owne,  away  with  him  to  packe? 

177  All  this  and  more  I  must  confesse  we  had, 
God  saue  (say  I)  our  noble  Suecne  therfore, 
i70ic  aim  lackrhmB,  there  lays  the  padde. 
Which  made  the  strawe  suspected  be  the  more. 
For  trust  me  trae,  they  coaeted  full  sore, 

To  keepe  our  Sueene  and  countrie  last  their' 

friendes. 
Tin  all  their  warres  might  grow  to  luckie  endes. 

178  But  were  that  once  to  happy  ende  ybrought. 
And  all  stray  sheepe  come  home  agayne  to  folde. 
Then  looke  to  dore:  and  thinke  the  cat  is  nought. 
Although  she  let  the  mouse  from  out  hir  holde: 
Belene  me  now,  me  thinkes  I  dare  be  bolde. 

To  thinke  that  if  they  once  were  freendes  againe. 
We  might  soone  sell,  all  freendsbip  found  in 
^Mune. 

179  Wen  these  are  woardes  and  forre  beyod 
my  reach. 

Yet  by  the  way  receyue  them  well  in  worth, 
Aod  by  the  way,  let  neuer  Liequet  appeach 
My  rayling  penne,  for  thoughe  my  minde  abhortth, 
AU  Spainiih  pnmkcs:  yet  must  1  thunder  forth 


His  worthy  prayse,  who  held  bis  imyth  <mitaf  iwd. 
And  euermore  to  vs  a  freend  remayned. 

180  Why  sayed  I  then,  that  warre  if  fuU  «f 
woes? 

Or  sowre  of  taste,  to  them  that  know  it  best? 
Who  so  demaundes,  I  will  my  minde  disclose^ 
And  then  iudge  you  the  burdens  of  my  brestt 
Maike  well  my  wordes  and  you  shall  finde  him 

blest. 
That  medleth  least  with  warres  in  any  wise. 
But  quiet  Hues,  and  all  debate  defies. 

181  For  though  we  did  with  truth  and  honour 
Yet  yeelding  is  alwayes  a  great  disgrace,    [yeeld^ 
And  though  we  made  a  braue  retyre  in  field, 
Yet  who  retyres,  doth  a1  wayes  yedd  his  place: 
And  though  we  nener  did  our  sdues  embase. 

But  were  alwayes  at  Barons  table  fedde. 
Yet  better  were  at  home  with  Barlie  breade. 

183  I  leaue  to  tell  what  losse  we  did  sustain^ 
In  pens,  in  pay,  in  wares,  aod  readie  wealth. 
Since  all  such  trash  may  gotten  be  againe. 
Or  wastod  well  at  home  by  priuie  steltb: 
Small  losse  hath  he  which  all  his  lining  seltb. 
To  saue  his  life,  when  other  helpe  is  none. 
Cast  vp  the  saddle  when  the  horse  is  gone. 

183  But  what  I  sayde,  I  say  and  sweare  again^ 
For  first  we  were  in  Hollande  sore  suspect. 

The  states  did  thinke,  that  with  some  filtbie  gaioa 
The  Spainish  peeres  vs  Captaines  had  infect. 
They  thought  we  ment  our  ensignes  to  erect 
In  Kings  bebalfe:  and  eke  the  common  sorte. 
Thought  priuy  pay  h^  made  vs  leaue  our  forte. 

184  Againe,  the  Kings  men  (onely  Licques 
except, 

And  good  Verdugo*^)  thought  we  were  too  well, 
And  that  we  were  but  playde  with  in  respect, 
When  as  tlieir  men  in  great  disti-esse  did  dwell: 
So  that  with  hate  their  burning  hartes  did  swell. 
And  bad  hang  vp  or  drowne  vs  euerychone^ 
These  bones  we  had  alway  to  byte  vpon. 

185  Ttiis  sause  we  had  vnto  our  costly  fare. 
And  euery  day  we  threatned  were  in  deeds. 
So  that  on  both  sides  we  must  byde  the  care. 
And  be  mistrast  of  euery  wicked  deede. 

And  be  reuilde,  and  must  our  seines  yet  feede 

With  lingring  Hope,  to  get  away  at  last. 

That  selfo  same  Hope  whiche  tyed  vs  there  so  fost. 

186  To  make  vp  all,  our  owne  men  playde  their 
parte. 

And  rang  a  peale  to  make  vs  more  mystrust. 
For  when  they  should  away  from  vs  departe, 
And  sawe  vs  byde,  they  thought  we  stayed  for  lust. 
And  sent  them  so  in  secrete  to  be  trust:       [solde 
They  thought  and  sayde,  thus  haue  our  Captaines 
Us  silly  soules,  for  groates  and  glistrtng  golde. 

187  Yea,  when  they  were  to  England  safely 
brought, 

Yet  talkte  they  still  euen  as  they  did  before: 
For  slaundrous  tongues,  if  once  they  tattle  ought. 
With  mickell  paye  will  chaunge  their  wicked  lore: 
It  hath  bene  proued  full  many  dayes  of  yore. 
That  he  which  once  in  slander  takes  delight. 
Will  seldome  frame  bis  woordes  to  sonnde  aright* 

^  A  ooronell  of  the  kings  side. 
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188  Straunge  tale  to  teU,  we  that  bad  set  them 
free. 

And  set  oniselues  on  saodes  for  their  expence. 
We  that  remaynd  in  daunger  of  the  tree, 
When  they  were  safe,  we  that  were  their  defence. 
With  annes, with  cost,  with  deede8,with  eloquence: 
We  that  saued  such,  as  knew  not  where  to  flie. 
Were  now  by  them  accusde  of  trecherie. 

189  These  fruits  (I  say)  in   wicked  warres  I 
fo«nde,  [would, 

Which  make  me  wryte  much  more  than  else  I 
For  lo^ise  of  life,  or  dread  of  deadly  wounde, 
Shall  neuer  make  me  blame  it  though  I  could. 
Since  death  doth  dwell  on  euerie  kinde  of  mould : 
Aiid  who  in  warre  hath  caught  a  fatall  dappe. 
Might  chaunce  at  home  to  baue  no  better  happe. 

190  So  losse  of  goodes  shall  neuer  trouble  me, 
Since  God  which  giues  can  take  when  pleasisth  him. 
But  losse  of  fame  or  slaundred  so  to  be, 

That  makes  my  wittes  to   breake   aboue  their 

brimme, 
And  frettes  nny  harte,  and  lames  me  eucry  limme: 
For  Noble  miods  their  honour  more  este^me, 
Than  worldly  wights,  or  wealth,  or  life  candeeme. 

191  And  yet  in  warres,  such  graffes  of  grudge 
do  growe. 

Such  lewdnesse  lurkes,  such  malice  makes  mischief, 
Such  enuie  boyles,  such  falshood  fire  doth  bio  we. 
That  Bountie  burnes,  and  truth  is  called  thief. 
And  good  deseites  are  brought  into  such  brief. 
That  Slaunder  snuffe  which  sweares  the  matter  out. 
Brings  oftentimes  the  noblest  names  in  doubt. 

19«  Then  whether  I  be  one  of  Haughty  harte. 
Or  Greedy  minde,  or  Miser  in  decay, 
1  sayde  and  say  that  for  mine  owue  poore  parte, 
I  may  confesse  that  Bellum  euery  way. 
Is  Sweete:   but  how?    (beare  well   my  woordes 
Forsooth,  to  such  as  neuer  did  it  trie,  [away) 

This  is  my  Theame  I  cannot  chaunge  it  I. 

PBRORATIO. 

198  O  noble  S^ueenef^,  whose  high  foresight 

prouides. 
That  wast    of    warre,    your  realmes  doth  not 

dcstroye. 
But  pleasaunt  peace,  and  quiet  concord  glydes, 
In  euery  coast,  to  driue  out  darke  anoye, 
O  veituouadame,  I  say  Pardonez  mo^. 
That  I  presume  in  worthlessc  verse  to  warne, 
Th&mbitious  Prince,  his  dueties  to  descerne. 

194  Your  skilful!  minde  (O  Sueene  without 

compare) 
Can  soone  conceyue  that  cause  constraynes  me  so. 
Since  wicked  warres  haue  bredde  such  cruell  care. 
In  Flaunders,  Fraunce,  in  Spaine  and  many  mo. 
Which  reape  thereby  none  other  worth  but  wo: 
Whiles  you  (me%ne  while)  enioy  the  fmites  of 

peace, 
Still  praysing  God,  whose  bounties  neuer  cease. 

193  If  5'ou  (my  liege)  Toochsafe  in  gratioup  wise. 
To  pardon  that  which  passeth  from  my  Muse, 
Then  care  I  not  what  other  kings  deuise, 
In  warres  defense :  nor  tbongh  they  me  accuse. 
And  say  that  I  their  bloudie  deedes  abuse: 

*^  Prince. 


6ASC01GNES  POEMS. 


Your  onely  grace  my  floneimlgne  Lady  he, 
Let  other  Kings  thinke  what  they  list  of  me. 

1 96  And  yoii  my  Lordes  ^Ho  whome  I  dueties  ove, 
And  bftiTe  such  loue  as  best  becommetfa  me, 
First  Earte  of  Bedford,  whome  1  right  well  know, 
To  honour  armes :  and  woorthie  Warwyke  be. 
In  whose  good  grace  I  couet  sore  to  be : 

Then  Leyster  next,  (Sussex  not  set  bebinde) 
And  worthy  Rssex  men  of  noMe  minde. 

197  Yong  Oxenford  as  toward  as  the  best. 
Not  tbamberland,  and  Ormount  woorthy  prayse, 
Lyncolue,  Kildare,  and  Worster  with  the  rest 
Of  noble  Earles,  which  hold  your  happy  dayes 
In  high  renowme,  as  men  of  warre  alwayes: 
With  others  mo  to  many  to  recite. 
Vouchsafe  my  Lordes  to  pardone  that  I  write. 

198  Of  Wilton  Grey  (to  whome  these  rimes  ! 
With  all  the  Barons  bold  of  English  soyle,  [wrote) 
I  humbly  craue  that  it  may  be  forgotte. 
Although  my  Mnze  haue  seemde  to  keepe  a  coyle 
With  mighty  men  which  put  the  weaketo  foyie: 
I  ment  not  you  since,  by  your  deedes  appeares, 
You  rule  with  right,  like  wise  and  worthy  peans. 

199  Right  reuerend,  of  Canterbury  chiefe, 
London,  and  Lincoln,  Bishoppes  bv  your  name^. 
Good  Deane  of  Pawles  (which  lend  a  great  relief. 
To  naked  neede)  and  all  the  rest  of  fame. 

In  pastors  place:  with  whome  I  were  too  blame, 
If  Neuynsone  my  maister  were  not  plaste. 
Since  by  his  helpe  I  learning  first  embraste. 

200  Beare  with  my  verse,  and  thinke  I  ment 
not  you. 

Whereas  I  spake  of  pride  in  Prelacie, 
But  let  it  bide  euen  there  where  first  it  grew, 
•Till  God  vouchsafe  to  quench  hipocrisie. 
Which  by  pretence  to  punish  beresie,        [breike. 
Doth  conquere  realmes,  and  common  coaconU 
You  know  my  mind,  I  neede  no  playner  speake. 

201  You  gemmes  of  Justice,  cfaiefe  of  either 
bench  ^, 

And  he  that  keepes  hir  Maiesties  great  seale. 
Good  Sueenes  attorney,  he  whose  pittaes  qoendi 
(I  say  sometimes)  the  rigour  of  his  zeale. 
When  miserie,  to  mercy  murt  apeale. 
And  Sei^eant  touelace,  many  ways  my  friend. 
As  I  haue  found  (yet  let  me  there  not  end.) 

203  But  hold  my  tale  to  Rugge  and  all  the  lat 
Of  good  Grayes  Inne,  where  bonest  Yeiuertoo, 
And  I  Perse  sometimes  yfeere  did  rest. 
When  ami  tie  first  in  our  brests  begonue. 
Which  shall  endure  as  long  as  any  Sunne 
May  shine  on  earth,  or  water  swimme  in  Seas, 
Let  not  my  verse  your  lawlike  minds  displease^ 

203  For  well  wot  you,  our  master  Christ  him- 
selfe, 
Which  had  but  twelae  Apostles  in  his  trayne. 
Had  ludas  yet,  which  solde  for  woridly  pelfe 
Our  Sauiour:  this  text  is  true  and  playae: 
And  when  so  many  Lawyers  do  remayne. 
There  may  be  some  although  that  you  be  none, 
Which  breede  debate  and  loue  to  cast  a  bone. 


*  Nobllitie. 


*  Prelacie. 


'Lawyen. 
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f04  tn  Chancerie  1  neede  do  man  suspect. 
Since  conscience,  in  that  court  bearetb  sway, 
Yet  in  the  same  1  may  no  wayes  neglect, 
Nor  worthy  Powle,  nor  Cordell  hy  the  way. 
Of  whome  that  one,  is  of  my  keepe  the  keye, 
That  other  once  did  lende  me  such  aduise, 
As  was  bolh  sounde  and  good,  had  1  bene  wise. 

205  He  tolde  me  once,  (I  beare  it  well  in  minde. 
And  shall  it  nay  forget  whyles  lyfe  doth  last) 
That  harde  it  is  a  noble  name  to  finde, 
In  such  attempts  as  then  in  seruice  pait: 
Belene  me  now  I  foande  his  wordes  no  blast, 
Wherfore  I  pray  both  him  and  his  compeere, 
To  bcare  with  that  which  I  haue  written  heere. 

S06  And  as  for  Merchants  «■,  though  I  finde  the 
most 
Hard  harted  men  and  compting  cunningly, 
Yet  Albany  shall  thtnke  I  do  not  boast 
In  rayling  wise:  for  sure  his  curtesie, 
Constreynes  me  now  to  prayse  him  worthely. 
And  gentle  Rowe  with  Luntlye^>  make  me  say,  [may. 
That  many  Merchaunto  beare  euen  what  they 

801  But  to  conclude,  I  meane  no  more  but  thus. 
Id  all  estates  some  one  may  treade  awrye. 
And  he  that  list  my  verses  to  discnsse. 
Shall  set  I  ment  no  more,  but  modestly 
To  wame  the  wise,  that  they  such  faults  do  flte 
As  put  downe  peace  by  couine  or  debate, 
Since  warre  and  strife  bryng  wo  to  euery  state. 
Finis. 


If  drummes  once  sounde  a  lustie  martch  in  deede. 
Then  farewell   bookes»  for  he  will  trudge  with 
speede. 

FIHI8. 

Tom  MarU  qu^m  Meratrh, 
coiected,  perfected,  and  finished. 
^Hiosoeuer  is  desirous  to  reade  this  proposictom 
more  at  large  and  cunningly  handled,  let  him  but 
peruse  the  "Prouerbe  or  adage  it  self  in  the  first 
Ceuturian  of  the  fourth  CkgUtfode  of  that  famouse 
Clarke  Erasmus  RaUrodamus:  the  whiche  is  there 
also  Entituled:  Didee  keUum  inexpertis.^ 


HEARBES. 


l'enuoie. 
Oo  little  Booke,  Ood  graunt  thou  none  offende. 
For  so  meant  hee  which  sought  to  set  thee  foorth, 
And  when  thou  commest  where  Soldiers  sceme  to 

wend, 
Submit  thy  selfe  as  writte  but  little  woorth: 
Confesse  withall,  that  thou  hast  bene  too  bolde, 
To  speak  so  plaine  of  Haughtie  hartes  in  place, 
And  say  that  he  which  wrote  thee  coulde  haue  tolde 
Full  many  a  tale,  of  blonds  that  were  not  base: 
He  coulde  haue  writte  Dan  Dudleyes  noble  deedes. 
Whose  like  hath  since  bene  harde  on  earth  to  finde, 
Although  his  Vertue  shcwes  it  selfe  in  Seedes, 
Which  treade  his  tracks,  and  come  not  farre  be- 

binde. 
He  might  haue  sung  of  Grey  the  woorthie  prayse. 
Whose  ofspring  holdes  the  honor  of  his  sire: 
He  cottkle  declare  what  Wallop  was  alwayes. 
What  Awddie  seemde,  what  Randell  did  require. 
He  ooulde  sav  what  desertes  Drewrie  be. 
In  Reade,  in  Bryckwell,  and  a  meauy  moe: 
But  bashfninesse  did  make  him  blush,  least  he 
ShoQkl  but  eclypse  their  femes  by  singing  so. 
Sniftseth  this,  that  still  he  honors  those 
Which  wnde  in  wanes  to  get  a  woorthie  name. 
And  least  estaemes  the  greedie  snudge,  which  goes 
To  gayne  good  golde,  without  respecte  of  fame. 
And  for  the  thiide  sorte,  those  that  in  dystresse 
Do  driue  their  dayes,  till  drummes  do  draw  them 

out, 
He  ooumpto  him  selfo  to  bee  nor  more  nor  lesse. 
Bat  auen  the  tame:  for  sure  withouten  doubt, 


<^^cr«bauQta. 


THE  FRUTE  OF  RECONCILIATION, 

WMTTBN   VPPON   A   RBCONCILIATION  BBTWENS 
TWO  FREEMDBS. 

Tub  hateful!  man  that  heapeth  in  his  mynde, 
Cruell  reuenge  of  wronges  fbrepast  and  done. 
May  not  (with  ease)  the  pleasaunt  pathway  finde. 
Of  friendly  verse  which  I  haue  now  begone, 
Unlesse  at  first  his  angry  brest  vntwinde. 
The  crooked  knot  which  canckred  choUer  knit. 
And  then  recule  with  reconciled  grace. 
Likewise  I  finde  it  sayde  in  holy  write, 
If  thou  entend  to  turne  thy  fearefuU  face. 
To  God  aboue :  make  thyne  agreement  yet. 
First  with  thy  Brother  whom  thou  didst  abuse, 
Confesse  thy  faultes,  thy  frowardnesse  and  all. 
So  that  the  Lord  thy  prayer  not  refuse. 
When  I  consider  thisi  and  then  the  brail. 
Which  raging  youth  (I  will  not  me  excuse) 
Didwhilome  breede  in  mine  rnmellowed  brayne, 
I  thought  it  meete  before  I  did  assay, 
To  write  in  ryme  the  double  golden  gayne. 
Of  amitie:  first  yet  to  take  away 
The  grutch  of  grief,  as  thou  doest  me  constrayae. 
By  due  desert  whereto  I  now  must  yeeld. 
And  drowne  for  aye  in  depth  of  lathes  lake, 
Disdaynefull    moodes    whom    frendsbip    cannot 

weelde: 
Pleading  for  peace  which  for  my  parte  I  make 
Of  former  strife,  and  henceforth  let  vs  write 
The  pleasant  fruites  of  faythfull  friends  delight. 
Sifortunatus  infaslis. 


Two  gentlemen  did  run  three  courses  at  the  Ring 
for  one  kisse  to  be  takS  of  a  fair  gentlewoman 
being  then  present,  with  this  condicion,  that  the 
winner  should  haue  the  kisse,  and  the  loeer  be 
bound  to  write  some  rerses  vpon  the  gaine  or 
losse  therof.  Now  it  fortuned  that  the  winner 
triumphed,  saying,  he  much  lamented  that  in 
youth  be  had  not  seen  the  warres.  Wherevpon 
'the  loser  compyled  these  following,  in  dischafge 
of  the  condition  aboue  rehearsed. 

This  Taine  aoaile  which  thou  by  Mars  hast  woonne, 
Should  not  allure  thy  flitting  minde  to  feelde, 
Where  sturdie  steeds  in  depth  of  dangers  roonne» 
By  guttes  wel  gnawen  by  clappes  that  Canons 
yeeldt. 
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Where  faithlesse  ftiendes  by  iranefiuw  waxen  ware^ 
And  runiie  to  bim  that  ^ioetb  best  rewarde: 
Mo  feare  of  laives  can  cause  tbem  for  to  care. 
But  robbe  and  reaae,  and  steale  witfaoat  regarde, 
The  fathers  ooate,  the  brothers  sieede  from  stall : 
The  deare  friendes  purse  shall  picked  be  lor  peoee. 
The  natiue  soile,  the  parentes  left  and  all, 
With  Tanl  tr^  UaU,  the  Campe  is  marching  hence. 
But  when  bare  beggrie  bidds  them  to  beware. 
And  late  repentance  rules  them  to  retire. 
Like  hiuelesse  Bees  thy  wander  here  and  there. 
And  hang  on  them  who  (earst)  did  dreade  their  ire. 
This  cut  throte  life  (me  seemes)  thou  shouldst  not 

like. 
And  shunne  the  happie  hauen  of  meane  estate: 
High  loue  (perdy)  may  sende  what  thou  doest 

seeke. 
And  beape  yp  poundes  within  thy  quiet  gate. 
Nor  yet  I  would  that  thou  ahouldst  spende  thy  dayes 
In  idlenesse  to  teare  a  golden  time:  [praise, 

like  countrey  lootes,  which  compt  none  other 
But  grease  a  sbeepe,  and  leame  to  seme  the  swine. 
In  vaine  were  then  the  giftes  which  nature  lent. 
If  Pan  so  presse  to  passe  dame  Pallas  lore: 
But  my  good  friende,  let  thus  thy  youth  be  spent. 
Seme  God  thy  Lord,  and  prayse  him  enermore. 
Search  out  the  skill  which  learned  bookes  do  teach, 
And  serye  in  feeld  when  shadowesmake  thee  sure: 
Hold  with  the  head,  and  row  not  past  thy  reach. 
But  plead  for  peace  which  plenty  may  procure. 
And  (for  my  life]  if  thou  canst  run  this  race. 
Thy  bagges  of  coyne  will  multiply  apace. 
Si/ortunttttu  v^fiSx. 


Not  long  after  writing  hereof:  he  departed  from 
the  company  of  his  sayd  friend  (whom  he  en- 

-  tirely  loued)  into  the  west  of  Englande,  and  feel- 
ing himselfe  so  consumed  by  womens  craft  that 
he  doubted  of  a  safe  retume :  wrote  before  bis 
departure  as  foUoweth. 

Thb  feeble  thred  which  I/tehesii  hath  sponne. 
To  drawe  my  dayes  in  short  abode  with  thee, 
Hath  wrought  a  webhe  which  now  (welneare)  is 

donne, 
The  wale  is  wome:  and  (all  to  late)  I  see 
That  lingring  life  doth  dally  but  in  vaine, 
For  Atnpot  will  cut  the  twist  in  twalne. 

T  not  disceme  what  life  but  lothsome  were, 
When  faithfoll  friends  are  kept  in  twayne  by  want: 
Nor  yet  peroeiue  what  pleasure  doth  appeere. 
To  deepe  desires  where  good  successe  is  skant. 
Such  spigbt  yet  showes  dame  fortune  (if  she 

fh>wne,) 
The  haughty  harts  in  high  mishaps  to  drowne. 

Hot  be  the  flames  which  boyle  in  friendly  mindes, 
Cruell  the  care  and  dreadful!  is  the  doome: 
Slipper  the  knot  which  tract  of  time  vntwynds, 
Hatefoll  the  life  and  welcome  were  the  toome. 
Blest  were  the  day  which  might  deuoure  such 
youth,  [trueth. 

And  curst  the  want  that  seekes  to  choke  such 

This  wayling  verM  I  bathe  in  flowing  teares. 
And  would  my  life  might  end  with  these  my  lines: 
Yer  striue  I  not  to  force  into  thine  eares. 
Such  foyned  plaiato  as  fickell  foith  rssignob 


?«t  high  forsight  in  dreames  hath  stopt  my  breaUii 
And  caosde  the  Swanne  to  sing  before  his  death. 

For  lo  these  naked  walles  do  well  dedaxe. 
My  latest  leaue  of  thee  I  taken  haue : 
And  vnknowen  coastes  which  1  must  seeke  with 
Do  well  diuine  that  there  shalbe  my  graue:  [care 
There  shall  my  death  make  many  for  to  mone, 
Skaice  knowne  to  them,  well  knowne  to  thee  alone. 

This  bowne  of  thee  (as  bat  request)  I  crane. 
When  true  report  shall  sounde  my  death  with 
Vouchsafe  yet  then  to  go  Tuto  my  grane,   [fame: 
And  there  first  write  my  byrth  and  then  my  name: 
And  how  my  life  was  shortned  many  yea^es. 
By  womens  wyles  as  to  the  world  appeaves. 

And  in  reward  of  graunt  to  this  request. 
Permit  O  God  my  toung  these  woordes  to  tell: 
(When  as  his  pen  shall  write  vpon  my  chest) 
With  shriking  voyce  mine  owne  deare  friend  far»* 
No  care  on  earth  did  seeme  so  much  to  me,  [well: 
As  when  my  corps  was  forst  to  part  from  thee. 
Stjorlvmahu  i/ffiglix. 


He  wrote  to  the  same  friend  from  Excester,  thti 
Sonet  following. 

A  HUNDRBTH  sonnes  (in  course  but  not  ni  kiad) 
Can  witnesse  well  that  I  possesse  no  loye: 
The  feare  of  death  which  fretteth  in  my  mind 
Consumes  my  hart  with  dread  of  darke  anoye. 
And  for  eche  sonnet  thousand  broken  sleepes 
Deuide  my  dreames  with  fresh  recourse  of  cam: 
The  youngest  sister  sbarpe  hir  sheare  she  keepes. 
To  cut  my  thred,  and  thus  my  life  it  weares. 
Yet  let  such  daies,  such  thousand  restlesse  ut^hts. 
Spit  forth  their  spite,  let  fates  eke  shove  their 

force: 
Deathes  daunting  dart  where  so  his  bufiet  li^ts, 
Shall  shape  no  change  within  my  friendly  corse: 
But  dead  or  Hue,  in  heauen,  in  earth,  in  hell 
I  wilbe  thine  where  so  my  carkase  dweU. 
Sifortunaha  nffix&e* 


He  wrote  to  the  same  friend  from  Foonteine  belle 
eaQ  in  Fraunce,  this  Sonnet  in  commendatkm 
of  the  said  hous^  of  Fountaine  bereau. 

Not  stately  Troye  though  /Vtam  yet  did  line^ 
Could  now  compare- Focoi/sme  beTeaii  to  pasae: 
Nor  Syrian  towers,  whose  loftie  steppes  did  striae. 
To  climbe  the  throne  where  angry  Sdwm  was. 
For  outward  shew  the  ports  are  of  such  price. 
As  skorne  the  cost  which  Cesar  spilt  in  Roome: 
Such  works  within  as  stayne  the  rare  deuiae. 
Which  whilome  he  ApelUt  wrought  on  toome. 
Swift  Tiber  flood  which  fed  the  Romayne  pooles. 
Puddle  to  this  where  Christall  melts  in  streames. 
The  pleasaont   place  where  Muttt   kept   their 

schooles, 
(Not  parcht  with  Fkeebe,  nor  baniaht  horn  his 

beames) 
Yeekl  to  those  Dames,  nor  sight,  nor  frnite,  nv 

smell. 
Which  may  be  thought  these  gardens  to  cxcelL 
StfarUmnimHi^dm. 
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He  wrote  Tnto  a  Skotish  Dame  whom  he  chose  for 
his  Mistresse  in  the  French  Court,  as  followeth. 

Lady  leceyue,  receiue  in  gracious  wise. 
This  mirged  verse,  these  rude  ill  skribled  lines : 
Too  base  an  obiect  for  your  beauenly  eyes, 
For  he  that  writes  his  freedome  (lo)  resi^nes 
Into  jottr  handes:  and  freely  yeeids  as  thrall 
His  sturdy  necke  (earst  subiect  to  no  yoke) 
But  bending  now,  and  headlong  prest  to  foil, 
Before  your  feete,  such  force  hath  beauties  stroke. 
Since  then  mine  eyes  (which  skomd  our  English) 

dames 
In  forrayne  courtes  haue  chosen  you  for  fayre. 
Let  be  this  Terse  true  token  of  my  flames. 
And  do  not  drench  your  owne  in  deepe  dispayre. 
Onely  I  crane  (as  I  nill  change  for  new) 
That  yoQ  vouchsafe  to  thinke  your  seruaunt  trew. 
SiforUmalut  mfieUx, 


A  SONET 


WRITTBir  IN  PRAYSE  OF  THE  BROWNE  BEAirriE, 
COMPILED  FOR  THE  LOUE  OF  M1STRE88E  E-  P. 
A»  VOUOYfETH. 

The  thrtftles  thred  which  pampred  beauty  spinnes, 
In  thraldom  binds  the  foolish  gazing  eyes: 
As  cruell  Spiders  with  their  crafty  ginnesy 
In  wortblesse  webbes  doe  snare  the  simple  Flies. 
The  garments  gay,  the  ^littring  golden  gite. 
The  tysing  talk  which  Bowes  from  Pallas  pooles: 
The  painted  pale,  the  (too  much)  redmade  white. 
Are  smiling  baytes  to  fishe  for  louiiig  fooles. 
But  lo,  when  eld  in  tooth lesse  mouth  appeares. 
And  hoary  heares  in  steede  of  beauties  blaze: 
Then  bad  I  wist^  both  teach  repenting  yeares. 
The  tickle  track  of  craftie  Cupides  maze. 
Twixt  fiiire  and  foule  therfore,  twixt  great  and 
A  louely  nutbrowne  face  is  best  of  alL         [sm&Ll, 
SifcritffuUut  infceUx. 


VOW  TO  BEGIN  WITH  ANOTHER  MAN,  TAKE 
TRBtE  YERSIS  WRITTEN  TO  BE  SENT  WITH  A 
RYNG,  WHEREIN  WERE  EN6RAUED  A  PAR- 
TRICH  IV  A  MERLIN BS  FOOTE. 

Thb  Partridsre  in  the  pretie  Merlines  foote. 
Who  feeles  hir  force  supprest  with  fearfulnesse. 
And  findes  that  strength  nor  strife  can  do  hir 

boote. 
To  scape  the  danger  of  hir  deepe  distresse: 
These  wofuU  wordes  may  seeme  for  to  reherse 
Which  I  must  write  in  this  waymenting  verse. 

What  helpeth  now  (sayeth  she)  dame  natures 
To  die  my  feathers  like  the  dustie  ground?  [skill. 
Or  what  preuayles  to  lend  me  winges  at  will 
Which  in  the  ayre  can  make  my  bodie  bound  > 
Since  from  the  earth  the  dogges  me  draue  perforce. 
And  now  aloft  the  Hauke  hath  caught  my  corse. 

If  chaunge  of  colours,  could  not  me  oonuey. 
Yet  mought  my  wings  haue  scapt  the  dogges  des- 
And  if  my  wings  did  fayle  to  flie  away,        [spite : 
Yet  BMught  my  strength  resist  the  Merlines  might 
But  nataie  made  the  Merline  mee  to  kill. 
And  me  to  yedd  Tnto  the  Mertines  will. 

youtu 


My  lot  is  like  (deere  Dame]  beleue  me  well. 
The  quiet  life  which  I.  full  closely  kept. 
Was  not  content  in  happie  state  to  dwell. 
But  forth  in  hast  to  gaze  on  thee  it  lept. 
Desire  thy  dogge  did  spring  me  vp  in  hast,   [fast. 
Thou  wert  the  Hauke,  whose  talleuts  caught  me 

What  should  I  then,  seeke  meanes  to  flie  away? 
Or  striue  by  force,  to  breake  out  of  thy  feete  ? 
No,  no,  perdie,  I  may  no  strength  assay, 
To  striue  with  thee  ywis,  it  were  not  meete. 
Thou  art  that  Hauke,  whom  nature  made  to  hent 

me. 
And  I  the  Byrd,  that  must  therewith  content  me* 

And  since  Dame  nature  hath  ordayned  so, 
Hir  happie  best  I  gladly  shall  embrace: 
I  yeeld  my  will,  although  it  were  to  wo, 
1  stand  content  to  tfjdce  my  griefe  for  grace: 
And  scale  it  vp  withhi  my  secrete  hart. 
Which  scale  receiue,  as  token  of  my  smart. 
SprtUa  trnmen  xjmuni. 


A  LOUING  LADY  BEING  WOUNDED  IN  THE  SPRING 
TIME,  AND  NOW  GALDED  EiTSONES  WITH  THB 
REMEMBRANCE  OF  THE  SPRING,  DOTH  THBR« 
FORE  THUS  BEWAYLE. 

This  tenth  of  March  when  Aries  recejru'd 
Dame  Phcebut  rayes,  into  his  homed  head: 
And  I  my  selfe,  by  learned  lore  perceyu^d. 
That  Ver  approcht,  and  firostie  winter  fled. 
I  crost  the  Thames^  to  take  the  cherefoll  ayi'e. 
In  open  feeldes,  the  weather  was  so  fayre. 

And  as  I  rowed,  fast  by  the  further  shore, 
I  heard  a  voyce,  which  seemed  to  lament: 
Whereat  I  stay*d,  and  by  a  statdy  dore, 
1  left  my  Boate,  and  vp  on  land  I  went: 
Till  at  the  last  by  lasting  paine  I  found. 
The  wofoU  wighty  which  inade  this  dolefoU  sound. 

In  pleasant  garden  (placed  all  alone) 
I  sawe  a  Dame,  who  sat  in  weary  wise. 
With  scalding  sighes,  she  vttred  all  hir  mone. 
The  ruefuU  teares,  downe  rayned  from  hir  eyes: 
Hir  lowring  head,  full  lowe  on  hand  she  layed. 
On  knee  hir  arme:  and  thus  this  Lady  sayed. 

Alas  (quod  she)  behold  eche  pleasaunt  greene, 
Will  now  renew,  his  sommers  liuery. 
The  fragi-ant  flowers,  which  haue  not  long  bene 
Will  florish  now,  (ere  long)  in  brauery :     [seene, 
The  tender  buddes,  whom  colde  hath  long  kept  in, 
Will  spring  and  sproute,  as  they  do  now  begin. 

But  I  (alas)  within  whose  mourning  minde. 
The  graflTes  of  grief,  are  onely  giuen  to  growe. 
Cannot  enioy  the  spring  which  others  finde. 
But  still  my  will,  must  wither  all  in  Woe: 
The  cold  of  care,  so  nippes  my  ioyes  at  roote. 
No  Sonne  doth  shine,  that  well  can  do  them  boote. 

The  Instie  Ver,  which  whilome  might  exchange 
My  griefe  to  ioy,  and  then  my  ioyes  eoorease. 
Springs  now  else  wliere,  and  showes  to  me  but 

strange, 
My  winters  woe,  therefore  can  neuer  cease : 
In  other  coasts,  his  sunne  full  deare  doth  shine. 
And  comforts  lends  to  eu*iy  mould  but  min?* 
M  M 
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What  plant  can  spring,  that  feeles  no  force  of 

What  ftoure  can  florishyWbere  no  sunne  doth  shine  ? 
These  Baies  (quod  she)  within  my  breast  I  beare, 
To  breake  my  barke,  and  make  my  pith  to  pine: 
Keedes  most  I  fall,  I  fade  both  roote  and  rinde. 
My  braancbes  bowe  at  blast  of  en'ry  winde. 

This  sayed:  shee  cast  a  glance  and  spied  my 
face* 
By  sight  whereof,  Lord  how  she  chaunged  hew } 
So  that  for  shame,  I  turned  backe  apace 
And  to  my  home,  my  selfe  in  hast  I  drew: 
And  as  1  could  hir  wofull  wordes  reberse, 
I  set  them  downe  in  this  waymentiog  verse. 

Now  Ladies  you,  that  know  by  whom  I  sing, 
And  lieele  the  winter,  of  soch  frozen  wills: 
Of  curtesies  yet  canse  this  noble  spring, 
To  send  his  sunoa,  aboae  the  highest  hilles: 
And  so  to  8byiie»  rppon  hir  fiwling  sprayes. 
Which  now  in  woe,  dowyther  thns  alwayes. 


ANf  ABSENT  DAME  THUS  COMPLAYNETH, 

Much  like  the  seely  Byrd,  which  close  in  Cage  is 

pent,  [deepe  lament. 

So  smg  I  DOW,  not  notes  of  ioye,  but  layea  of 
And  as  the  hooded  Haoke,  which  bearea  the  Par- 

trich  spring, 
Who  thoagb  she  feele  hir  self  fast  tied,  yet  beats 

hir  bating  whag: 
So  striue  \  now  to  sbewe,  my  feeble  forward  will, 
Although  I  know  my  labour  lost,  to  bop  against 

the  Hill.  [my  hart. 

The  droppes  of  darke  disdayne,  did  nener  drench 
For  well  I  know  I  am  belou'd,  if  that  ought  ease 

my  smart 
Ne  yet  the  priuy  ooales,  of  glowing  iellosie. 
Could  ener  kindle  needlesse   leare,  within  my 

iantasie. 
The  rigor  of  repulse,  doth  not  renew  my  playnt, 
Nor  choyce  of  change  doth  moue  my  mone,  nor 

force  me  thus  to  faint.  [rest, 

Onely  that  pang  of  payne,  which  passeth  all  the 
And  oanketlike  doth  fret  the  hart,  witliin  the  gilt- 

lessebrest. 
Which  is  if  any  bee,  most  like  the  paoges  of  death. 
That  present  grief  now  gripeth  me,  and  striues  to 

stop  my  breath. 
When  friendes  in  mind  may  meete,  and  hart  in 

hart  embrace. 
And  absent  yet  are  faine  toplayne,  for  lacke  of 

tone  and  place:  [is  sowen, 

Then  may  I  oompt  their  loue,  like  seede  that  soone 
Yet  lackmg  droppes  of  heaoSly  dew,  with  weedes 

is  ouergrowS. 
The  Oreyhoond  is  agreeuM,  although  he  see  his 


If  stH  in  slippe  he  must  be  stayde,  when  he  would 

chase  the  same. 
So  fhres  it  now  by  me,  who  know  my  selfe  belou'd 
Of  one  the  best,  in  eche  respect,  that  euer  yet  was 

prou'd. 
But  dace  my  lucklesse  lot,foi{>ids  me  now  to  taste, 
The  dulcet  fhntes  of  my  delight,  therfbre  in  woes 

I  wast. 


And  Swallow  like  I  sing,  as  one  enforced  s<^ 
Since  others  reape  the  gaineful  crop,  which  I  with 

pain  did  sow.  [voyoe. 

Yet  you  that  marke  my  song,  excoae  my  Swallowes 
And  beare  with  hir  unpleasant  tuoes^  which  caii> 

not  wel  reioyce. 
Had  I  or  lucke  in  loue,  or  lease  of  libertie. 
Then  should  you  heare  some  sweeter  notes,  so 

cleere  my  throte  would  be. 
But  take  it  thus  in  gree,  and  marke  my  i^aynsoog 

well,  [abaence  dwdl. 

No  hart  feeles  so  much  hart,  as  tha^  which  doth  in 


Now  I  must  desu«  you  with  patiSoe  to  : 
Yuto  the  works  of  another  writer,  who  though  he 
may  not  compare  with  the  rest  passed,  ytt  soch 
things  as  he  wrote  ypon  sundrie  occasions,  I 
will  rehearse,  baginning  with  this 

FRAYSE  OF  A  COUNTESSEk 

DjBfliRB  of  Fame  would  force  my  fbeble  skill. 
To  prayse  a  Countesse  by  hir  dew  desert: 
But  dread  of  blame  holds  backe  my  forward  will. 
And  quencht  the  coales  which  kindled  in  my  hart 
Thus  am  I  plongd  twene  dread  and  deepe  desiie. 
To  pay  the  dew  which  dutie  doth  require. 

And  when  I  call  the  mighty  Gods  in  ayd 
To  further  forth  some  fine  inuention: 
My  bashefuU  spirits  be  full  ill  afrayd 
To  purchase  payne  by  my  presumptioa 
Soch  malice  reignes   (sometimes)   in  heaoenly 
To  punish  him  that  prayseth  as  he  finds,  [mind^ 

For  Patta$  first,  whose  filed  flowing  skill,  [write, 
Should  guyde  my  pen  some  pleasant  words  to 
With  angry  mood  hath  fnun*d  afrowatd  will. 
To  dashe  deuise  as  oft  as  I  endite. 
For  why?  if  once  tny  Ladies  gifts  were  knowne, 
Bdlas  should  loose  the  prayses  of  hir  owne. 

And  bloudy  Mws  by  chaunge  of  his  delight 
Hath  made  loues  daughter  now  mine  enemie: 
In  whose  conceipt  my  Couotesse  shines  so  bright. 
That  Verau  pines  for  burning  ielousie: 
She  may  go  home  to  Vukom  now  agayne. 
For  Aforr  is  sworne  to  be  my  Ladies  swayne. 

Of  hir  bright  beames  Dan  Phe^ug  stands  ia 
dread. 
And  shames  to  shine  within  our  Horizon: 
Dame  Cynikta  holds  in  hir  homed  bead. 
For  feare  to  loose  by  like  comparison : 
Lo  thus  shee  lines,  and  kugbes  them  all  to  skone, 
Countesse  on  earth,  in  heaoen  a  Goddesse  borne. 

And  I  sometimes  hir  seruaunt,  now  hir  friead, 
Whom  heauen  and  earth  for  hir  (thus)  hate  and 

blame; 
Haue  yit  presumed  in  friendly  wise  to  spend. 
This  ragged  Yerse,  In  honor  of  hir  r 


A  simple  gift  compared  by  the  skill. 
Yet  what  may  seeme  so  deere  as  such  good  will 
Meritim  pttere,  grme, 

>  In  the  edition  of  1587  this  intvtMloctioa  » 
omitted.    & 
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ns  WtTBR  DECLARETJr  HIS  AFFEC- 
TIOH,  TOGITB£R  WITH  THE  CAUSE 
THEREOF. 

Whiv  fint  I  thee  beheld  in  ookHirs  black  and 
white,  [8til: 

Tby  fcce  in  forme  yt^  framde  with  iaaor  bloomiog 
My  baraing  brett  in  caret  did  choose  his  chief 
delight,  [skill: 

With  pen  to  painte  thy  prayse,  contrary  to  my 
Whose  wofthinetse  compared  with  this  my  rude 

deuiBe, 
I  blash  and  am  abatbt,  this  woike  to  enterprise. 

But  when  I  call  to  mind  thy  sundry  gifts  of 

grace,  [mind: 

Full  Aaogbt  with  maners  meeke  in  happy  quret 

My  hasty  hand  forthwith  doth  scribble  on  apace, 

Least  willinf  hart  might  thinke^  it  ment  to  come 

behind :  [vse. 

Thus  do  both  band  and  hart  these  carefbtt  meetres 

Twist  hope  and  trembling  feare,  my  duetie  to 

excuse. 

Wherfore  accept  these  lines,  and  banish  darke 

diadayne,  [chief: 

Be  sure  they  come  from  one  that  loueth  thee  in 

And  guerdon  me  thy  friend  in  like  with  loue 

agayne, 
80  Shalt  thou  well  be  sore  to  yeeld  me  such  relief. 
At  oneiy  may  redresse  my  sorrowes  and  my  smart: 
For  proofe  whereof  1  pledge  (deare  Dame)  to  thee 
my  hart* 

Meriium  ptiere,  graitg. 


A  LADY  BEING  BOTH  'WRONGED  BY  FALSB  BUS- 
FECT,  AND  ALSO  WOl'NnED  BY  THE  DURANCE 
OF  UIR  HUSBAND,  DOTH  THUS  BEWRAY  HIR 
GRJLEE. 

Oius  me  my  Lute  in  bed  now  as  I  lie. 
And  lock  the  doores  of  mine  vntnckie  bower: 
&>  shall  my  voyce  in  moumefall  verse  discrie 
The  secrete  smart  which  causeth  me  to  lower: 
Resound  you  walles  an  Eccho  to  my  mone. 
And  thou  cold  bed  wherein  I  lie  alone, 
Beare  witnesse  3ret  what  rest  thy  Lady  takes. 
When  other  sleepe  which  may  enioy  their  makes. 

In  prime  of  youth  when  Cupide  kindled  fire. 
And  warmd  my  will  with  flames  of  feruent  loue: 
To  further  forth  the  fruite  of  my  desire, 
My  fireends  deuisde  this  meane  for  my  behoue. 
Tbey  made  a  match  according  to  my  mind. 
And  casta  snare  my  fensie  for  to  blind: 
Short  tale  to  make:  the  deede  was  almost  donne. 
Before  I  knew  which  way  the  worke  begonne. 

And  with  this  lot  I  did  my  selfe  content, 
I  lent  a  liking  to  my  parents  choyses 
With  hand  and  hart  [  gaue  my  free  consent. 
And  hung  in  hope  for  euer  to  reioyce. 
I  lin'd  and  lou'd  long  time  in  greater  ioy. 
Than  sbee  which  held  king  Priiont  Sonne  of  Trojf: 
But  three  lewd  loU  haue  cliang'd  my  heaueo  to  hell 
And  those  be  these,  giue  eare  and  maike  them  well. 

First  slaonder  he,  which  alwayes  beareth  bate. 
To  happy  harts  in  beauenly  sUte  that  bide: 
Can  play  his  part  to  stirre  vp  some  debate, 
Whaieby  suspect  into  my  choysc  might  glide. 


And  by  bis  meanes  the  slime  of  faljie  suspect. 
Did  (as  I  feare)  my  dearest  friend  infect 
Tims  by  these  twayn  long  was  I  plungd  in  paine^ 
Yet  in  good  hope  my  hart  did  still  remaine. 

But  now  (aye  me)  the  greatest  grief  of  all, 
(Sound  loud  my  Lute,  and  tell  it  out  my  tongue) 
The  hardest  hap  that  euer  might  befall, 
The  onely  cause  wherefore  this  song  is  song. 
Is  this  alas:  my  lone,  my  Lord,  my  Roy, 
My  chosen  pbeare,  my  gemme,  and  all  my  ioye. 
Is  kept  perforce  out  of  my  dayly  sight, 
Whereby  I  lacke  the  stay  of  my  delight. 

In  loftie  walles,  in  strong  and  sUtely  towers, 
(With  troubled  roinde  in  solliUry  sorte,) 
My  louely  Lord  doth  spend  his  dayes  and  bowers, 
A  weary  life  deuoyde  of  all  distort. 
And  I  poore  soule  must  lie  here  all  alone. 
To  tyre  my  tmeth,  and  wound  my  will  with  mone: 
Such  is  my  hap  to  shake  my  blooming  time. 
With  winters  blastes  before  it  passe  the  prime. 

Now  haue  you  heard  the  summe  of  all  my  grief. 
Whereof  to  tell  my  hart  (oh)  rends  in  twayne: 
Good  Ladies  yet  lend  you  me  some  relief. 
And  beare  a  parte  to  ease  me  of  my  payne. 
My  sortes  are  such,  that  waying  well  my  trueth. 
They  might  prouoke  the  craggy  rocks  to  rueth, 
And  moue  these  walles  with  tcares  for  to  lament, 
The  lothsome  life  wherein  my  youth  is  spent. 

But  thou  my  Lute,  be  still,  now  toke  thy  rest. 
Repose  thy  bones  Tppon  this  bed  of  downe: 
Thou  hast  dischafgd  some  burden  from  my  brest, 
Wherefore  take  thou  my  place,  here  lie  thee 

downe. 
And  let  me  waJke  to  trye  my  restlesse  minde, 
Uotill  I  may  entreate  some  curteous  winde 
To  blow  these  wordes  vnto  my  noble  make. 
That  he  may  see  1  sorow  for  his  sake. 
Meritum  petere,  graut* 


A  RIDDLE. 


A  LADY  once  did  aske  of  me. 
This  preatie  thing  in  priuitie : 
Good  sir  (quod  she)  fiine  would  I  craue. 
One  thing  which  you  your  selfe  not  haue: 
Norneuer  had  yet  in  times  past. 
Nor  neuer  shall  while  life  doth  last. 
And  if  you  seeke  to  find  it  out. 
You  loose  your  labour  out  of  doubt; 
Yet  if  you  loue  ine  as  you  say. 
Then  giue  it  me,  for  sure  you  may. 
Meritum  petere,  graue. 


THE  SHIELD  OF  LOUE,  ^c. 

L'BSCii  d'amour,  the  shield  of  perfect  loue. 
The  shield  of  loue,  the  force  of  stedfast  fisith. 
The  force  of  faith  which  neuer  will  remoue, ' 
But  standeth  iast,  to  bide  the  broouts  of  death; 
That  trustie  targe,  hath  long  home  off  the  blowes^ 
At:  I  broke   the  thrusts,  which  absence  at  m% 
throwes. 
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lu  dolefall  dayes  I  lead  an  absent  life. 
And  wound  my  will  with  many  a  weary  thought: 
I  plead  far  peace,  yet  sterue  in  stormes  of  strife, 
1  find  debate,  where  quiet  rest  \ra8  sought. 
These  panges  with  mo,  vnto  my  paine  I  proue. 
Yet  beare  I  all  vppou  my  shield  of  loue. 

In  colder  cares  are  my  conceipts  consumd, 
Than  Dido  kM  when  false  JEnetu  fledt 
In  farre  more  heat,  than  trusty  Troykts  fumde. 
When  craftie  Crenydf  dwelt  mtYiDwrned: 
My  hope  such  frost,  my  hot  desire  such  flame. 
That  I  both  fryse,  and  smoulder  in  the  same. 

So  that  I  liue,  and  die  in  one  degree. 
Healed  by  hope,  and  hurt  againe  with  dread: 
Fast  bound  by  faith  when  fansie  would  be  free. 
Untied  by  trust,  tbough  thoughts  enthrall  my 

bead: 
Reuia'd  by  ioyes,  when  hope  doth  most  abound, 
And  yet  with  grief,  in  depth  of  dolors  drowiid. 

In  these  assaultes  I  feele  my  feebled  force 
Begins  to  faint,  thus  weried  still  in  woes: 
And  scaniely  can  my  thus  consumed  corse. 
Hold  Fp  this  Buckler  to  beare  of  these  blowes: 
So  that  I  craue,  or  presence  for  relief, 
Or  some  supplie,  to  ease  mine  absent  grief. 

LENVOIE. 

To  you  (deare  Dame)  this  doleful!  plaint  I 
make, 
Whose  onely  sight  may  soone  redresse  my  smart: 
Tl^en  shew  your  selfe,and  for  your  seruaunts  sake. 
Make  hast  post  hast,  to  helpe  a  faithfull  harte : 
Mine  owne  poore  shield  hath  me  defended  long, 
Now  lend  me  yours,  for  elles  yuu  do  me  wrong. 
J^erUum  peUre,  gram. 


COUNCELL  TO  DUGLASSE  DIUE 

Written  vpon  thif  occasion.  She  had  a  booke 
wherein  she  had  collected  sundry  good  dittiea 
of  diners  mens  doings,  in  whiche  booke  she 
would  oeedes  entreate  the  auctbor  to  write  some 
verses.    And  therevpon  he  wrote  as  foUowetb. 

To  bhide  a  bushe  of  themes  amongst  sweete  smell- 
ing floures. 
May  make  the  posie  seeme  the  worse,  and  yet  the 

fault  is  ours: 
For  throw  away  the  thorne,  and  marke  what  will 

enscw?  [freshe  of  hew. 

The  posie  then  will  shew  it  selfe,  sweete,  faire,  and 
A  puttocke  set  on  pearch,  fast  by  a  felcons  side. 
Will  quickly  shew  it  selfe  a  kight,  as  time  hath 

,    often  tride. 
And  in  my  musing  minde,  I  feare  to  finde  like  fall, 
As  iust  reward  to  recompence  my  rash  attempts 

withall.  [write, 

Tbou  bidst,  and  I  must  bowe,  thou  wilt  that  I  shall 
Thou  canst  commaund  my  wery  muse  some  verses 

to  endite.  [verse. 

And  yet  perdie,  thy  booke  is  fraught  with  learned 
Such  skill  as  in  my  musing  minde  I  can  none  like 

reherse. 
What  fbllowes  then  for  me  ?  but  if  I  must  needet 

write,  [kight 

To  set  downe  by  tbe  fidcons  sidej  my  selfe  a  sillie 


And  yet  tbe  sillie  kight,  well  weyed  io  each  degree. 
May  seme  sometimes  (as  in  bis  kinde)  Ibr  mans 

commoditie. 
The  kight  can  weede  the  worme,  from  come  and 

costly  seedes, 

The  kight  ci  kill  the  mowldhrarpe,  in  pleasant 

meads  the  breeds:  [filth. 

Out  of  the  stately  streetes.the  kight  can  clenae  tbe 

As  me  can  clese  the  worthlesae  weedes,  fro  frnteful 

fallowed  tilth. 
And  onely  set  aside  the  hennes  poore  progenie, 
I  cannot  see  who  can  accuse  tbe  kight  for  felloaie. 
The  falcon,  she  most  feede  on  partritch,  and  on 

quayle. 
On  pigeon,  plooer,  ducke  and  drake,  heame,  li^ 
wing,  teale,  and  raile,  l&re, 

Hirhungrie  tfarote  deuours  botb  foode  and  deintie 
Whereby  1  take  occasion,  thus  boldly  to  compare. 
And  as  a  sillie  kight,  (not  falcon  like  that  fiie, 
Nor  yet  presume  to  boner  by  mount  Hellyoon  •  on 

hie) 
I  frendly  yet  presume,  vpon  my  frends  request. 
In  ban*eine  verse  to  shew  my  skill,  then  take  it 
for  the  best.  [kinde. 

And  Douty  Douglasse  thou,  that  art  of  faulcons 
Oiue  willing  eare  yet  to  the  kight,  and  beare  his 
words  in  minde.  [enermore, 

Seme  tbou  first  God  thy  Lord,  and  prayse  him 
Obey  thy  Prince  and  loue  thy  make,  by  him  set 

greotest  store. 
Thy  Parents  follow  next,  for  honor  and  for  awe, 
Thy  frends  vse  alwaies  faithfully,  for  so  commands 

the  lawe. 

Thy  seemely  selfe  at  last,  thou  shalte  likewise 

regard,  .  [rewaid: 

And  of  thy  selfe  this  lesson  leame/and  take  it  as 

That  looke  bow  farre  deserts,  may  seeme  in  thee 

to  shine,  •  [peach  or  crime. 

So  farre  thou  maist  set  out  thy  self^,  without  em- 

Por  this  I  dare  auow,  without  selfie  loue  (alight) 

It  can  scarce  be  that  vertue  dwell,  in  any  earthly 

wight.  [fcire, 

But  if  in  such  selfe  loue,  thou  seeme  to  wade  so 

As  fall  to  foule  presumption,  and  iudge  thy  seife  a 

staiTe, 
Beware  betimes  and  thinke  in  our  Etymologie*, 
Such  faults  are  plainly  called  pryde,  and  m  frenck 

liOtbus  can  I  pore  klght^  adnenture  for  to  teadi 
The  falcon  flie,  and  yet  forewame,  she  row  not 

past  hir  reach. 
Thus  can  I  weede  the  wonne,  which  sedieth  to 

deuoure  [thee  euery  hoare. 

The  seeds  of  vertue,  which  might  grow  within 
Thus  can  I  kill  the  mowle,  which  elae  would  ooexw 

throw  fblowe. 

The  good  foundacion  of  thy  fame,  with  eoery  litle 
And  thus  can  I  conuey,  out  of  thy  comely  biest. 
The  sluttish  heapes  of  peeuish  pride,  which  might 

defile  the  rest. 
Perchance  some  falcons  file,  which  will  not  greatly 

grotch,  [loue  to  mutch, 

To  leame  thee  first  to  loue  thy  selfe,  and  theo  to 
But  I  am  none  of  those,  I  list  not  so  to  raoge, 
I  haue  mas  meate  enough  at  home,  what  need  I 

the  seeke  change. 

>  The  Hill  where  poetea  fryne  that  the  Muso 
sleepe. 
*  A  true  ezpofition.  i  Ooerweeniiv. 
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I  am  BO  peaeocke  t:  my  feathers  be  not  gay. 
And  tboagfa  tbey  were,  I  see  my  feete  such  fonde 

aflfectes  to  stay, 
f  list  not  set  to  sale  a  thing  so  litle  worth, 
1  rather  could  kepe  close  my  creast,  than  seeks  to 

set  it  forth.  [to  fiowe, 

Wherefore  if  in  this  verse,  which  thoo  commandst 
Tboa  durance  to  iail  on  construing,  whereby  some 

doobtes  may  grow, 
Yet  gnot  this  onely  boone,  peruse  it  twice  or 

thrice,  [deuise. 

Digest  it  well  ere  thou  condemne  the  depth  of  my 
And  fse  it  like  the  nut,  first  cracke  the  outward 

shell,  [thee  well. 

Then  trie  the  kimell  by  the  tast,  and  it  may  please 
Do  not  as  barbers  do,  which  wash  beards  curiously, 
Theu  cut  them  off,  then  cast  them  out,  in  open 

streets  to  lie. 
Remember  tberewitha11,mymuze  is  tied  inchaines. 
The  goonshot  of  calami  tie  hath  battred  all  my 

braynes.  [no  marke. 

And  though  this  yene  scape  out,  take  thou  therf^t 
It  is  but  like  a  hedlesse  flie,  that  turoblctb  in  the 

darke. 
It  was  thine  owne  request,  remember  so  it  was. 
Wherefore  if  thou  dislike  the  same,  then  licence 

it  to  passe 
Into  my  brest  againe,  from  whence  it  flew  in  hast, 
Foil  like  a  kight  which  not  deserues  by  falcons  to 

be  plast:  [to  seme. 

And  like  a  stubbed  thome,  which  may  not  seeme 
To  stid  with  such  sweete  smelling  floures,  like 

praises  t3  deserue. 
Yet  take  this  harmelesse  thome,  to  picke  thy  teeth 

withall,  [be  but  small. 

A  tooth  picke  semes  some  vse  perdie,  although  it 
And  when  thy  teeth  therewith,  be  piked  faire  and 

cleane, 
Then  bend  thy  tong  no  worse  to  me,  than  miue  to 

thee  hath  bene. 

Euer  or  Xeuer, 


COUNCELL  GIVEN  TO  MASTER  BAR- 
THOLMEW  fVITHIPOLL  A  UTTLE 
BEFORE  HIS  LATTER  lOURNEY  TO 
GEANE.  1572. 

MiMB  owne  good  Bat,  before  thou  hoyse  vp  saile. 
To  make  a  fiirrowe  in  the  foming  seas. 
Content  thy  selfe  to  hearc  for  thine  auaile. 
Such  harmelesse  words,  as  ought  thee  not  displease. 
First  in  thy  iourney,  iape  not  ouer  m^^cb. 
What?   laughest  thou  Batte,  bicause  1  write  so 

plaine? 
Beleeue  me  now  it  is  a  friendly  touch. 
To  Tse  fewe  words  where  friendship  doth  rcmaine. 
And  for  I  finde,that  fault  hath  mime  to  fast. 
Both  in  thy  flesh,  and  foncie  too  sometime. 
Me  thinks  plaine  dealing  biddeth  me  to  cast 
This  bone  at  first  amid  my  dogrell  rime. 
But  shall  I  say,  to  gioe  thee  graue  aduise? 
(Which  in  my  head   is   (God  he  knowes  full) 

geazon)? 
Then  marke  me  well,  and  though  I  be  not  wise. 
Yet  in  my  rime,  thou  maist  perhaps  find  reason. 
First  euery  day,  beseech  thy  God  on  knee. 
So  to  direct  thy  staggring  steppes  alway, 
That  be  which  euety  secrete  thought  doth  see 
May  holde  ihee  in,  when  thou  wouidst  goe  astray: 


And  that  he  deigne  to  sende  thee  safe  retoure, 
Aiid  quicke  dispatche  of  that  which  is  thy  due: 
Lette  this  (my  Batte)  be  bothe  thy  prime  and 
Wherin  also  commend  to  Nostre  Dieu,      [houre. 
Thy  good  Companion  and  my  verie  frend. 
To  whom  I  shoulde  (but  time  woulde  not  permitte) 
Haue  taken  paine  some  ragged  ryme  to  sende 
In  trustie  token,  that  I  not  forget 
His  curtesie:  but  this  is  debte  to  thee, 
I  promysde  it,  and  now  I  meane  to  pay: 
What  was  I  saying?  sirra,  will  yon  see 
How  soone  my  wittes  were  wandering  astraye? 
I  saye,  praye  thou  for  thee  and  for  thy  mate. 
So  shipmen  sing,  and  though  the  note  be  playne. 
Yet  sure  the  musike  is  in  beauenly  state, 
When  frcnds  sing  so,  and  know  not  how  to  fayne. 
The  nexte  to  GOD,  thy  Prince  bane  still  in  mynde 
Thy  countreys  honor,  and  the  common  wealth: 
And  flee  from  them*,  which  fled  with  euery  wynde 
From  natiue  soyle,  to  forraine  coastes  by  stealth: 
Theyr  trayoe  sare  trastiesse,  tendi  ng  sttU  to  treason, 
Theyr  smoothed  tongues  are  lyued  all  with  guyle. 
Their  power  slender,  scarsly  woorthe  two  peason. 
Their  malice  much,  their  wittes  are  full  of  wyle: 
Eschue  them  then,  and  when  thou  seest  them,  say, 
Da,  da,  sir  K,  I  may  not  come  at  you. 
You  cast  a  snare  your  countrey  to  betraye. 
And  woulde  you  haue  me  trast  you  now  for  trae? 
Remembre  Batte  the  foolish  blink  eyed  boye 
Which  wasati2ome,thou  knowest  whome  I  meane'. 
Remember  eke  the  preatie  beardlesse  toye. 
Whereby  thou  foundst  a  safe  retume  to  Geam, 
Doe  so  againe :  (God  shielde  thou  shouldst  haue 

neede,) 
But  rather  so,  than  to  forsweare  thy  selfe: 
A  loyall  hearte,  (beleeue  this  as  thy  Creede) 
Is  euermore  more  woorth  than  worldly  pelfe. 
And  for  one  lesson,  take  this  more  of  mee. 
There  are  three  Ps  almost  in  euery  place. 
From  whiche  I  counsell  thee  alwayes  to  flee. 
And  take  good  hede  of  them  in  any  case. 
The  first  is  poyson,  perilloos  in  deede 
To  such  as  trauayle  with  a  heauie  pursse: 
And  thou  my  Batte  beware,  for  thou  hast  neede. 
Thy  pursse  is  lynde  with  paper,  which  is  wufsse: 
Thy  hilles  of  credite  wil  not  tbey  thinkst  thou. 
Be  bayte  to  sette  Italyan  hands  on  woorke? 
Yes  by  my  faye,  and  neuer  worse  than  nowe. 
When  euery  knaue  hath  leysure  for  to  lurke, 
And  knoweth  thou  commest  for  the   shelles  of 

Christe : 
Beware  therefore  where  euer  that  thou  go. 
It  may  fall  out  that  thou  shalte  be  entiste 
To  suppe  sometimes  with  a  Magnjfieo, 
And  haue  a  Fko  foysted  in  the  dtshe, 
Bycause  thon  shouldest  disgeste  thy  meate  the 

better: 
Be  ware  therefore,  and  rather  feede  on  fishe. 
Than  leame  to  spell  fyne  fleshe  with  such  a  Letter. 
Some  may  present  thee  with  a  pounde  or  twaine 
Of  Spanishe  soape  to  washe  thy  lynnen  white: 
Beware  therefore,  and  thynke  it  were  small  srayne. 
To  saue  thy  shirte,  and  cast  thy  skinne  off  qWte: 
Some  cunning  man  maye  teache  t\ute  for  to  ryde. 
And  stuffe  thy  saddle  all  with  Spauishe  wooU, 
Or  in  thy  stirrops  haue  a  toye  so  tyde. 
As  both  thy  legges  may  swell  thy  buskins  full : 

■  There  are  to  many  of  tliem  in  euery  countrey. 
*  Misterie. 
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Beware  tberfore,  and  beare  a  noble  porte, 
Drynlbe  nut  for  thyrste  before  an  otber  tatte: 
LettP  done  ouUandishe  Taylour  take  disporte 
To  fltuffe  thy  doublet  foil  of  soch  Bumbaste, 
As  it  may  cast  thee  in  vnkindely  sweate, 
And  cau3e  tby  haire  per  companie  to  glyde, 
iStraun^rs  are  fyne  in  many  a  propre  fi»te: 
Beware  therefore,  the  seconde  P.  is  Pryde, 
More  perillouB  than  was  the  first  by  forre. 
For  that  infects  but  bloud  and  leaoes  the  bones, 
This  poysons  all,  and  mindes  of  men  doth  raarre, 
It  fiudelh  nookes  to  creepe  in  for  the  nones : 
First  fit>m  the  minde  it  makes  the  heart  to  swell, 
From  thence  the  flesh  is  pampred  euery  parte, 
,  The  »kinne  is  tanght  in  Dyers  shoppes  to  dwell. 
The  haire  is  cnHde  or  frisled  vp  by  arte: 
■Beloeue  mee  Batte,  our  Cuuntreymen  of  late 
Haue  caughte  such  knackes  abroade  in  forayne 

lande. 
That  most  men  call  them  Denils  incarnate, 
So  sinf;ular  in  theyr  oonceites  they  staude: 
Nowe  ^ir,  if  J  shall  see  your  maistershippe 
Cume  homo  disgu^sde  and  dadde  in  queynt  araye. 
As  with  a  pikeioothe  byting  on  your  Hppe, 
Your  braue  Mu^tachyos  turnde  the  Turky  waye, 
A  Coptanckt  hatte  made  on  a  Flemmish  blocke, 
A  nightgowiie  cloake  downe  trayling  to  your  toes, 
A  slender  sloppe  close  couched  to  your  docke. 
A  curtuld  slippor,  and  a  shorte  silke  hose: 
Bearing  your  Rapier  pointe  aboue  the  hilte. 
And  looking  bigge  like  Marquise  of  all  Beefe, 
Then  shall  I  coumpte  your  toyle  and  trauayle 

spilte, 
Bycausc  my  seconde  P,  with  you  is  cheefe. 
But  forwardes  nowe,  altliough  I  stayde  a  while. 
My  hindmost  P,  is  wors%  than  boUie  these  two» 
For  it  both  bones  and  bodie  doth  defile. 
With  fouler  blots  than  bothe  those  other  doo. 
Shorte  tale  to  make,  this  P,  can  beare  no  blockes, 
(Ood  shielde  me  Batte,  should  beare  it  in  his 

breast) 
And  with  a  dashe  it  spelleth  piles  and  pockes 
A  pcrlons  P,  and  woorsse  than  bothe  the  reste: 
Now  though  I  finde  no  cause  for  to  suspect 
My  Batte  in  this,  bycause  he  hath  bene  tryde. 
Yet  since  such  Spanish  buttons  can  infect 
Kings,  Emperoars,  Prinzes  and  the  world  so  wide. 
And  since  those  sunnes  do  mellowe  men  so  fast 
As  most  that  trauayle  come  home  very  ripe 
Although   (by  sweate)  they  learne  to  line  and 

last 
When  they  haue  daunced  after  Guydoes  pype: 
Thcrfore  I  thoogh't  it  meete  to  wame  my  freiKle 
Of  this  foule  P,  and  so  an  ende  of  Ps. 
Now  for  thy  diet  marke  my  tale  to  ende. 
And  thanke  me  then,  for  that  is  all  my  fees. 
See  thou  exceede  not  in  three  double  Vs, 
Te  first  is  Wine,  which  may  enflame  thy  blond. 
The  second  Women,  such  as  haunte  the  stewes. 
The  thirde  is  Wilfnlnesse»  which  dooth  no  good. 
These  three  pschue,  or  temper  them  alwayes: 
So  shall  my  Batte  prolong  his  youthfoll  yeeres. 
And  see  long  George  againe,  withhappie  dayes. 
Who  if  be  bee  as  faithfull  to  his  feeres. 
As  bee  was  wontc,  will  dayly  pray  for  Batte, 
And  for  Pencoyde*:  and  if  it  fall  out  so, 
That  James  a  Parrye  doo  but  make  good  that. 
Which  he  hath  sayde :  and  if  be  bee  (no,  no) 

3  Sir  William  Morgan  of  Pencoyde. 


The  best  companion  that  long  George  can  finde. 
Then  at  the  Spawe  I  promise  for  to  bee 
In  Auguste  nexte,  if  God  tume  not  my  minde. 
Where  as  I  would  bee  glad  thy  selfe  to  see: 
Till  then  fiirewell,  and  thus  I  ende  my  song. 
Take  it  in  gree,  for  else  thou  doest  mee  wrong. 
Haud  kiut  tafwK 


GASCOIGNES  WOODMANSHIP 

Written  to  the  L.  Grey  of  Wilton  vpon  this  occa- 
sion, the  sayd  L.  Grey  delighting  (amongst 
many  other  good  qnalitias)  in  chusing  of  bit 
winter  deare,  and  killing  the  same  with  his  bowe^ 
did  fornishe  the  Aucthor  with  a  croesebowe  am 
perimmeHs  and  vouchsaued  to  vse  bis  companjr 
in  the  said  exercise,  calling  him  one  of  his  wood- 
men. Now  the  Aucthor  shooting  very  ofteo, 
coald  neuer  hitte  any  deare,  yea  and  oftentimes 
lie  let  the  heard  passe  by  as  though  be  had  aot 
seene  thS.  Whereat  when  this  noble  Lord  tooke 
some  pastime,  and  had  often  put  him  in  re- 
membrance of  his  good  skin  in  cbooaing,  and 
rradinesse  in  killing  of  a  whiter  deare, he  thoagbt 
good  thus  to  excuse  it  in  verse. 

My  woorthy  Lord,  I  pray  you  wonder  not. 
To  see  your  woodman  shoote  so  ofte  awrie. 
Nor  that  he  stands  amased  like  a  sot. 
And  lets  the  barmlcsse  deare  (vnhurt)  go  by. 
Or  if  he  strike  a  Doe  which  is  but  carren. 
Laugh  not  good  Lord,  but  fououre  such  a  fantt, 
I'ake  will  in  worth,  he  would  faine  hit  the  barreo. 
But  though  his  harte  be  good,  his  happe  is  naasrht: 
And  therefore  now  I  crane  your  Loidships  leaue. 
To  tell  you  plaine  what  is  the  canse  of  this: 
First  if  it  please  your  honour  to  perceyue. 
What  makes  your  woodman  shoote  so  ofte  amisie, 
Beleeue  me  L.  the  case  is  nothing  strange. 
He  shootes  awrie  almost  at  euery  marke. 
His  eyes  haue  bene  so  ysed  for  to  rannge, 
That  now  God  knowes  they  be  both  dimme  and 

darke. 
For  proofe  he  beares  the  note  of  follie  now. 
Who  shotte  sometimes  to.  hit  Philosophie, 
And  aske  you  why  ?  forsooth  I  make  auow, 
Ricause  his  wanton  wittes  went  all  awrie. 
Next  that,  he  shot  to  be  a  man  of  lawe. 
And  spent  sometime  with  learned  LitJcton, 
Yet  in  the  end,  he  proued  but  a  dawe. 
For  lawe  was  darke  and  he  bad  quickly  done. 
Then  could  he  wish  Pitzharbert  such  a  braine, 
As  Tully  had,  to  write  the  lawe  by  arte. 
So  tliat  with  pleasure,  or  with  title  paine. 
He  might  perhaps,  haue  caught  a  trewants  parte. 
But  all  to  late,  he  most  mislikte  the  thing. 
Which  most  might  helpe  to  guide    his   arcov 

streight: 
He  winked  wrong,  and  so  let  slippe  the  string. 
Which  cast  him  wide,  for  all  his  queint  conceit 
From  thence  he  shotte  to  catch  a  conrtly  grace. 
And  thought  euen  there  to  wield  the  worid  at 
But  out  alas  he  much  mistooke  the  place,     [will. 
And  shot  awrie  at  euery  rouer  stilL 
The  biasing  baits  which  drawe  the  gazing  eye, 
Unfethered  there  his  first  afiection. 
No  wonder  then  although  he  shot  awrie. 
Wanting  the  feathers  of  discretion. 
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Yet  nove  tbfto  them,  the  marks  of  dignitie. 

He  much  miitooke  and  shot  the  wronger  way. 

Thinking  the  pune  of  pfodigalitie, 

Bsd  bene  best  mesne  to  mirchase  such  a  pray. 

He  tboQght  the  ilattring  hee  which  fleareth  still. 

Had  beM  ftril  fraught  with  all  fidelitie, 

And  tiurt  such  wordes  as  courtiers  yse  at  wilL 

Ooold  not  hane  varied  from  the  veritie. 

Bot  when  his  bonet  buttened  with  gold. 

His  oomelie  cape  begarded  all  with  gay. 

His  bnmbast  hoac*  with  linings  manifbld. 

His  knit  siike  stocks  and  all  his  queint  aray. 

Had  pickt  his  purse  of  ail  the  Peter  pence. 

Which  might  hane  paide  for  his  promotion. 

Then  (all  to  late)  he  (bond  that  light  expence, 

Had  qnite  quencht  ont  the  courts  deuotion. 

So  that  since  then  the  tast  of  miserie. 

Hath  bene  alwayes  full  bitter  in  his  bit. 

And  why?  Ibrsooth  bicause  he  shot  awrie. 

Mistaking  still  the  markes  which  others  hit 

Bat  now  behold  what  marke  the  man  doth  find. 

He  shootes  to  be  a  sooidier  in  his  age, 

Bfistrusting  all  the  vertues  of  the  minde. 

He  trusts  the  power  of  his  personage. 

As  though  long  limmes  led  by  a  lusty  hart. 

Might  yet  suffice  to  make  him  rich  againe. 

But  Flushyng  fraies  haue  taught  him  such  a  parte, 

That  now  he  thinks  the  warres  yeeld  on  such 

gaine. 
And  sure  I  fieare,  Tnlesse  your  lordship  deigne. 
To  traiine  him  yet  into  some  better  trade. 
It  will  be  long  before  he  hit  the  veine. 
Whereby  he  may  a  richer  man  be  made. 
He  caniiot  climbe  as  other  catchers  can. 
To  leade  a  charge  before  himsclfe  be  led, 
He  cannot  spoile  the  simple  sakeles  man, 
Which  is  content  to  feede  him  with  his  bread. 
He  cannot  pinch  the  painefuU  souldiers  pay, 
And  sheare  him  out  his  share  in  ragged  sheetes, 
He  cannot  stoupe  to  take  a  greedy  pray 
Upon  his  followes  groueling  in  the  streetes. 
He  cannot  pull  the  spoyle  from  such  as  pill. 
And  seeme  full  angrie  at  such  fonle  offence. 
Although  the  gayne  content  his  greedie  will. 
Under  the  cloake  of  contrarie  pretence : 
And  now'adayes,  the  man  that  shootes  not  so. 
May  shoote  amisse,  euen   as  your  Woodman 

dotbe: 
But  then  you  maruell  why  I  lette  them  go. 
And  neuer  shoote,  but  saye  farewell  forsooth: 
Alas  my  Lord,  while  I  doe  muse  hereon. 
And  call  to  minde  my  youth  full  yeares  myspente, 
They  glue  mee  suche  a  boane  to  gnawe  Tpon, 
That  all  my  senses  are  in  silence  pente« 
My  minde  is  rapte  in  contemplation, 
Wherein  my  dazeled  eyes  onely  beholde. 
The  blacke  houre  of  my  constellation. 
Which  fi«med  mee  so  lucklesse  on  the  molde: 
Yet  therewithal!  I  can  not  but  confesse, 
ThatTayne  presumption  makes  my  heart  to  swell, 
For  thus  I  thinke,  not  all  the  woride  (I  guesse,) 
Shootes  bet  4  than  I,  nay  some  shootes  not  so  welL 
In  Aristotle  somewhat  did  I  leame. 
To  gnyde  my  manners  all  by  comelyvesse. 
And  Tullie  taught  me  somewhat  to  disceme 
Betweeae  sweete  speeche  and  barbarous  rudenesse. 
OUe  Parkyns,  RasUll,  and  Dan  Bractens  kookes, 
J>id  lende  mee  somewhat  of  the  lawlesse  Lawe, 
The  craftie  Courtiers  with  their  guylefull  lookes, 
Mwt  needet  put  some  experience  in  my  mawe : 
4  Better. 


Yet  can  not  these  with  many  maystrias  mo. 
Make  me  shoote  streyght  at  any  gaynfull  pricke. 
Where  some  that  neuer  handled  sudi  a  bow. 
Can  hit  the  white,  or  touch  it  neare  the  quicke. 
Who  can  nor  speake,  nor  write  in  pleasant  wise^ 
Nor  leade  their  life  by  Aristotles  rule. 
Nor  argue  well  on  questions  that  arise, 
Nor  pleade  a  case  more  than  my  Lord  Mairs  roole^ 
Yet  can  they  hit  the  marks  that  1  do  misse. 
And  winne  the  meana  which  may  the  man  main- 

teyn^. 
Now  when  my  minde  doth  mumble  Tpon  this. 
No  wonder  then  although  I  pine  for  payne: 
And  whiles  mine  eyes  beholde  this  mirrour  thuK, 
The  hearde  goeth  by,  and  farewell  gentle  does: 
So  that  your  Lordship  quickely  may  discnsse 
What  blindes  mine  eyes  so  ofte  (as  I  suppose.) 
But  since  my  Muse  can  to  my  Lorde  reherse 
What  makes  me  misse,  and  why  1  doe  not  shoote. 
Let  me  imagine  in  this  woorthlesse  verse. 
If  right  before  mee,  at  my  standings  foote 
There  stoode  a   Doe,   and  I  should  strike  hir 

deade, 
And  then  shee  prone  a  carrian  carka.^  too. 
What  figure  might  I  finde  within  my  head. 
To  sense  the  raga  which  rulde  mee  so  to  doo? 
Some  myght  interprete  by  playne  paraphrase. 
That  lacke  of  skill  or  fortune  ledde  the  chaunce. 
But  I  must  otherwise  expounde  the  case, 
I  say  lehooa  did  this  Doe  aduaunoe. 
And  made  hir  bolde  to  stande  before  mee  so. 
Till  I  had  thrust  mine  arrowe  to  hir  harte, 
That  by  the  sodaine  of  hir  ouerthrowe, 
I  myght  endeuour  to  amende  my  parte, 
And  turne  mjne  eyes  that  they  no  more  beholde. 
Such  guylefull  markes  as  seeme  more  than  they  be : 
And  though  they  glister  outwardely  like  golde. 
Are  inwanlly  butbrasse,  as  men  may  see: 
And  when  I  see  the  milke  hang  in  hir  teate. 
Me  tliinkes  it  saytb,olde  babe  now  leame  to  sucke, 
Who  in  thy  youth  couldst  ueuer  learne  the  leate 
To  hitte  the  whytes  whiche  Hue  with  all  good 

locke. 
Thus  haue  I  tolde  my  Lorde,  (God  grannt  in  sea- 
A  tedious  tale  in  rime,  but  little  reason.        [son) 
Hmid  ictut  saph. 


GASCOIGNES  GARDNINGS, 

WHEREOF  WEBB  WRITTBIT  IM  ONE  END  OF  A 
CLOSE  WAMLE  WHICHE  HE  HATH  IM  HU 
GARPSN,  THIS  DISCOORSB  FOLLOWING* 

The  figure  of  this  world  I  can  compare. 
To  Garden  plots,  and  such  like  pleasaunt  places. 
The  worid  breedes  men  of  sundry  shape  and  share, 
As  hearbes  in  gardens^  grow  of  sundry  graces: 
Some  good,  some  bad,  some  amiable  faces. 
Some  foule,  some  gentle,  some  of  froward  mmd, 
Subiect  like  bloome,  to  blast  of  eueiy  wiud. 

And  as  you  see  the  floores  most  fresh  of  hew. 
That  they  prone  not  alwayes  the  holesomest. 
So  fkyrest  men  are  not  alwayes  found  true: 
But  euen  as  withred  weedes  fall  from  the  rest. 
So  flatteren  fall  naked  fh>m  their  neast: 
When  truth  hath  tried,  their  painting  tising  tale. 
They  loose  their  glosse,  and  all  their  iesU  seeme 
stale. 
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Yet  some  do  present  pleasure  most  esteeme, . 
Till  beames  of  brauerie  wither  all  their  weltb. 
And  some  agajrne  there  be  can  rightly  deeme, 
Those  herbes  for  best,  which  may  mainleine  their 

helth. 
Considerinfc  well,  that  age  drawes  on  by  stelth. 
And  when  the  iayrest  iloure  is  shronke  and  gone, 
A  well  gprowne  roote,  will  stand  and  shifte  for  ope. 

Then  thus  the  restlesse  life  which  men  here 
May  be  resembled  to  the  tender  plant,        [leader 
In  spring  it  sprouts,  as  babes  in  cradle  breede, 
Florish  in  May,  like  youtbes  that  wisdome  want. 
In  Autumne  ripes  and  rootes,  least  store  waxe 

skante 
In  winter  shrinks  and  shrowdes  ruery  blast, 
tike  crooked  age  when  lusty  youth  is  past 

And  as  the  grounde  or  grace  whereon  it  grewe, 
Was  fatte  or  leane,  enen  so  by  it  appeares. 
If  barreyn  so^le,  why  then  it  chaongeth  hewe. 
It  fadeth  faste,  it  flits  to  fumbling  ycares, 
But  if  he  gathered  roote  amongst  his  feeres. 
And  light  on  lande  that  was  well  muckte  in  deede, 
Then  standes  it  still,  or  leaues  increase  of  seede. 

As  for  the  reste,  fall  sundrie  wayes  (God  wot) 
Some  frynt  lyke  froathe  at  euery  little  puffe, 
l^me  smarte  by  swoorde,  like  hearbes  that  seme 

the  pot. 
And  some  be  weeded  from  the  6ner  stuffe^ 
Some  stande  by  proppes  to  maynteyne  all  their 

ruffe: 
And  thus  (vnder  correction  bee  it  tqide) 
Hath  Oasooigne  gathered  in  his  Garden  molde. 
Haud  klui  tapio. 


In  that  other  ende  of  his  sayde  close  walke,  were 
written  these  toyes  in  ryme. 
If  any  flpure  that  here  is  growne. 
Or  any  hearbe  may  ease  your  payne. 
Take  and  accompte  it  as  your  owne. 
But  recompence  the  lyke  agayoe: 
For  some  and  some  is  honest  playe. 
And  so  my  wyfe  taughte  me  to  saye. 

If  here  to  waike  you  take  delight. 
Why  come,  and  welcome  when  you  will: 
If  1  bidde  you  suppe  here  this  night, 
fiidde  me  an  other  time,  and  still 
Thinke  some  and  some  is  honest  playe, 
For  so  my  wife  taught  me  to  saye. 

Thus  if  you  suppe  or  dine  with  mee, 
If  you  walke  her«,  or  sitte  at  ease, 
If  you  desire  the  thing  you  see. 
And  haue  the  same  your  minde  to  please, 
Thinke  some  and  some  is  honest  playe. 
And  so  my  wife  taught  me  to  saye. 
Htcud  ktu%  st^. 


But  if  thou  sitte  at  ease  to  rest  thy  wearie  boQCs, 
Remember  death  brings  fiiiall  rest  to  all  out 

greeuotts  grones. 
So  whether  for  delight,  or  here  thou  sitte  for  ease, 
Thinke  still  vpon  the  latter  day,  so  ahalt  thou  God 

best  please. 

Heatd  idut  ui^. 


In  a  ehayre  in  the  same  Garden  was  written  this 
followyng. 

If  thou  sitte  here  to  viewe  this  pleasant  garden 
place. 
Think  thus:  at  last  will  come  a  froit,  and  all  these 
floures  defiice: 


Vpon  a  stone  in  the  wall  of  hit  Garden  he  had 
written  the  yeare  wherein  he  did  the  coste  of 
these  deuises,  and  therewithal!  this  poeie  m 
Latine. 

ftuONiAM  etiam  humiliatos, 
delectant 


GASCOIGNES  VOYAGE  INTO  HOLLANDE. 

An,  157S. 

WRITTEN    TO    THE    RIGHT    HOXOURABLB    THE 
LORDS  GREY  OF  WUTOR  '. 

A  8TRAUNGB  conceyte,  a  vayne  of  newe  delight, 

Twixt  weale  and  woe,  twixte  ioy  and  bitter  griefe. 

Hath  pricked  foorth  my  hastie  penne  to  write 

This  woorthlesse  verse  in  hazarde  of  repreehi 

And  to  mine  Alderlkuest*  Lorde  1  must  eodite 

A  wofttU  case,  a  chippe  of  sorie  chaonce, 

A  tipe  of  heauen,  a  liuely  hew  of  hell, 

A  feare  to  fall,  a  hope  of  high  aduance, 

A  lifey  a  death,  a  drearie  tale  to  tell. 

But  since  I  know  the  pith  of  my  pastaunoe 

Shall  most  consist  in  telling  of  a  truth. 

Vouchsafe  my  Lord  (tn  hm  gri^)  for  to  take 

This  trustie  tale  the  storie  of  my  youth. 

This  Chronicle  which  of  my  selfe  I  make. 

To  shew  my  Lord  what  healplesse  happe  ensewtb, 

When  heddy  youth  will  gad  without  a  guide. 

And  rannge  vntide  in  leas  of  libertie. 

Or  when  bare  neede  a  starting  hole  hath  i 

To  peepe  abroade  from  mother  Miserie, 

And  buildeth  Castels  in  the  Welkin  wide. 

In  hope  thereby,  to  dwdl  with  wealth  and  < 

But  be  the  Lord  (whome  my  good  Lord  doth 

know) 
Can  bind  or  lose,  as  best  to  him  shall  please. 
Can  saue  or  spill,  rayse  rp  or  ouerthrowe» 
Can  gauld  with  griefe,  and  yet  the  payne  appease. 

'  "  There  is  an  old  kinde  of  Rithme  called  Ver- 
layes,  derived  (as  1  haue  redde)  of  this  word  Vcrd, 
which  betokeneth  Greene,  and  Laye  wbich  be- 
tokeneth  a  Song,  as  if  you  would  aay  Greene 
Songes :  but  \  must  tell  you  by  the  way,  that  1 
neuer  redde  any  verse  which  I  saw  by  aoctoritie 
called  Verlay,  but  one,  and  that  was  a  long  di^ 
course  in  verses  of  tenne  syllables,  whereof  the 
foure  first  did  ryme  acrosse,  and  the  fifth  did  auo- 
swere  to  the  first  and  thirdc,  breaking  off  there, 
and  so  going  on  to  another  termination.  Of  this 
1  could  shewe  example  of  imitation  in  mme  own 
verses  written  to  the  right  honorable  the  Lord 
Grey  of  Wilton,  &c." 

Gascoigne's  **  Certein  Notes  of  Instruction  oqd- 
ceming  the  making  of  verge  or  rhyme  in  English.* 
C. 

*  Best  beloned.  a  In  good  woctL 
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Wlilch  ihiag  to  prone  if  so  my  1.  take  time^ 
(When  greater  cares  his  head  shall  Dot  possesse) , 
To  sicte  and  reade  this  rannging  ragged  rime, 
I  doubt  not  then  but  that  he  will  coiifesse, 
What  h\[e9 1  found  when  last  I  leapt  to  clime. 
In  March  it  was,  that  cannot  1  forget. 
In  this  last  March  vpon  the  nintenth  daj. 
When  from  Grauesend  in  boate  I  gan  to  iette 
To  boorde  our  shippe  in  Suinborough  that  lay. 
From  whence  the  very  twentieth  day  we  set 
Our  sayles  abrode  to  slice  the  Salt  sea  fome, 
And  anoors  weyde  gan  trust  the  tmstlesse  flood: 
That  day  and  night  amid  the  waues  we  rome 
To  seeke  the  coast  of  Holland  where  it  floode. 
And  on  the  next  when  we  were  fiirre  from  home. 
And  neare  the  hauen  whereto  we  sought  to  sayle, 
A  fearly  chaunce:  (whereou  alone  to  thinke) 
My  hande  now  quakes,  and  all  my  senses  fayle) 
Gan  vs  befall:  the  Pylot  gan  to  shrinke, 
And  all  agaste  his  courage  seemde  to  quayle. 
Whereat  amazed,  the  Maister  and  his  mate 
Gan  aske  the  cause  of  his  so  sodeyne  chaunge. 
And  from  alofle  the  Stewarde  of  our  state, 
(The  sounding  plumbe)  in  haste  poste  hast  must 

rauoge. 
To  trye  the  depth  and  goodnesse  of  our  gate. 
Mee  thinkes  (euen  yet)  I  heare  his  heauie  voyce, 
Fadome  three 4,  foure,  foote  more,  foote  lesse,  that 

cride: 
Me  thinkes  1  heare  the  foarcfull  whispring  noyse. 
Of  such  as  sayde  full  softely  (me  beside) 
God  gmunte  this  ioumey  cause  vs  to  reioyce. 
When  I  poore  soule,  which  close  in  caban  laye. 
And  there  had  reacht  till  gaule  was  welneare  burst 
With  giddie  head, my  stumbling  steppes  must  stay 
To  looke  abroade  as  boldly  as  I  durst. 
And  whyles  I  hearken  what  the  Saylers  saye^ 
The  sownder  sings,  fadame  two  full  no  more. 
Aloofe,  aloofe,  then  cried  the  Maister  out. 
The  Stearesmate  striues  to  sende  vs  from  the  shore, 
And  trustes  the  streame,  whereof  wee  earst  had 

doobt, 
Tweena  two  extreeme  thus  were  we  tossed  sore, 
And  went  to  HolP,  TntiU  we  leyzure  had 
To  talke  at  large,  and  eke  to  know  the  cause 
What  moode  bad  made  our  Pylot  looke  so  sad. 
At  last  the  Dutcbe  with  butterbitten  iawes, 
(For  so  he  was  a  Dotche,  a  Peuill,  a  swadde, 
A  Ibole,  a  drunkar^e,  or  a  traytour  tone) 
Gan  aonswere  thus :  Gkjf  tiU  te  vroegh^  here  come, 
Tis  met  goH  tiii^  and  standing  all  alone. 
Can  pieache  to  rs,  which  fooles  were  all  and  some 
To  trust  him  foole,  in  whom  there  skill  was  none. 
Or  what  knew  wee  if  Albaes  subtill  brayne 
(So  to  prevent  our  enterpryse  by  treazon) 
Had  him  sobomde  to  tice  vs  to  this  trayne 
And  10  him  selfe  (per  Compamfe  and  seazon) 
For  spite,  for  hate,  or  else  for  hope  of  gayne. 
This  most  we  thinke  that  Alba^  would  not  spare 
To  giue  out  gold  for  such  a  sin  full  deede: 
And  gliatring  gold  can  oftentimes  ensnare. 
More  perfMt  wits  than  HolUnd  soyle  doth  breede. 
But  let  that  passe,  and  let  vs  now  compare 
Onr  owne  fond  fact  with  this  his  foule  offence. 
We  knew  bim  not,  nor  where  he  wond  that  time, 
Nor  if  he  had  Pylots  experience, 

4  Fadom  and  a  half,  three  bo. 

^  When  all  sayles  are  takS  downe. 

^  Yon  be  to  soone.  ''  It  ia  not  good  tide. 

•  The  Duke. 


Or  Pylats  craite,  fo  cleare  him  selfe  from  crime. 
Yea  more  than  that  (how  yoyde  were  we  of  sense) 
We  had  small  smacke  of  any  tale  he  toide. 
He  powrde  out  Dutch  to  drowne  vs  all  in  drinke. 
And  we  (wise  men)  vppon  his  words  were  bolde. 
To  runne  on  head:  but  let  me  now  bethinke 
The  masters  speech :  and  let  me  so  vnfold 
The  depth  of  all  this  foolish  ouersight. 
The  master  spake  euen  like  a  skilfull  man. 
And  sayde  I  sayle  the  Seas  both  day  and  night, 
I  know  the  tides  as  well  as  other  can, 
From  pole  to  pole  I  can  the  courses  plight: 
I  know  France,  Spaine,  Greece,  Denmarke,  Daudc 

and  all, 
Frize,  F launders,  Holland,  euery  coast  I  koow^ 
But  truth  to  tell,  it  seldome  doth  befall. 
That  English  merchants  euer  bend  their  bowe 
To  sboote  at  Breyll,  where  now  our  flight  should 

fall. 
They  send  their  shafts  farder  for  greater  gayne. 
So  that  this' hauen  is  yet  (quoth  he)  vokouth^. 
And  God  ^raunt  now  that  England  may  attayne 
Such  gaines  by  Breyll,  (a  gospell  on  that  mouth) 
As  is  desired:  thus  spake  the  master  playne. 
And  since  (saide  he)  my  sclie  knew  not  the  sowne, 
How  could  I  well  a  better  Pylot  fynde. 
Than  this  (which  first)  did  saye  he  dwelt  in  towne. 
And  knew  the  way  where  euer  sat  the  wynde  ? 
While  we  thus  talke,  all  sayles  are  taken  downe. 
And  we  to  Hull  (as  earst  I  sayd)  gan  wend. 
Till  full  two  houres  and  somewhat  more  were  past. 
Our  guyde  then  spake  in  Dutch  and  bad  vs  bend 
All  sayles  againe:  for  now  quod  he  (at  last) 
Du  iiit  is  goet,  dot  heb  kk  weell  bekend^^. 
Why  staye  I  long  fo  ende  a  wofuU  tale? 
We  trust  bis  Dutch,  and  vp  the  forcsayle  goes. 
We  fall  on  knees  amyd  the  happy  gale, 
(Which  by  Gods  will  foil   kynd,  and  calmely 

bloaes) 
And  vnto  him  we  there  vnfolde  our  bale, 
Wbereon  to  thinke  I  wryte  and  weepe  for  ioye,    - 
That  pleasant  song  the  hundreth  and  seuenth 

Psalme, 
There  dyd  we  reade  to  comfort  our  annoye. 
Which  to  my  soule  (me  thought)  was  sweete  as 

balme. 
Yea  ferre  more  sweete  than  any  worldly  toye. 
And  when  he  had  with  prayers  praysd  the  Lord, 
Our  Edeil BloeUs^',  gan  fall  to  eate  and  drinke. 
And  for  their  sauce,  at  takyng  vp  the  horde 
The  shippe  so  strake  (as  all  we  thought  to  sinke) 
Against  the  ground.    Then  all  with  one  accorde 
We  fell  againe  on  knees  to  pray  apace. 
And  therewithall  euen  at  the  second  blowe, 
(The  number  cannot  from  my  minde  outpace) 
Our  helme  strake  of,  and  we  must  fleete  and  flowe. 
Where  winde  and  waues  would  guide  vs  by  their 

grace. 
The  winde  waxt  caTme  as  I  haue  sayde  before. 
(O  mightie  God  so  didst  thou  swage  our  woes) 
The  selly  shippe  was  sowst  and  smitten  sore, 
With  counter  bufietts,  blowes  and  double  blowes. 
At  last  the  keele  which  might  endure  no  more, 
Gan  rende  in  twayne  and  suckt  the  water  in : 
Then  might  you  see  pale  lookes  and  wofuli  chear«, 
Then  might  you  heare  loude  cries  and  deadly 
Well  noble  minds  in  perils  best  appeare,    [dinne: 
And  boldest  harts  in  bale  will  neuer  blinne. 

^  Vnknown.    '*  It  is  good  tide  that  know  I  well. 
>'  Lusty  gallants . 
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For  there  were  some  (of  whome  I  will  not  say 
That  I  was  one)  which  neuer  changed  hew, 
But  pumpt  apace,  and  labord  euery  way 
To  saue  themselueu,  and  all  their  lonely  crew. 
Which  cast  the  best  fraight  oaerlK>orde  away. 
Both  corne  and  cloth,  and  all  that  was  of  weight 
Which  halde  and  pulde  at  eaery  helping  corde, 
Which  prayed  to  God  and  made  their  conscience 

streight. 
As  for  my  self:  I  here  protest  my  Lorde, 
My  words  were  these :  O  God  in  heauen  on  height. 
Behold  me  not  as  now  a  wicked  wight, 
A  sacke  of  sinne,  a  wretch  y  wrapt  in  wroth, 
Let  no  fault  past  ^O  Lord)  ofiende  thy  sight. 
But  weye  my  will  which  now  those  faults  doth 
And  of  thy  mercy  pittie  this  our  plight.      [lothe, 
Euen  thou  good  God  which  of  thy  grace  didst  saye 
That  for  one  good,  thou  wouldst  lUl  Sodome  saue. 
Behold  vs  all:  thy  shyning  beames  displaye. 
Some  here  (1  trust)  thy  goodnesse  shall  engraue. 
To  be  chast  vessels  vnto  thee  alwaye. 
And  so  to  line  in  honour  of  thy  name: 
Beleue  me  Lord,  thus  to  the  Lord  1  sayde. 
Bat  there  were  some  (alas  the  more  their  blame) 
Which  in  the  pumpe  their  onely  comfort  layde, 
And  trusted  that  to  tume  our  griefe  to  game. 
Alas  (quod  1)  our  pumpe  good  God  must  be, 
Our  sayle,  our  sterne,  our  tackling,  and  our  trust 
Some  other  cried  to  cleare  the  shipboate  free. 
To  saue  the  chiefe  and  leaue  the  rest  in  dust 
Which  word  once  spoke  (a  wondrous  thing  to  see) 
All  hast  post  hast,  was  made  to  haue  it  done: 
And  vp  it  commes  in  hast  much  more  than  speede. 
There  did  I  »ee  a  wofull  worke  begonne,    [bleede. 
Which  now   (euen  now)  doth  make  my  hart  to 
Some  made  such  hast  that  in  the  boate  they  wonne, 
Before  it  was  aboue  the  hatches  brought. 
Straunge  tale  to  tell,  what  hast  some  men  shall 

make 
To  find  their  death  before  the  same  be  sought 
Some  twixt  the  boate  and  shippe  their  bane  do 

take,  [criisht  out 

Both  drownd  and  slayne  with  braynes  for  hast 
At  last  the  boat  halfe  freighted  in  the  aire 
Is  hojrst  alofte,  and  on  the  seas  downe  set. 
When  1  that  yet  in  God  could  not  dispaire. 
Still  plide  the  pumpe,  and  patiently  did  let 
All  such  take  boate  as  thither  made  repaire. 
And  herewitball  I  safely  may  protest 
I  might  haue  wonne  the  boate  as  wel  as  one. 
And  had  that  seemed  a  safetie  for  the  rest 
I  should  percase  euen  with  the  first  haue  gone. 
But  when  I  saw  the  boate  was  ouer  prest 
And  pestred  full  with  moe  than  it  might  beare, 
And  therwithall  with  cherefuU  looke  might  see 
My  chiefe  companions'*  whome  I  held  most  deare 
(Whose  companie  had  thither  trained  me) 
Abiding  still  aboorde  our  shippe  yfcare: 
Nay  then  (quoth  I)  good  God  thy  will  be  done, 
For  with  my  feeres  I  will  both  liue  and  dye. 
And  eare  the  boate  farre  from  our  sight  was  gon 
The  wane  so  wrought,  that  they  (which  thought  to 

flee 
And  so  to  scape)  with  wanes  were  ooerronne. 
Lo  how  he  striues  in  vaine  that  striues  with  God 
For  there  we  lost  the  flowre  of  the  band, 
And  of  our  crew  foil  twentie  soules  and  odde, 
The  Sea  sucks  vp,  whils  we  on  hatches  stand 
In  smarting  feare  to  feele  that  selfe  same  rodde. 
><  Yorke  and  Herle. 


L 


Well  on  (as  yet)  our  hattred  batke  did  pasK, 
And  brought  the  rest  within  a  myle  of  laode, 
Then  thought  I  sure  now  neede  not  t  to  pasae, 
For  I  can  swymme  and  so  escape  this  sande. 
Thus  dyd  I  deeme  all  carelesse  like  an  Asse, 
When  sodaynely  the  wynde  our  fioresayle  tooke, 
And  turnd  about  and  brought  vs  eft  to  Seas. 
Then  cryed  we  all,  cast  out  the  aocor  books. 
And  here  let  byde  such  heipe  as  god  may  plesie: 
Which  ancor  cast,  we  soone  the  same  fonsoke, 
And  cut  it  off,  for  feare  least  therevpoo 
Our  diippe  should  4>owge,  then  callde  ve  bit  fa 

fire, 
And  so  dischargde  our  great  gunoes  euerycliQoe, 
To  wame  the  towne  thereby  of  our  desire : 
But  all  in  vayne,  for  succor  sent  they  ooae. 
At  last  a  Hoy  from  Sea  came  flinging  fest. 
And  towards  vs  helde  course  as  streight  as  iyne. 
Then  might  yon  see  our  bands  to  heauen  vp  cut 
To  render  thanks  vnto  the  power  denine, 
That  so  vonchsafte  to  saue  vs  yet  at  last: 
But  when  this  Hoy  gan  (welneere)  boorde  w 

barke, 
And  might  perceiue  what  peryll  we  were  ia, 
It  turnd  away  and  left  vs  still  in  caike'^. 
This  tele  is  true  (for  now  to  lie  were  sin) 
It  lefte  vs  there  in  dreade  and  danngers  darke. 
It  lefte  vs  so,  and  that  within  the  sight 
And  hearing  both  of  all  the  peare  at  Breyll. 
Now  ply  thee  pen,  and  paint  the  foule  despite 
Of  drunken  Dutchmen  standing  there  euen  still, 
For  whom  we  came  in  their  cause  for  to  figbt, 
For  whom  we  came  their  state  for  to  defende, 
For  whom  we  came  as  friends  to  grieue  their  ha, 
Tbey  now  disdaynd  (in  this  distresse)  to  lend 
One  helping  boate  for  to  asswage  our  woes: 
They  sawe  our  harmes  the  which  they  would  sot 

mend. 
And  had  not  bene  that  God  eaen  then  did  nj* 
Some  instruments  to  succor  va  at  neede, 
We  had  bene  sunk  and  swallowed  all  in  Seal. 
But  Gods  will  was  (in  way  of  our  good  speede) 
That  on  the  peare  (lamenting  our  myseaie) 
Some  englishe  were,  whose  naked  svorto  w 

force 
The  drunken  dutch,  the  cankred  chuiles  to  coBe» 
And  so  at  last  (not  moued  by  remoroe. 
But  forst  by  feare)  they  sent  ▼«  succor  some: 
Some  must  I  say:  and  for  to  tell  the  coarK, 
They  sent  vs  succor  saust  with  soWre  deipite, 
They  saned  our  lines  and  spoylde  vs  of  the  rati 
They  stale  our  goods  by  day  and  eke  by  aigbl, 
They  shewed  the  worst  and  closely  kept  tbe  belt 
And  in  this  time  (this  treason  must  I  wryte) 
Our  Pylot  fled,  hot  how?  not  emptle  handed: 
He  fled  fh>m  vs,  and  with  him  did  conoeye 
A  Hoy  full  fraught  (whiles  we  meane  while  *« 

landed) 
With  ponder,  shotte,  and  all  our  best  arsye: 
This  skill  he  had,  for  all  he  set  vs  sanded. 
And  now  my  Lord,  declare  your  noble  mynde,    • 
Was  this  a  Fylot,  or  a  Pilate  iudge? 
Or  rather  was  he  not  of  ludas  kynde: 
Which  left  vs  thus  and  close  away  oooM  tmdgJ 
Well,  at  the  Bryell  to  tdl  you  what  we  Bode, 
The  Gouernour  was  all  bedewed  with  drinke, 
His  truls  and  he  were  all  layde  downe  to  ■*«!* 
And  we  must  shift,  and  of  our  seines  mast  tbuR 

"sCare. 
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What  meaiie  was  bett»  and  bow  we  beit  might 

keepe 
That  yet  remaynd:  the  rest  was  close  in  clinke. 
WeU,  Oil  our  knees  with  trickling  teares  of  ioye^ 
We  gaiie  God  thanks:  and  as  we  might,  did  learne 
What  might  be  founde  in  enery  pynke'^  and  hoye. 
And  thus  my  Lord,  your  honour  may  desceme 
Our  perils  past,  and  how  in  our  anoye 
God  saoed  me  (your  Lordshippes  bound  for  eoer) 
Who  else  should  not  be  able  now  to  tell. 
The  state  wherein  this  countrey  doth  perseuer^ 
Ne  how  they  seeme  in  carelesse  mindes  to  dwelt 
(So  did  they  earst  and  so  they  will  do  euer) 
And  to  my  Lord  for  to  bewray  my  minde 
Me  thinkes  they  be  a  race  of  Bulbeefe  borne. 
Whose  hartes  their  Bntter  mollyfieth  by  kinde. 
And  so  the  force  of  beefe  is  cleane  outworne: 
And  eke  their  braines  with  double  beere  are  I}'nde: 
So  that  they  march  bumbast  with  buttred  beere, 
IJke  soppes  of  browesse  puffed  vp  with  froth, 
Where  inwardely  they  be  but  hollowe  geere. 
As  weake  as  winde,  which  with  one  puflfe  vp  goeth : 
And  yet  they  bragge,  and  thinke  they  haue  no 
Bicause  Harlem  hath  hitherto  helde  out,     [peere. 
Although  in  deed  (as  they  baue  suffred  Spayne) 
The  ende  thereof  euen  now  doth  rest  in  doubt 
Well,  as  for  that,  let  it  (for  me)  remaine        [out, 
In  God  his  hands,  whose  hand  hath  brought  me 
To  teil  my  Lord  this  tale  nowe  tane  in  hande. 
As  bowe  they  traine  their  trezons  all  in  drinke. 
And  when  them  seines  for  drunk  can  scarcely 

stande, 
Yet  sncke  out  secretes  (as  them  seines  do  thinke) 
From  guests.  The  best  (almost)  in  all  their  lande, 
^I  name  no  man,  for  that  were  brode  before) 
Will  (as  men  say)  enure  the  same  sometime. 
But  surely  this  (or  I  mistake  him  sore) 
Or  else  he  can  (but  let  it  passe  in  rime) 
Dissemble  deepe,  and  mocke  sometimes  the  more: 
^ell,  dmnkennesse  is  here  good  companies 
^nd  therewithal!  per  anuejuem  it  fatles 
That  whordome  is  accompted  iollitie: 
(%.  gentle  state,  where  two  suche  Teuisballes 
Are  tossed  still  and  better  bowles  let  lie. 
[  cannot  herewith  from  my  Lord  conceale, 
Sow  God  and  Mammon  here  do  dwell  yfeare, 
And  how  the  Masse  is  cloked  vnder  veale 
Of  pollicie,  till  all  the  coast  be  cleare. 
^'e  can  I  chuse,  but  I  must  ring  a  peale, 
To  tell  what  hypocrytes  the  Nunnes  here  be: 
And  bow  the  olde  Nunnes  be  content  to  go. 
Before  a  man  in  streates  like  mother  B,  j 

Untill  they  come  wheras  there  dwcls  a  Ho, 
[Reoeyue  that  halfe,  and  let  the  rest  go  free) 
rhere  can  they  poynt  with  finger  as  they  passe, 
fea  sir,  sometimes  they  can  come  in  themselfe, 
To  strike  the  bergaine  tweene  a  wanton  \asgc, 
ind  EdJ  bloeti:  nowe  is  not  this  go<Kl  pelfe  ? 
U  for  the  yong  Nunnes,  they  be  bright  as  glasse, 
ind  chaste  forsooth,  mei  v:  and  mders  niel: 
What  sayde  1?  what?  that  is  a  mistcric, 
:  may  no  verse  of  such  a  theame  endite, 
f<mg  Rowlande  Yorke  may  tell  it  bet  than  I: 
ITet  to  my  Loide  this  little  will  I  write, 
That  though  I  hane  (my  selfe)  no  skill  at  all. 
To  take  the  countnance  of  a  Colonel, 
iad  I  a  good  Lieutenant  general, 
ks  good  lohn  Zuche  whereucr  tliat  he  dvvel, 

^4  A  Small  bote. 


Or  else  Ned  Donnye  (fisire  moogbt  himbeftd) 
I  coulde  haue  brought  a  noble  regiment 
Gf  smugskinnde  Nunnes  into  my  countrey  soyle: 
But  farewell  they  as  things  impertinent. 
Let  them  (for  me)  go  dwell  with  master  Moyle« 
Who  bath  behight  to  place  them  well  in  Kent. 
And  I  shall  well  my  aillie  selfe  content. 
To  come  alone  vnto  my  lonely  Lorde, 
And  vnto  him  (when  riming  sporte  is  spent) 
To  tel  some  sadde  and  reasonable  worde. 
Of  Hollaades  aUte,  the  which  I  will  present. 
In  Cartes,  in  Mappes,  and  eke  in  Models  made. 
If  Grod  of  heanen  my  purpose  not  preuent 
And  in  meane  while  although  my  wits  do  wade 
in  ranging  rime,  and  fling  some  foUie  foorth, 
I  trust  my  Loide  will  take  it  well  in  woorth. 
Haud  ictus  ttfio. 
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THE  FRUITE  OF  FETTERS: 

WITH  THE  COMPLAINT  OF  THB  ORC£IIB  KNIGHT, 
AND  His  FAREWELL  TO  FAN^B. 

Great  be  the  greefes  which  bmze  the  boldest 

brests. 
And  a!  to  seelde  we  tee  such  burdens  borne. 
For  cruell  care  (which  reaneth  quiet  rests) 
Hath  oftentimes  the  woorthiest  willes  forewome. 
And  layed  such  weight  vpon  a  noble  harte. 
That  wit  and  will  haue  both  giuen  place  to  i 


For  proofe  wberof  I  tel  this  woful  tale, 
(Giue  care  that  list,  I  force  no  frolicke  mindes) 
But  such  as  can  abide  to  beare  of  bale. 
And  rather  rue  the  rage  which  Fansie  findes. 
Than  scome  the  paogs  which  may  procure  their 

pine, 
Let  them  giue  eare  vnto  these  rimes  of  mine. 

I  tettre  my  time  (ay  me)  in  prison  pent^ 
Wherin  the  floure  of  my  consuming  yeares. 
With  secret  grief  my  reason  doth  torment. 
And  frets  it  self  (perhaps)  with  needlesse  feares: 
For  whyles  I  striue  against  the  streame  too  fast. 
My  forces  faite,  and  1  must  downe  at  last. 

The  hastie  Vine  for  sample  might  me  seme. 
Which  climbes  too  high  about  the  loftie  tree. 
But  when  the  twist  his  tender  iointes  doth  came. 
Then  fades  he  fest,  that  sought  full  fresh  to  bee: 
He  fiules  and  faintes  before  his  fellowes  faile. 
Which  lay  full  lowe,  and  nener  hoyst  rp  saile. 

Ay  me,  the  dayes  which  I  in  dole  consume. 
Alias,  the  nightes  which  witnesse  well  my  woe, 
O  ivrongful  worid  which  makst  my  fansie  fume, 
Fie  fickle  Fortune,  fie  thou  arte  my  foe. 
Out  and  alas,  so  frowarde  in  my  chaunce. 
No  dayes  nor  nightes,  nor  worldes  can  me  ad- 
uaunce. 

In  recklesse  youth,  the  common  plague  of  Lone 
Infected  me  (al  day)  with  carelesse  minde, 
Entising  dames  my  patience  still  did  prone. 
And  bicarde  mine  eyes,  till  I  became  so  blinde 
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That  Being  not  what  fiirie  brought  mee  foorth, 
I  followeil  most  (alwayes)  that  least  was  woorth. 

In  middle  yeares,  the  reache  of  Reasons  reine 
No  sooner  gan  to  bridle  in  my  will. 
Nor  naked  neede  no  sooner  gan  constreine 
My  rash  decay  to  breake  my  slecpes  by  skill. 
But  streight  therewith  hope  set  my  heart  on  flame. 
To  wioue  againe  both  wealth  and  woorthy  name. 

And  thence  proceedes  my  most   consuming 
griefe. 
For  whyles  the  hope  of  mine  vnyolden  harte 
In  endlesse  toyles  did  labor  for  reliefe,       [martc: 
Came  crabbed  Chance  and  marrde  my  merry 
Yea,  not  content  with  one  fowle  onerthrowe. 
So  tied  me  £ut  for  tempting  any  mOt 

She  tied  me  fast  (alas)  in  golden  chaines, 
Wherein  I  dwell,  not  free,  nor  fully  thrall, 
Where  guilefull  loue  in  double  doubt  remaines. 
Nor  honie  sweet,  nor  bitter  yet  as  gall : 
For  euery  day  a  patterne  I  beholde  [colde. 

Of  scortchiog  flame,  which  makes  my  heart  full 

And  euery  night,  the  rage  of  restlesse  thought 
Doth  raise  me  vp,  my  hope  for  to  renewe. 
My  quiet  bed  which  I  for  solace  sought. 
Doth  yrke  mine  eares,  when  still  the  warlike  crewe 
With  soonde  of  drummes,  and  trumpets  bravinir 
shrill  ^    ** 

Relieue  their  watch,  yet  I  io'thraldome  still. 

The  common  ioy,  the  cheere  of  companie, 
Twixt  mirth  and  moane  doth  plundge  me  euer- 
For  pleasant  talke,  or  Musicks  melodie,       [more: 
Yeeld  no  such  salue  rnto  my  secret  sore. 
But  that  therewith  this  corsiue  corns  me  too 
Why  line  not  I  at  large  as  others  doo  ? 

Lo  thus  I  Hue  in  spite  of  cme!I  death. 
And  die  as  fast  in  spite  of  lingring  life, 
Fedde  still  with  hope   which  doth  prolong  my 
^>***th,  rstriie 

Bot  choakte  with  feare,  and  strangled  still  with 
Starke  staring  blinde  bicause  I  see  too  much, 
Yet  gasing  still  bicause  I  see  none  such. 

Amid  these  pangs  (O  subtil  Cordial) 
Those  of  farrefet  sighes  which  most  mens  miudes 

eschewe, 
Recomforte  me,  and  make  the  furie  fall. 
Which  fedde  the  roote  from  whence  my  fits  renowe : 
They  comforte  me  (ah  wretched  doubtfull  clause) 
They  helpe  the  barme,  and  yet  they  kill  the  cause. 

Where  migbt  I  then  my  carefull  corpse  connay 
From  companie,  which  worketh  all  my  woe  ? 
How  might  I  winke  or  hide  mine  eyes  alway, 
Which  gaze  on  that  wherof  my  griefe  doth  growe  ? 
How  might  I  stoppe  mine  eares,  which  hearken 

still, 
To  euery  ioy,  which  can  but  wounde  my  will? 

How  should  I  seeme  my  sighes  for  to  suppresse, 
Which  helpe  the  heart  that  else  would  swelt  in 

sunder?  pesse? 

Which  hurt  the  helpe  that  makes  my  torment 
Which  helpe  and  hurte  (oh  wofull  wearie  wonder) 
One  seely  hartie  thus  toste  twixt  helpe  and  harme. 
How  should  I  seeme,  such  sighes  in  tyme  to 

charme? 
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How?  bow  but  thus?  in  soltitarie  wise 
To  steppe  aside,  and  make  high  way  to  moane: 
To  make  two  fountaines  of  my  dazled  eies. 
To  sigh  my  fill  till  breath  and  all  be  gone: 
So  sighed  the  knight  of  whome  Bartelk)  writes. 
All  cladde  in  Greene,  yet  banisht  from  delights. 

And  since  the  storye  is  both  new  and  trew, 
A  dreary  tale  much  like  these  lottea  of  myne 
I  will  assaye  my  muze  for  to  renewe. 
By  ryming  out  his  frowarde  fiitall  fine. 
A  dolefull  speeche  becomes  a  dumpish  man. 
So  semde  by  him,  for  thus  his  tale  begane. 

THE  COMPLAINT  OF  THE  GRBSNE  KHIGHT. 

Why  line  1  wretch  (quoth  he)  alas  and  welUmj. 
Or  why  beholde  my  heauy  eies,  this  giadsome 

sunny  day?  [aduauDce, 

Since  neuer  sunne  yet  shone,  that  could  my  state 
Why  Hue  I  wretche  (alas  quoth  he)  in  hope  of 

better  chaunce  ?  [tzk. 

Or  wherefore  telles  my  tonng,  this  dreaiye  dofefoU 
That  euery  eare  might  heare  my  grieefe  and  » 

bemone  my  bale? 
Since  eare  was  neuer  yet,  that  barkened  to  lay 

playnte, 
Why  Hue  I  wretch  (alas  quoth  he)  my  pangs  is 

vaine  to  paint? 
Or  wherfore  dotes  desire,  that  doth  hta  wish  dis- 
close. 
And  shewes  the  sore  that  seeks  recure,  tberfby  to 

ease  my  woes?  [dwdt. 

Since  yet  he  neuer  found,  the  hart  where  pyuie 
Why  liue  I  wretch  (alas  quoth  he)  alone  in  woe 

to  swelt?  [the  hill, 

Why  striue  I  with  the  streame,  or  hoppe  agsioft 
Or  seamh  that  neuer  can  be  founde,  or  loose  my 

labor  still? 
Since  dpstenies  decreed,  must  alwayes  be  obeyde, 
Why  Hue  I  wretch  alas  (quoth  he)  with  lucke  thai 

ouerleyde?  [trust? 

Why  feedes  my  heart  on  hope  ?  why  tyzc  f  still  ob 
Why  doth  my  minde  still  muse  on  mirth?  why 

leanes  my  lifo  on  lust? 
Since  hope  had  neuer  bap,  and  trtist  always  foaod 
„,^    ,*'"«^<^"»  fluck  is  geazoo? 

Why  hue  f  wretch  alas  (quoth  Tie)  where  all  good 
The  fotal  Sisters  three,  which  spun  my  slender 

twine, 
Knew  wel  how  rotten  was  the  yarne,  fro  whence 

they  drew  their  line: 
Yet  haue  they  wouen  the  web,  with  care  so  fDaai- 

folde,  fholde: 

(Alas  I  vfofal  wretch  the  while)  as  any  cloth  esa 
Vea  though  the  threeds  be  cowrse,  and  sudi  as 

others  lothe,  [body  both; 

Yet  must  I  wrap  alwayes  therin.  my  bones  and 
And  weare  it  out  at  length,  which  lasteth  bat  too 

long. 
O  weaner  weauer  work  no  mor«,  thy  waxp  hath 

done  me  wrong: 
For  therin  haue  I  lapt  my  light  and  lastie  yeares. 
And  therin  haplesse  haue  I  hapt,  mine  age  and 

hoerie  beares : 
Yet  neuer  found  I  wramth,  by  letting  in  thy  iaggs, 
Not  neuer  can  I  weare  them  out,  although  tEy 

rcnde  Uke  raggs,  rt^g 

The  May.moone  of  mine  age,  f  meaae  the  nlbot 
When  coales  of  kinde  first  kindled  lone,  and  ple- 

suro  was  in  prime, 
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All  bitter  was  the  fruite,  which  still  T  reaped  then, 
And  little  was  the  gaine  I  got,  cooiparde  by  other 

men.  [for  grace, 

Teare-tbirstie  were  the  Dames,  to  wbome  I  sued 
Some  stooie  stomackt,  other  some,  of  high  dis- 
dainful race. 
But  all  vnconstant  (ay)  and  (that  to  thinke)  I  die, 
The  guerdon  which  Cosmana  gaue,  can  witnesse  if 

Ilie. 
Cosmana  was  the  wight  to  wKome  I  wished  well, 
To  seroe  Cosmana  did  1  seeme,  in  loue  to  beare 

the  bell: 
Cosmana  was  my  god,  Cosmana  was  my  ioy. 
Ay  me,  Cosmana  tumde  my  mirth,  to  dole  and 

dark  anoy : 
Rcaenge  it  Radamanth,  if  I  be  found  to  lie,   [die« 
Or  if  I  alaunder  hir  at  all,  condemne  me  then  to 
Thou  knowst  I  honored  hir,  no  more  but  all  too 

much,  [no  gnitch. 

Alas  thou  knowst  she  cast  me  off,  when  I  deservde 
She  dead  (I  dying  yet)  ay  me  my  teares  were  dried, 
Aod  t4«th  of  time  gnew  out  the  grief,  which  al  to 

long  I  tried,  [molde, 

Yet  from  b:r  ashes  sprung,  or  from  such  subtile 
Ferenda  she,  wbome  euerie  eye,  did  iudge  more 

bright  than  golde. 
Ferenda  then  f  sawe,  Ferenda  1  behelde, 
Fereoda  ser\'de  I  fiiitfafully,  in  towne  and  eke  in 

fielde :  [trew, 

Ferenda  coulde  not  say,  the  g-.«ene  knight  was  vn- 
But  out  alas,  the  greene  knight  sayde,  Ferenda 

changde  for  new : 
Ferenda  did  hir  kinde:  then  was  she  to  be  borne, 
She  did  but  weare  Cosmanes  cloutes,  which  she  in 

spite  had  tome: 
And  yet  betwene  them  both  they  waare  the  threeds 

so  neere,  [not  holde  yfeere, , 

As  were  they  not  of  Steele  or  stone,  they  coulde 
But  now  Ferenda  mine,  a  little  by  thy  leaue: 
What  moued  thee  to  inadding  moode  ?  why  didst 

thou  me  deceaue  ? 
Alas  I  was  al  thine,  thy  selfe  can  say  no  lesse, 
And  for  thy  fiiU,  1  bathed  oft  in  many  a  deepe 

distresse:  [race, 

And  yet  to  do  thee  right,  I  neyther  blame  thy 
Thy  shining  selfe,  the  golden  gleames  that  glistred 

on  thy  fiice, 
^or  yet  thy  fickle  £eiith,  shall  neuer  beare  the 

blame,  [in  euerie  game: 

But  I,  wbome  kinde  hath  framd  to  finde,  a  griefe 
The  high  decrees  of  heauen,  haoe  limited  my  life. 
To  linger  stil  wher  Loue  doth  lodge,  yet  there  to 

sterue  in  strife. 
For  proofe,  who  list  to  know  what  makes  me  nowe 

oomplaine, 
Giuc  eare  ynto  the  greene  Knights  tale:  for  now 

begins  his  paine. 
When  rash  ynbridled  youth  had  run  his  reck* 

lesse  race. 
And  caried  me  with  carelesse  coarse,  to  many  a 

great  disgrace,  [their  trade, 

Tb^  riper  mellowed  yeares,  thought  good  to  turne 
^^  bad  RepenUnce  holds  the  reines,  to  rule  the 

brainsicke  iade: 
^  that  with  much  to  doo,  the  brydle  helde  him 

backe,  [better  smacke : 

^d  Reason  made  him  byte  on  bit,  which  had  a 
™  for  I  felte  my  leUe,  by  feebleuesse  fordoonne, 
And  panting  still  for  lack  of  breatbj  as  one  much 
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Therefore  1  toke  aduise,  to  walke  him  ftnt    awhile 
And  so  at  length  to  set  him  vp,  his  trauaylea  to 

beguile :  [trimme^ 

Yea  when  he  carried  was,  and  dusted  slicke  and 
I  causde  both  hey  and  prouander  to  he  allowde  for 

him: 
Wberat  (alas  to  thinke)  he  gathered  flesh  so  fast. 
That  still  he  playd  his  coltish  pranks,  when  as  I 

thought  thS  past: 
He  winched  still  alwayes,  and  whisked  with  his 

taile,  [preuaile 

And  leaping  ouer  hedge  and  ditch,  I  sawe  it  not 
To  pamper  him  so  proude:  Wherfore  I  thought 

it  best,  [him  rest. 

To  trauaile  him  (not  as  1  woont)  yet  nay  to  giue 
Thus  well  resoloed  then,  1  kept  him  still  in  harte, 
And  founde  a  pretie  prouander  appointed  for  hia 

parte, 
Which  once  a  day,  no  more,  he  might  a  little  tast : 
And  by  this  diet,  made  I  youth  a  gentle  iade  at 

last:  [pace. 

And  foorth  I  might  him  ride,  an  easie  ioumeying 
He  neuer  straue  with  middle  age,  but  gently  gane 

him  place:  [hande. 

Then  middle  age  stept  in,  and  toke  the  helme  in 
To  guide  my  Barke  by  better  skill,  into  some 

better  lande. 
And  as  ecbe  noble  heart  is  euermore  most  bent. 
To  high  exploites  and  woorthie  deedes,  wher* 

honor  may  be  heut: 
So  mine  vnyolden  minde,  by  Armet  gan  seeke  le- 

nowne,  [ravhly  tubled  downe. 

And  sought  to  rayse,  that  recklesse  youth  had 
With  sworde  and  trustie  targe,  then  ^^ght  I  for 

to  carue 
For  middle  age  and  hoarie  haires,  and  both  their 

tumes  to  sarue:  [cuttes, 

And  in  my  Caruers  roome,  I  gan  to  cut  suche 
And  made  suche  morsels  for  their  moothes,  as  well 

might  fill  their  guttes, 
Beside  some  ouerplus,  (which  being  kept  in  store) 
Might  seme  to  welcome  al  their  friends,  with  foiton 

euermore: 
I  meane  no  more  but  this:  my  hand  gan  finda 

such  happe,  [in  hir  lappe: 

As  made  me  thinke,  that  Fortune  ment,  to  play  me 
And  hope  therwith  had  heavde,  my  heart  to  be  so  hie. 
That  still  1  hoapt,  by  force  of  armes,  to  climbe 

aboue  the  Skie : 
I  bathed  still  in  blisse,  I  ledde  a  lordelie  life. 
My  Souldiers  lovde  and  fearde  me  both,  I  neuer 

dreaded  strife:  [cost; 

My  boord  was  fumisht  stil,  with  cates  of  dainty 
My  hack  wel  cUid,  my  purse  wel  lynde,  my  woont- 

ed  lack  was  lost, 
My  bags  began  to  fil,  my  debtee  for  to  discharge. 
My  state  so  stoode,  as  sure  I  seemde  to  swim  in 

good  lucks  barge :  [not  paine  ? 

But  out  and  well  away,  what  pleasure  breedea 
What  sun  ca  shine  without  a  cloud,  what  thfider 

brings  not  rain? 
Such  is  the  life  of  man,  such  was  the  luck  of  me, 
To  fall  so  fest  from  hiest  hap,  where  sure  I  seemde 

to  be.  [scarcely  seme. 

Fine  hundred  sundrie  sunnes  (and  more)  could 
By  sweat  of  brows  to  win  a  roome,  wherin  my 

knife  might  carue: 
One  onely  dismall  day,  suffised  (with  deq»ite) 
To  take  me  from  my  caruers  place,  and  firom  the 

table  quite. 
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Flue  hundred    broken  sleepes,  tiAd  busied  all  «y 

brayne  s,  [creee  my  gaynes; 

To  find  (at  last )  sofDe  worthy  trade,  that  mi|fht  io- 

One  Ma  eke  vnlockb  hoare,  my  trade  bath  ouer- 

throwen. 
And  marrde  my  marte,  and  broke  my  bank,  and 

al  my  blnse  orehlowcn. 
To  wrappe  vp  all  in  woe,  I  am  in  prison  pent. 
My  gaiues  possessed  by  my  foes,  my  friends 

ikgainst  me  bent: 
And  all  the  heauy  haps,  that  euer  age  yet  bare^ 
Assembled  are  within  my  breast,  to  choake  me  vp 

with  care.  [lust. 

My  modest  middle  age,  which  lacks  of  youth  the 
Can  beare  no  such  gret  burdSs  now,  but  throwes 

them  in  the  dust: 
Yet  in  this  piteous  plight,  beholde  me  Louers  all. 
And  rewe  my  grieoes,  least  you  your  selues  do 

light  on  such  a  fed. 
I  am  that  wearie  wretch,  whom  lone  always  hath 

tyred,  [man  desired. 

And  fed  me  with  such  strange  conceytes,  as  neuer 
For  now  (euen  now)  ay  me:  I  lone  and  cannot 

chuse,  [mindes  to  muse. 

So  strangely  yet,  as  wel  may  moue  the  wisest 
No  biasing  beautie  bright,  hath  set  my  hart  on 

fire,  [desire. 

No  ticing  taike,  no  gorgeous  gyte,  tormenteth  my 
No  bodie  finely  firamde,  no  haggarde  Falcons  eie, 
No  ruddie  lip,  no  golden  locks,  hath  drawne  my 

minde  awrie: 
No  teeth  of  shining  peaiie,  no  gallant  rosie  hiew^ 
No  dimpled  chinne,  no  pit  in  cheeke,  presented  to 

my  view: 
In  fine,  no  such  delights,  as  louers  oft  allure. 
Are  cause  why  thus  I  do  lament,  or  put  my  plaintes 

in  vre: 
But  such  a  strange  afiect,  as  both  I  shame  to  tell. 
And  all  the  woride  may  woonder  much,  how  first 

therin  I  fell.  [griefe. 

Yet  since  I  baue  begonne  (quoth  he)  to  tell  my 
I  wil  nought  hide,  although  1  hope  to  finde  no 

great  reliefe.  [ioyes 

And  thus  (quoth  lie)  it  is:  Amongst  the  sundrie 
Which  I  conceivde  in  feates  of  warre,  and  all  my 

Martial  toyes, 
My  chatmce  was  late  to  bane  a  peerlesse  firelock 

peece,  [in  Greece: 

That  to  my  wittes  was  nay  the  like,  in  Turkic  nor 
A  peooe  so  cleanly  framde,  so  streight,  so  light,  so 

fine,  [diuine : 

So  tempred  and  so  polished,  as  seemeth  worke 
A  peece  whose  locke  yet  past,  for  why  it  neuer 

failde,  [nesse  neuer  quailde : 

And  though  1  bent  it  night  and  day,  the  quick- 
A  peece  as  well  renforst,  as  euer  yet  was  wrought. 
The  brauest  peece  for  breech  and  bore,  that  euer 

yet  was  bought: 
The  mounture  so  well  made,  and  for  my  pitch  so 

fit,  [as  it: 

As  though  I  see  faire  peeoes  moe,  yet  fewe  so  fine 
A  peece  which  shot  so  well,  so  gently  and  so 

streight,  [ouerweight. 

It  neyther  bnized  with  recule,  nor  wroong  with 
In  fine  and  to  conclude,  1  know  no  fault  thereby, 
That  eyther  might  be  thought  in  minde,  or  we) 

discemde  with  ey. 
This  peece  then  late  I  had,  and  therin  tooke  de- 
light, [wight. 
As  much  as  euer  proper  peece  did  please  a  warlike 


Nowe  -tfioagli  it  be  not  lost,  nor  rendred  with  the 

rest,  [me  blest? 

Y^t  being  shut  from  sight  therof,  bow  can  I  thinke 
Or  which  way  should  I  hope,  that  such  a  iewefi 

rare,  [shooters  axe? 

Can  passe  vnseen  in  any  campe  where  cnnrnqg 
And  therewith  am  I  sure,  that  being  once  espied, 
It  neuer  can  escape  their  hands,  but  that  it  will  be 

tried:  [me. 

And  being  once  but  prooued,  then  fsrewel  frost  for 
My  peece,  my  locks,  and  all  is  lost,  and  I  shal 

neuer  see 
The  like  againe  on  earth.    Nowe  Loners  tpeake 

your  minde,  [such  a  kiode? 

Was  euer  man  so  strangely  stroke,  or  caught  ia 
Was  euer  man  so  fonde?  was  euer  man  so  nwd? 
Was  euer  man  so  woe  begone?  or  in  such  carei 

ycUid?  [lioe. 

For  restlesse  thus  I  rest,  the  wretcbedsi  man  oa 
And  when  1  thinke  vpon  this  peeoe*  then  still  my 

woes  reuiue. 
Nor  euer  can  (  finde  good  plaister  lor  my  paiae, 
Unlesse  my  lucke  might  be  so  good,  to  finde  tbt 

peece  againe.  [pt^e. 

To  make  my  mourning  more,  where  I  in  prison 
I  daily  see  a  pretie  peece,  much  like  that  peece  <rf 

mine,  [shiane^ 

Which  helps  my  hnrt,  much  like  Tnto  a  brokca 
That  when  it  healeS|^begins  to  ytch,  and  then  nii» 

off  the  skinne. 
Thus  Hue  I  still  in  lone,  alas  and  euer  shall. 
As  well  content  to  loose  my  peece,  as  gladde  t» 

finde  my  fsll: 
A  wonder  to  the  woride,  a  griefe  to  friendlie  mindes, 
A  mocking  stocke  to  Momus  race,  and  al  sack 

scomefull  hindes,  [seene, 

A  lone  (that  tbinke  I  sure)  whose  like  wms  neaer 
Nor  neuer  waxlike  wight  shal  be  in  lone  as  I  base 

beene:  [Dames, 

So  that  in  sooth  (quoth  be)  I  cannot  blame  the 
Whome  I  in  youth  did  moste  esteeme,  I  list  not 

foile  their  frmes. 
But  there  to  lay  the  fault,  from  whence  it  first  4fid 

fiOwe:  [griefes  did  grow. 

(  say  my  Fortune  is  the  root,  whence  alT  these 
Since  Fortune  then  (quoth  he)  hath  tumde  to  me 

hir  backe,  [mj  self  in  blackei 

Shall  I  go  yeeld  to  mourning  ttofne,  and  doath 
No  no,  for  noble  mindes  can  beare  no  thraldome 

so,  [wade  in  wo. 

But  rather  shew  a  merrie  cheere,  when  most  they 
And  so  will  I  in  greene,  my  carefiil  corpse  aray. 
To  set  a  bragge  amongst  the  best,  as  though  ay 

heart  were  gay:  [ioy» 

Not  greene  bicause  I  hope,  nor  greene  bicaose  I 
Nor  greene,  bicause  I  can  delight  in  any  yonthfiiU 

toy: 
But  greene,  bicause  my  greeues  are  mlway  fiesh 

and  greene,  [is  scene. 

Whose  roote  is  such  it  cannot  rot,  as  by  the  frote 
Thus  sayde,  he  gaue  a  groane,  as  though  his  heart 

had  broke,  [sighes  like  smoke: 

And  from  the  furnace  of  his  breast,  sent  scalding 
And  sighing  so,  he  sate  in  solitarie  wise, 
Conueying  flouds  of  brynish  teares,  by  conduct  of 

his  eyes. 
What  ende  he  had  Ood  knoweth,  Battello  writer 

it  not, 
Or  if  he  do,  my  wittes  are  short,  for  I  haae  It 

forgot. 
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ras  OOMTIIIUAIfCB  OP  TBB  AOTHOR,  TPOW  TUB 
f  RUITE  OP  PETTBRS. 

Tnvt  bane  yoa  heard  tbe  green  Knight  make 
bis  mone, 
MThich  wel  might  mone  the  hardest  heart  to  melt: 
Bat  what  he  meut,  that  hne'^e  himsetfe  alone. 
For  sQch  a  cause,  id  weerie  woes  to  swclt: 
And  yet  by  like^  some  peerlesse  peece  it  was, 
That  brought  him  so  in  nging  stormes  to  passe. 

I  haue  beard  tell,  and  read  it  tberewithall, 
rhat  neare  the  Alpes  a  kiode  of  people  bee, 
l¥hich  seme  with  shot,  wberof  the  very  ball 
Is  bigge  of  bulke,  tbe  peece  bat  short  to  see : 
But  yet  it  shootes  as  forre,  and  eke  as  fiast. 
As  those  which  are  yframde  of  longer  last 

The  cause  (say  some)  consistetb  in  tbeJocke^ 
Some  other  iudge,  btcause  they  be  so  strong, 
Reniorced  well,  and  breeched  like  a  brocke, 
Stiffs,  straight,  and  stout,  which  though  they  be 

not  long. 
Vet  spit  they  foorth  their  pellets  snch  a  pace, 
And  with  such  force,  as  seemes  a  woondrous  case^ 

Some  other  thinke,  the  mettal  maketh  all. 
Which  tempred  is  both  rounde  and  smooth  to 

see: 
And  sure  me  thinkes,  the  bigoesse  of  the  ball, 
Ne  yet  the  locke,  should  make  it  shoote  so  free. 
But  enen  the  breech  of  mettall  good  and  sounde, 
Which  makes  the  ball  with  greater  force  to  bouode. 

For  this  we  see,  the  stiffs  and  strongest  arme, 
Which  giues  a  ierke,  and  hath  a  cunning  loose, 
5bootes  furdest  still,  and  doth  alway  most  barme. 
For  be  bis  flights  yfeatbred  from  the  goos?. 
Or  Peacockes  quilles,  or  Rauen,  or  Swanne,  or 

Crowe, 
His  shafts  go  swifte,  when  others  flie  but  slowe. 

How  so  it  be,  the  men  that  Tse  to  shoote 
[a  these  short  gunnes,  are  praysed  f>r  the  best: 
And  Princes  seeke  such  shotte  for  to  promoote 
Ha  perfcctest  and  better  than  the  rest: 
5o  that  (by  like)  their  peeces  beare  tbe  sway, 
Else  other  men  could  shoote  as  &rre  as  they. 

Their  peeoes  then  are  called  PCitronels, 
And  they  themselues  by  sundrie  names  are  calld: 
A»  Bandolliers,  for  who  in  mountaynes  dwels, 
In  trowpes  and  bandes,ofte  times  is  stoutly  stalld: 
Or  of  the  Stune  wherwitb  tbe  locke  doth  strike, 
Petronelliers,  they  called  are  by  like. 

And  so  percase  this  peerelesse  peece  of  his 
For  which  be  monmde  and  made  such  ruefull 

mooe. 
Was  one  of  those  f  and  therfore  all  his  Uiste, 
Was  turnd  to  bale  when  as  that  peece  was  gone: 
Since  Martial  men  do  set  their  chief  delight. 
Id  anaes  which  art  both  free  and  &yre  in  sight. 

My  selfe  haue  scene  some  peece  of  such  a  pryoe. 
As  woorthy  were  to  be  esteemed  well: 
For  this  you  know  in  any  straunge  deuise. 
Such  things  as  seeme  for  goodoesse  to  exoell. 
Are  bolden  daare,  and  for  great  Jewels  deemd, 
3yc«ite  tbey  be  both  me  and  nuch  efteemd* 


But  now  to  tame  my  tale  from  whence  1  came* 
I  sale  his  lottes  and  mine  were  not  vnlike: 
He  spent  his  youth  (as  I  did)  out  of  fmme, 
lie  came  at  last  (like  me)  to  trayle  the  pike. 
He  pynde  in  pryson  pinchte  with  priuie  payne. 
And  I  likewise  in  pryson  still  remayne. 

Yet  some  good  fralte  in  fetters  can  I  finde. 
As  vertue  rules  in  euery  kinde  of  rice: 
First  pryson  brings  repentaunce  to  the  minde. 
Which  wandred  earst  in  lust  and  lewde  deOice. 
For  hardest  hartes  by  troubles  yet  are  taught. 
That  God  is  good  when  all  the  worlde  is  nau^it. 

If  thou  baue  ledde  a  carelesse  lyfo  at  laiige. 
Without  regard  what  libertie  wa»  worth : 
And  then  come  downe  to  cmdt  Gaylours  charge. 
Which  keepes  thee  dose  and  neuer  lettes  thee 

forth: 
Leame  then  this  fhiite  in  Fetters  by  thy  seUe, 
That  libertie  is  worth  all  worldly  pelfe. 

WlMMe  happe  is  such  to  yeelde  himself  in  warre^ 
Remembre  then  that  peace  in  pleasure  dwelles : 
Whose  hartes  are  high  and  know  not  what  they 

are 
Let  such  but  marke  the  gingling  of  their  belles: 
When  fetters  frette  their  anckles  as  they  goe. 
Since  none  so  high  but  that  may  come  as  lowe. 

To  tell  a  truth  and  therein  to  be  shorte, 
Prysons  are  plagues  that  fal  for  mans  offence, 
Which  maketh  some  in  good  and  godly  sorte. 
With  contrite  harte  to  grope  their  conscience. 
Repentance  then  steppes  in  and  pardon  craues, 
These  fruites  (with  mo)  are  found  in  darksome 
caues. 

If  thou  haue  friends,  there  shalt  thoo  know 
them  right. 
Since  fastest  friends  in  troubles  shew  their  fiiyth: 
If  thou  haue  foes,  there  shalt  thou  see  their  spight 
For  all  to  true  it  is  that  Prouerbe  sayth: 
Where  hedge  is  lowe,  there  euery  man  treads 

downe. 
And  friendship  failes  when  Fortune  list  to  frowne. 

Patience  is  foonde  in  prison  (though  perforce) 
And  Temprance  taught  where  none  excesse  doth 

dwell. 
Exercise  calles,  least  slooth  should  kill  thy  corse: 
Diligence  driues  thy  busie  braines  to  swell, 
For  some  dnujse  which  may  redeeme  thy  state. 
These  fruites  I  found  in  fetters  all  too  late. 

And  with  these  fruites  another  firuite  I  found, 
A  strange  concey t,  and  yet  a  trostie  truth : 
I  found  by  proufe,  there  is  no  kinde  of  ground. 
That  yeeldes  a  better  croppe  to  retchlesse  youth. 
Than  that  same  molde  where  fetters  serue  for 

mucke. 
And  wit  stil  woorkes  to  digge  vp  better  Incke. 

For  if  the  seede  of  grace  will  euer  growe. 
Then  sore  such  soite  will  serue  to  beare  it  best. 
And  if  Gods  mercie  tberewithall  do  flowe. 
Then  springs  it  high,  and  ruffles  with  the  rest: 
Oft  hath  bene  scene  such  seede  in  prison  cast. 
Which  long  kept  do9e,  and  prospred  yet  at  latt 
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But  therewitha]]  there  springs  a  kinde  of  Tares, 
Which  are  vile  weedes,  and  must  be  rooted  out. 
They  choake  vp  grace,  and  lap  it  fast  in  snares, 
Which  offcentimes  do  drawe  it  deepe  in  dout. 
And  hinders  plantes  which  else  would  growe  full 
Yet  is  this  weede  an  easie  thing  to  spie.  [hie. 

Men  call  it  Fansie,  sure  a  woorthlesse  weede. 
And  of  the  same  fiill  many  sortes  are  found. 
Some  faosies  are,  which  thinke  a  lawfuU  deede 
To  scape  away,  though  faith  full  fast  he  bound: 
Some  thinke  by  loue,  (oay  lust  in  cloke  of  loue) 
From  fetters  fast*  their  selues  for  to  rem  one. 

Some  be,  that  meane  by  murder  to  preuaile. 
And  some  by  fraude,  as  fansie  rules  the  thought: 
Sometimes  such  frightes  mens  fansies  do  assaile, 
(That  when  they  see  their  freedome  must  be 

bought) 
They  vowe  to  take  a  stande  on  Shooters  hill. 
Till  rents  come  in  to  please  their  wicked  will. 

Some  fansies  hopes  by  lies  to  come  on  floate, 
As  for  to  tell  their  frends  and  kinne  great  tales, 
What  wealth  they  lost  in  coyne,  and  many  a 

caote, 
What  powder  packt  in  coffers  and  in  males, 
What  they  must  pay,  and  what  their  charge  will 
Wherin  they  meane  to  saue  themselues  a  fee.  [be, 

Some  fiinsies  eke  forecast  what  life  to  weelde. 
When  libertie  shall  graunted  be  at  last, 
And  in  the  aire  such  castles  gan  they  builde. 
That  many  times  they  fall  againe  as  fast: 
For  Fansie  hinders  Grace  from  glories  crowne. 
As  Tares  and  Byndes  can  plucke  good  graine 
adowne. 

Who  list  theifore  by  Fetters  frute  to  haue. 
Take  Fansie  first  out  of  his  priuy  thought, 
And  when  thou  hast  him,  cast  him  in  the  wane 
Of  Leth^s  lake:  for  sure  his  secde  is  nought 
The  greene  Knight  he,  of  whome  I  late  did  tell, 
(Mine  Author  sayth)  badde  Fansie  thus  farewell 

THE  GREENE  KNIGTM8  FAREWELL  TO  FANSIE. 

Fansie  (quoth  he)  forewell,  whose  badge  I  long 

did  beare,  [I  weare: 

And  in  my  hat  full  harebrayndly,  thy  flowers  did 
To  late  I  finde  (at  last),  thy  frntes  are  nothing 

worth, 
Thy  blossomes  fall  and   fade  full  fast,  though 

brauerie  bring  thS  forth : 
By  thee  I  hoapt  alwayes,  in  deepe  delights  to  dwel. 
But  since  I  finde  thy  ficklenesse,  Fansie  (quoth  he) 

farewelL 

Thou  madste  me  liue  in  loue,  which  wisedorae 

biddes  me  hate, 
Thou  bleardst  mine  eies  and  madste  me  thinke, 

the  faith  was  mine  by  fate: 
By  thee  those  bitter  sweetes,  did  please  my  taste 

alway,  [was  but  a  play: 

By  thee  I  thought  that  loue  was  light,  and  payne 
I  thought  that  Bewties  blase,  was  meete  to  beare 

the  bell,  [he)  farewell. 

And  since  I  finde  my  selfe  deceyued,  Fansie  (quoth 

The.glosse  of  gorgeous  courtes^  by  thee  did 
please  mine  eye, 
A  stately  sight  m«  thought  it  was,  to  see  the  braue 
goby: 


GASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 


To  see  their  feathers  flaunte,   to  matfce  their 
straunge  denise,  [it  nice: 

To  lie  along  in  Ladies  lappes,  to  lispe  and  make 
To  fawoe  and  flatter  both,  I  Itked  soroetimes  well. 
But  since  I  see  how  vayne  it  is,  Fansie  (quoth  he) 
farewell. 

When  court  had  cast  me  o^  I  toyled  at  the 

'  plowe  ^wote  not  bow: 

My' fansie  stoode  in  straunge  conceipts,  to  tfariue  I 

By  mils,  by  making  malte,  by  sheepe  and  eke  by 

swyne. 
By  ducke  and  drake,  by  pigge  and  goose,  by  calnes 

and  keeping  kine: 
By  feeding  bullockes  fat,  when  pryoe  at  maikets 

fell. 
But  since  my  swaines  eat  vp  my  gaines,  Fansie 

(quoth  he)  farewelL 

In  hunting  of  the  deare,  my  fiinsie  tooke  delight, 
All  foresU  knew  my  folly  still,  the  DBOoneshiae 

was  my  light: 
In  frosts  1  felt  no  cold,  a  sunnebumt  hew  was  be< 
1  sweate  and  was  in  temper  still,  my  watching 

seemed  rest: 
What  daungers  deepe  I  past,  it  follie  were  to  tell. 
And  since  I  sigh  to  thinke  thereon,  Fansie  (qnoth 

he)  fereweli. 

A  fansie  fedde  me  ones,^ti>  wryte  in  verse  and 

rime,  [my  crime: 

To  wray  my  griefe,  to  craue  reward,  to  couer  still 

To  frame  a  long  dtscoursej  on  sturrincr  of  a  suave, 

To  nimble  rime  in  raffe  and  ruffe,  yet  all  not 

worth  an  hawe :  [ao  weH, 

To  heare  it  sayde  there  goeth,  the  Man  that  writes 

But  since  I  see,  what  Poetes  bee,  Fansie  (quoth  be) 

farewell. 

At  Musickes  sacred   sounde,   my   iansies  eft 

begonne,  [of  Tuisonne: 

In  conceives,  discordes,  notes  and  difltes,  in  tnucs 

In  Hyerarchies  and  straynes,  in  re8tes,in  rule  and 

space,  [ynder  base: 

In  monacordes  and  mouing  moodes,  in  Bnniess 

In  descants  and  in  chants,  I  strained  many  a  yeli 

But  since  Musicians  be  so  madde,  Fansie  (qnoth 

he)  farewell. 

To  plant  straunge  coontrie  fmitesy  to  sow  sack 

seedes  likewise. 
To  digge  and  delue  for  new  foud  rootes,  where  old 

might  wel  sufl&se:  [txees. 

To  proyne  the  water  bowes,  to  picke  the  mossie 
(Oh  how  it  pleasd  my  fansie  ones)  to  kneele  Tpoa 

my  knees,  [swdl: 

To  griffe  a  pippine  stocke,  when  sappe  begins  to 
But  since  the  gaynes  scarce  quite  the  cost,  Fansie 

(quoth  he)  farewell. 

Fansie  (quoth  he)  farewell,  which  made  me  fol- 
low drommes, 

Where  powdred  bullets  semes  for  sauce,  to  eoery 
dish  that  comes: 

Where  treason  lurkes  in  trust,  where  Hope  all 
hartes  beguiles,  [friendly  smiles: 

Where  mischief  lieth  still  in  wayte,  when  fortune 

Where  one  dayes  prison  prones,  that  all  such 
heanens  are  hell. 

And  snch  I  feele  thefrutes  thereof,  Fansie  (qaotk 
be)  larewell. 
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If  reason  rule  my  thonglits,  and  God  vouchsafe 

tne  grace 
Then  comfort  of  Philosophies  shall   make  me 

chaunge  my  race: 
And  fonde  I  shall  it  finde,  that  Fanste  settes  to 

showe,  [grace  by  low: 

For  weakely  stids  that  building  still,  which  lacketh 
But  since  I  must  accept,  my  fortunes  as  they  fell, 
I  say  God  send  me  better  speede,  and  Fansie  now 

farewell. 

EPILOOI9MU8. 

See  sweete  deceipt,  that  can  it  self  beguile, 
Bebolde  selfe  loue,  which  walketh  in  a  net: 
And  seemes  vnseene,  yet  shewes  it  selfe  therewhile, 
Bf-fore  such  eyes,  as  are  in  science  set 
rhe  Greene  knight  here,  leaues  out  his  firelocke 
rhat  Fancie  hath  not  yet  his  last  farewell,  fpeece 
When  Foxes  preach,  good  folke  beware  your  geese, 
But  holla  here,  my  muse  to  farre  doth  mell: 
Who  list  lo  marke,  what  learned  preacher  sayeth, 
Mast  learne  withal  1,  for  to  beleeue  his  lore: 
But  what  he  doth,  that  toucheth  nomans  fayth, 
Though  words  with  workes,  (agreed)  persuade  the 

more, 
rhe  mounting  kite,  oft  lights  on  homely  pray 
And  wisest  wittes,  may  sometimes  go  astray. 
FINIS. 
Tarn  Marti,  qudm  Mercurio, 


IN  FRAISB  OF  A  GENTLEWOMAN  WHO  THOUGH 
SHE  WERE  NOT  VERYE  FAYSB,  YET  WAS  SHE 
AS  HARDB  FAUOURED  AS  MIGHT  BE. 

Tf  men  may  credite  giue,  to  true  reported  fames. 
Who   doubtes  but  stately  Rome  bad  stoore  of 

lustye  louing  Dames  > 
IIHiose  eares  haue  bene  so  deafe,  as  neuer  yet 

heard  tell,  [excel. 

Howe  far  the  freshe  Pompeia,'  for  beautie  dyd 
^Vnd  goideu  Marcus  he,  that  swaide  the  Romaine 

sword. 
Bare  witncsse  of  Boemia,  by  credite  of  his  word. 
W^hat  neede  I  mo  rehearse?  since  all  the  world 

dyd  know. 
How  high  the  floods  of  beauties  Waze,  withm  those 

walles  dyd  flowe. 
And  yet  in  all  that  choyse  a  worthy  Romaine 

Knight,  .     [might. 

Antonius   who  conquered  prowde  Egipt  by  his 
Not  al  to  please  his  eye,  but  most  to  ease  his 

minde,  [behind. 

Chose  Cleopatra  for  his  loue,  and  left  the  rest 
A  wondrous  thing  to  reade,  in  all  his  victorye, 
He  snapt  but  hir  for  his  owne  share,  to  please  his 

fitntasie. 
She  was  not  fayre»  God  wot,  the  conntreyebrcades 

none  bright. 
Well  maye  we  iudge  hir  skinne  the  foyle,  because 

hyr  teeth  were  white. 
Percase  hyr  louelye  lookes,  some  prayses  dyd  de- 

aerue,  [»oyle  <*><*  ««'"«• 

But  browne  I  dare  be  bolde  sbee  was,  for  so  the 
And  ccfuld  Antonius  forsake  the  fayre  in  Rome? 
To  loue  hie  nutbrownc  Ladye  best,  was  this  an 

equalldoome? 


I  dare  well  say  dames  there,  did  bearc  him  deadly 
grudge,  [had  bene  iudge. 

His  sentence  had  beehe  shortly  sayde,  if  Paustine 
For  this  [  dare  auow,  (without  vaunt  be  it  spoke) 
So  braue  a  knight  as  Anthony,  held  al  their  necks 

in  yoke: 
I  leaue  not  Lucrecc  out,  beleeue  in  hir  who  lyst, 
I  thinke  she  would  haue  Uk*d  his  lure,  and  stooped 
to  his  fist.  [liking  thus? 

What  mou*d  the  chieftain  then,  to   lincke   his 
I  would  some  Romaine  dame  were  here,  the  ques- 
tion to  disciisse. 
But  that  1  read  her  life,  do  finde  therein  by  fome. 
How  cleare  bir  curtesie  dyd  shine,  in  honour  of 

hir  name. 
Hir  bountie  did  excell,  hir  truetb  had  neuer  pere» 
Hir  loueiy  lokes,  hir  pleasant  speech,  hir  lusty 
louing  chere.  [found^ 

And  all  the  worthy  giftes,  that  euer  yet  were 
Within  this  good  Egiptian  Sueene,  dyd  seeme  for 

to  abound. 
Wherefore  be  worthy  was,  to  win  the  gulden  fleece. 
Which  scornd  the  biasing  starres  in  Rome,  to  con- 
quere  such  a  peece.  [deathg 

And  shee  to  quite  his  loue,  in  spite  of  dreadfull 
Ensbrinde  with  Snakes  within  his  Tombe,  did  yeeld 
bir  parting  breath. 

ALtEGORIA. 

If  fortune  fauord  him,  then  may  that  man  re- 
ioyce,  [choice. 

And  thinke  himself  a  happy  man  by  hap  of  happj 
Who  loues  and  is  belou'd  of  one  as  fcood,  as  true. 
As  kind  as  Cleopatra  was,  and  yet  more  bright  of 
hewe,  [mylkc, 

Hir  eyes  as  greye  as  glasse,  hir  teeth  as  white  as 
A  ruddy  lippe,  a  dimpled  chyn,  a  skyn  as  smoth 

as  silke. 
A  wight  what  could  you  more,  that  may  content 

mannes  minde. 
And  hath  supplies  for  eu'ry  want,  that  any  man 
can  finde.  [passe, 

And  may  him  selfe  assure,  when  hence  his  life  shall 
She  wiJ  be  8V>ng  to  death  with  snakes,  as  Cleopa- 
tra was. 

Si/orlunatut  mfodix. 


*  She  was  an  ^ptian. 


^Qh.lU 


7TIE  PRAISE  OF  PHILIP  SPARROW. 

Of  all  the  byrds  that  I  doo  know, 
Philip  my  Sparrow  hath  no  peere: 
For  sit  she  high,  or  lye  she  low^ 
Be  she  far  off,  or  be  she  neere. 
There  is  no  bytxl  so  fa  ire,  so  fine. 
Nor  yet  so  fresh  as  this  of  mine. 

Come  in  a  morning  merrily. 
When  Philip  hath  been  lately  fed. 
Or  in  an  evening  soberly, 
When  Philip  list  to  go  to  bed: 
It  is  a  heauen  to  bearc  my  Phip, 
How  she  can  chirpe  with  cherry  lip. 

She  never  wanders  far  abrode, 
But  is  at  hand  when  I  doo  call. 
If  I  command  she  layes  on  lode. 
With  lips,  with  teeth,  with'toong  and  all: 
Stie  chants,  she  chirps,  she  makes  such  cbeere. 
That  I  beUeu«  sb«  bath  no  peere 

N   N 
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And  yet  besides  all  this  good  sport. 
My  Philip  can  both  sing  and  dance, 
With  new  found  toyes  of  sundry  sort, 
My  Philip  can  both  pricke  and  prance: 
As  if  you  say  but  fend  cut  pbip, 
Lord  how  the  peat  will  tame  and  skip. 

HIr  fethers  arc  so  fresh  of  hew, 
And  so  well  prooued  eaery  day. 
She  lacks  none  oile,  I  warrant  you, 
To  trim  hirtaile  both  tricke  and  gay: 
And  though  hir  mouth  be  somewhat  wide, 
Hir  tongue  is  sweete  and  short  beside. 

And  for  the  rest  I  dare  compare. 
She  is  both  tender,  sweete  and  soft: 
She  never  lacketh  dainty  fare. 
But  is  well  fed  and  feedetb  oft: 
For  if  my  Phip  haue  best  to  eate, 
I  warrant  you  Phip  lacks  no  meate. 

And  thee  if  that  her  meate  be  good. 
And  such  as  like  do  lone  alway: 
She  will  lay  lips  thereon  by  rood, 
And  see  that  none  be  cast  away: 
For  when  she  once  hath  felt  a  fit, 
Philip  will  cry  still  yet,  yet,  yet. 

And  to  tell  tmeth  he  were  to  blame, 
Which  had  so  fine  a  bird  as  she. 
To  make  him  all  this  goodly  game. 
Without  suspect  or  jellousie: 
He  were  a  churll  and  knewe  no  good. 
Would  see  her  fiiint  for  lacke  of  food. 

Wherefore  I  sing  and  ener  shall. 
To  prayse  as  I  have  often  prou*d. 
There  is  no  byrd  amongst  them  all. 
So  worthy  for  to  be  belou'd. 
Let  other  prayse  what  byrd  they  will. 
Sweet  Phillip  shall  be  my  byrd  still. 
Si  fortunatus  iufoeliic. 


PARE9FEL  WITH  A  MISCHIEFE, 

Written  by  a  Looer  being  disdainfullie  abiected  by 
a  dame  of  high  calling,  who  had  chosen  in  bis 
place  a  plaiefelowe  of  baser  condition,  and  there- 
fore be  determined  to  steppe  aside,  and  before 
bis  departing  geveth  her  this  Farewel  in  verse. 

Thy  byrth,  thy  beuty,  nor  thy  brane  attyre 
(Disdainful  dame,  which  doest'me  double  wrong) 
Thy  high  estate  which  sets  thy  heart  on  fire, 
Or  new  found  choyce  which  cannot  seme  thee  long 
Shal  make  me  dread  with  yen  for  to  reherse. 
Thy  skittish  deedes  in  thys  my  parting  verse. 

For  why  thou  kuowest,  and  I  my  selfe  can  tell 
By  many  vowes  how  thou  to  me  were  bound, 
And  how  for  joye  thy  heart  dyd  seeme  to  swell. 
And  in  delight  bow  thy  desires  were  drownde. 
When  of  thy  wyl  the  walles  I  did  essayle. 
Wherein  fond  fisncie  fought  for  myne  avayle. 

And  though  my  mynde  haue  small  delight  to 
vaunt, 
iTet  must  I  vowe  my  heart  to  thee  was  true: 
My  band  was  able'slways  for  to  daunt       [mewe. 
Thy  slandroQS  loet,  and  kcepe  their  toogucfl  in 


My  head  (though  dull)  was  yet  of  inch  deoice. 
As  might  have  kept  thy  name  alway es  in  pricb 


For  thou  hast  canght  a  proper  paragon, 
A  theefe,  a  coward,  and  a  peacocke  fbdie. 
An  asse,  a  milkesop,  and  a  minion. 
Which  bath  no  oile  thy  furious  flames  to  cook; 
Such  one  is  he,  a  pbeare  for  thee  OKMt  fit, 
A  wandring  gest,  to  please  thy  wanering  wit 

A  theefe  I  count  him  because  he  robs  us  both. 
Thee  of  thy  name,  and  me  of  my  delight: 
A  coward  is  he  noted  where  he  goeth. 
Since  euery  child  is  match  to  him  in  migiit: 
And  for  his  pride  no  more  but  oiarke  bis  plomes, 
The  which  to  pranke,  he  dayea  and  nights  ooa- 
sumes. 

The  rest  thy  selfe  in  secret  sort  can  jod^e. 
He  rides  not  me,  thou  knowest  hia  saddle  best: 
And  though  these  tricks  of  thine  might  make  bk 

gnxdge, 
And  kindle  wrath  in  my  renengiog  brest. 
Yet  I  my  selfe,  and  not  to  please  thy  mind, 
I  stand  content,  my  rage  in  rule  to  bind. 

And  fiir  from  thee  now  most  I  take  my  flight, 
Where  toongs  may  tell  (and  I  not  ace)  thy  fall: 
Where  I  may  drinke  these  drugs  of  thy  despigbc. 
To  purge  my  melancholike  mind  withalL 
In  secret  so,  my  stomach  will  I  steme. 
Wishing  thee  better  than  thou  dooat  c 
SpnUt  tamen  wamL 


THE  DOLE  OF  DISDjilNE^ 

WJUTTBN  BY  A  LOUBR  mSDAIMBPULLE  KKIECro 
COMTAABV  TO  fORMBR  PROM UB. 

Tub  deadly  dreps  of  dark  disdaine. 
Which  daily  fall  on  my  desart: 
The  lingring  sute  long  spent  in  vuinc. 
Whereof  I  feele  no  fiuite  but  smart. 
Enforce  me  now  these  words  to  write 
Not  all  for  loue,  but  more  for  spite. 

The  which  to  the  I  must  rehearse* 
Whom  I  dyd  honour,  serue  and  trust. 
And  thou|^  the  musicke  of  my  verse. 
Be  plainson;;  tune  both  true  and  iust: 
Content  thee  yet  to  here  my  song. 
For  els  thou  doest  me  doobble  wrong. 

I  must  alledge,  and  thou  canst  tdl 
How  faithfully  I  vowed  to  S(>rue, 
And  howe  thou  seemest  to  like  me  well: 
And  how  thou  saydest  I  did  deserae. 
To  be  thy  Lord,  thy  Knight,  thy  King; 
And  how  much  more  1  list  not  sing. 

And  canst  thou  now  (thou  cmell  one) 
Condemne  desert  to  deepe  dispayre^ 
Is  all  thy  promise  past  and  gone} 
Is  fiiyth  so  fled  into  the  ayre? 
If  that  be  so,  what  resU  for  me? 
But  thus  in  song  to  saya  to  thMu 
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If  Cretiydefl  name  were  not  so  knowen, 
lod  writteo  wide  od  eaery  wall : 
f  bnite  of  pryde  wete  not  so  bloweot 
JpoD  Angelica '  witball : 
'or  hault  disilayoe  thou  mighttt  be  she^ 
)r  Cicsside  for  ioconstaocie. 

And  io  rewanl  of  thy  desart, 

bope  at  last  to  see  thee  payd : 

i^ith  deepe  repeataunce  for  thy  part, 

V'hich  tiwu  hast  now  so  lewedly  playd« 

fedoro  bee  mast  bee  thy  make, 

ince  thou  Orlando  doest  for  sake. 

Such  is  the  fruite  that  groweth  alwaies, 
^pon  the  roote  of  ripe  disdaine: 
iich  kindly  wages  Cupide  payes, 
There  constant  hearts  cannot  remaine, 
hope  to  see  thee  in  such  bandes, 
rhen  1  may  laagh  and  clappe  my  handes. 

But  yet  for  thee  I  must  protest, 
at  inre  the  faulte  is  none  of  thine* 
bou  art  as  true  as  is  the  best, 
bat  euer  came  of  Cieisedes  lyne : 
M*  constant  yet  was  neuer  none, 
at  in  voconstancie  alone. 

Jdtriium  peUre,  grout. 


MARS  IN  DESPITE  OF  VULCANE 

tITTBll  FOR  AN  ABSENT  LOUBR  (PARTED  FROM 
Ills  LADT  BY  SBA.) 

OTH  deepe  and  dreadfiill  were  the  Seas, 
^hicfa  held  Leander  from  his  lone, 
et  coald  no  doubtes  his  mind  appease, 
or  sane  his  life  for  hir  behoue: 
It  guiJtlesse  bloud  it  sdfe  would  spill, 
>  please  the  waues  and  worke  his  wyll. 

0  greedye  gulfe,  O  wretched  waues, 

cruell  floods,  O  sinke  of  shames^ 

m  bolde  true  louers  bound  like  slauesi 

id  keepe  them  from  their  worthy  Dames: 

>ur  open  moath  gapes  euermore, 

rll  one  or  both  be  drowned  therefore. 

For  proofe  whereof  my  selfo  maye  sing, 
id  shrich  to  pearce  the  loftye  skies, 
hose  lAdy  left  me  langbishing, 
»pou  the  sboare  in  woofull  wise, 
kd  crost  the  Seas  out  of  my  sight, 
berby  I  lost  my  chiefe  delight. 

She  sayd  that  no  snch  trustlesse  flood, 
ould  keepe  our  loues  (long  time)  in  twayne: 
e  sware  no  bread  sboulde  doe  hyr  good, 
il  she  might  see  my  selfe  agayne. 
B  sayd  and  swore  these  wordes  and  dmx 
t  now  I  finde  them  nothing  so. 

What  re&teth  then  for  me  to  doo, 

oo  salte  sea  fbome  come  saye  thy  mind? 

>ald  I  come  drowne  within  thee  to, 

at  am  of  true  Leanders  kind  ? 

d  headlong  cast  this  corpes  of  mine, 

0  this  greedy  guttes  of  thine. 

Angelica  refiising  the  most  famous  knights  in 

whole  worlde,  chose  at  last  Medoro  a  poore 

uing 


No  cruel,  but  in  spite  of  thee, 
I  will  make  Seas  where  earst  were  none. 
My  teares  shall  flowe  in  fiill  degree,- 
Tyll  all  my  myrth  may  ebbe  to  mono. 
Into  such  droppes  I  meane  to  melt. 
And  in  such  S<»s  my  selfe  to  swelt. 

LEMUOIB. 

Yet  you  deere  Dame  for  whome  1  fade. 
Thus  staruing  still  in  wretched  state: 
Remember  once  your  promise  made, 
Performe  it  now  though  all  to  late. 
Come  home  to  Mars  who  may  you  please. 
Let  Vuk»ne  bide  beyond  the  Seas. 
Meritwn  petere,  graue. 


PATIENCE  PERFORCE, 

WHEREIN    AN   ABSENT    LOUER    DOTH   THUS   BN;* 
COURAGE  U18  LA»Y  TO  CONTINEW  CONSTANT. 

Content  thy  selfo  with  patience  perforce: 
And  quenche  no  looe  with  dropped  of  darcke  mis- 
trust : 
Ijet  absence  haue  no  power  to  diuorce, 
Thy  fisiithfttll  friend  which  meaneth  to  be  lust. 
Beare  but  a  while  thy  Constance  to  declare. 
For  when  I  come  one  ynche  shall  breake  no  square* 

I  must  confesse  that  promise  dyd  me  binde, 
For  to  haue  sene  thy  seemely  selfe  ere  now: 
And  if  thou  knewest  what  griefes  did  gaule  my 

minde, 
Bicause  I  coulde  not  keepe  that  faithfull  vowe. 
My  ittst  excuse,  I  can  my  selfe  assure. 
With  lytic  paintf  thy  pardon  might  procure. 

But  call  to  minde  how  long  Viisses  was. 
In  lingring  absence,  from  his  louingmake; 
And  howe  she  deigned  then  hir  dayes  to  passe^ 
In  solitary  silence  for  his  sake. 
Be  thou  a  tnte  Penelope  to  me, 
And  thou  shalt  sone  thfne  owne  Vlisses  see. 

What  sayd  I?  sone?  yea^one  I  saye  againe, 
I  wyll  come  sone  and  soner  if  I  maye : 
Beleeue  me  nowe  it  is  a  pinching  payne. 
To  thinke  of  lotie,  when  louers  are  awaye. 
Such  thoughts  I  haue,  and  when  1  thinke  on  thee. 
My  thooghtes  are  there,  whereas  my  bones  would 
bee. 

The  longing  lust  which  Priames  sonneof  Troye, 
Had  for  to  see  his  Cresside  come  againe: 
Could  not  exceede  the  depth  of  mine  anoye. 
Nor  seeme  to  passe  the  patteroe  of  my  payne. 
1  fryse  in  hope,  I  thaw  in  bote  desire, 
Farre  from  the  flame,  and  yet  I  burne  like  fire. 

Wherfore  deare  friend,  thinke  on  the  pleasures 
past. 
And  let  my  teares,  for  both  our  paines  somse: 
The  lingring  ioyes,  when  as  they  come  at  last. 
Are  bet  then  those,  which  passe  iu  posting  wise. 
And  r  my  selfe,  to  proue  this  tale  is  true. 
In  hast,  post  bast,  thy  comfort  will  renew; 
Meritum  peUre^  graue* 
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A    LETTER  DEVISED  FOR  A  YONG 
LOVER. 

Receive  you  worthy  Dame,  this  rude  and  ragged 

ver*e,  [nowe  rphearse. 

Lend,  wylling  eare  vnto  the  tale,  which  I  shall 
And  though  my  witlesse  woordes  might  niooue  you 

for  to  smile,  •   [my  stile. 

Yet  trust  to  that  which  I  shal  tel,  and  neuer  marke 
Amongst  fine  hundretb  DameSi  presented  to  my 

view,  [you. 

I  find  most  cause  by  due  desert,  to  like  the  best  of 
I  see  your  beautie  such,  as  seemeth  to  suffice, 
To  binde  my  heart  in  linckes  of  loue,  by  iuds^e- 

raent  of  myne  eyes.  [desire. 

And  but  your  bounty  quench,  the  coales  of  quicke 
1  feare  that  face  of  yours  wyll  set,  ten  thousand 

hearts  on  fire. 
But  bounty  so  abouodes,  above  a1  my  desart. 
As  that  I  quake  and  ahrinke  for  feare,  to  ahewe  you 

of  my  smart.  [repent, 

Yet  since  mine  eye  made  choice,  my  hart  shal  not 
But  yeeld  it  self  vnto  your  wyl,  and  therwith  stand 

content.  [not  much, 

God  knowth   I  am  not  great,  my  power  it  is 
The  greater  glorye  shall  you  gainc,  to  shew  your 

fauour  suche. 
And  what  I  am  or  haue,  all  that  I  yeeld  to  you, 
My  hande  and  sworde   shall  seme  alwayes,  to 

proue  my  tongue  is  true. 
Then  take  me  for  your  owne,  and  so  I  wyl  be  still, 
Beleene  me  nowe,  I  make  this  yowe,  in  hope  of 

your  good  wyll.  [change, 

Which  if  I  may  obtaine,  God  leaue  me  when  I 
This  is  the  tale  I  meant  to  tell,  good  Lady  be  not 

strange. 

Meriium  petered  graue» 


DAVIDS  SALVTAC IONS  TO  BERZABE 

Wherein  are  three  sonets  in  sequence,  writte" 
vpponthisoccation.  Thedeuiser  hereof  amongst 
other  friendes  had  named  a  gentlewoman  his 
Berzabe,  and  she  was  content  to  call  him  hir 
Dauid.  The  man  presented  his  Lady  with  a 
booke  of  the  Golden  Asse,  written  by  Lucius 
Apoleiusi,  and  in  the  beginning  of  the  booke 
wrote  this  sequence.  You  must  conferre  it 
with  the  Historye  of  Apuleius,  for  else  it  wyll 
haue  small  grace. 

This  Apuleius  was  in  Afiricke  borne. 

And  tooke  delight  to  trauaile  Thessaly, 

As  one  that  helde  his  natiue  soyle  in  skorne. 

In  foraine  coastes  to  feede  his  fantasie. 

And  such  againe  as  wand  ring  wits  find  out. 

This  yonker  woune  by  wyll  and  weary  toyle, 

A  youth  mispent,  a  doting  age  in  doubt, 

A  body  brusd  with  many  a  beastly  broyle, 

A  presaunt  pleasure  passing  on  a  pare. 

And  paynting  plaine  the  path  of  penitence, 

A  frollicke  fauour  foyld  with  fowle  disgrace. 

When  hoary  heares  should  claime  their  reuereoce. 

Such  is  the  fruite  that  growes  on  gadding  trees. 

Such  kynd  of  mell  most  moueth  busie  Bees. 

For  Lucius  he, 
Esteeming  more  one  ounce  of  present  sport. 
Than  elders  doe  a  pound  of  peifect  wit : 
first  to  the  bowre  of  beautie  doth  resorte. 
And  ther«  in  pleasure  passed  many  a  fitte. 


His  worthie  race  he  (recklease)  doth  foi^f 
With  small  regarde  in  great  affaires  he  reeles. 
No  counsell  graue,  nor  good  aduise  can  set 
His  braynes  in  brake  that  whirled  still  on  vhedesw 
For  if  Byrhena  ooolde  haue  helde  him  backe. 
From  Venus  court  where  be  nowe  ousted  was. 
His  lustie  limmes  had  neuer  founde  the  lacke 
Of  raanlie  shape :  the  figure  of  an  Asse, 
Had  not  bene  blazed  on  bis  blood  and  bones. 
To  wound  his  will  with  torments  all  attones. 

BmiFaiiMJte, 
Who  sawe  this  Lording  whitled  with  the  cap 
Of  vaine  delight,  wherof  he  gan  to  tast : 
Pourde  out  apace,  and  fillde  the  Mazor  rp. 
With  drunken  hole :  yea  after  that  in  bast. 
She  greazde  this  guest  with  sause  of  Soroerie, 
And  fedde  his  minde  with  knacks  both  qncint  aad 
Lo  here  the  treazon  and  the  trecherie       [strange : 
Of  gadding  girles,  when  they  delight  to  range. 
For  Lucius  thinking  to  become  a  ibule. 
Became  a  foole,  yea  more  than  that,  an  Asse, 
A  bobbing  blocke,  a  beating  stockc,  an  owle. 
Well  woondred  at  iu  place  where  he  did  passe: 
And  spent  his  time,  his  trauaile  and  his  cost. 
To  purchase  payne  and  all  his  labor  lost. 

Wtlp^h 
Who  make  of  thee  my  Folys  and  my  frende. 
In  like  delight  my  youthfull  yrares  to  spend : 
Do  hope  thou  wilt  ^ui  such  soure  sause  defend, 

DaMHAyKmf. 
Meriium  peine  graue. 


S0ONEAC^VAINTED,SO0NEF0RGOTTEX» 

A8  APPEARETH   HERB  BY  Alt  VKOOURTEOOS 
FAREWBL  TO  AN  INCONrTANT  DAME. 

If  what  you  want,  you  (wanton)  bad  at  will, 
A  stedfost  minde,  a  faytbfull  louing  heart: 
If  what  you  speake  you  woulde'performe  it  stiH, 
If  from  your  worde  your  deede  did  not  reoerie: 
If  youthfull  yeares  your  thougbtes  did  not  so  role. 
As  elder  dayes  may  scome  your  friendship  Iraile, 
Your  doubled  faosie  would  not  thus  recule. 
For  peeuish  pryde  which  nowe  I  mast  bewaiJe. 
For  Cresside  faire  did  Troilos  neoer  loue. 
More  deare  than  I  esteemde  your  freamed  cbeare. 
Whose  wauering  wayes  (since  nowe  I  do  then 

proue) 
By  true  rcporte  this  witnessc  with  me  beare  : 
That  if  your  friendship  be  not  to  deare  boaght. 
The  price  is  great  that  nothing  giues  for  nou-hL 
Meriium  pet  ere  graue. 


THE  STEELE  GLAS 

A  SATYRB  COMPILEO  BT  GB0R6S  GASCOIGKB 
ESQUIBRB  TOGETHER  WITH  THB  COBtPLAUm 
OF  PHYLOMBNB.  AN  ELEGIE  DEUIdSD  BT  TBK 
SAME  AUTHOR. 

To  the  Right  honorable  his  singuler  good  Lotd, 
the  L.  Grayq  of  Wilton,  Knight  of  the  most 
honorable  order  of  the  Garter,  Geor^  Gas- 
coigne  Esquire  wisheth  long  life,  with  encrcaae  of 
honour,  according  to  his  great  worthinease. 

Right  honorable,  noble,  and  my  singoler  goed 
U)rd:  if  laine  abilitie  were  any  w%j  conespond- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  STEELE  GLAS. 


549 


nt  to  the  inst  desires  of  my  hart,  I  should  yet 
liiike  all  the  same  vnable  to  desenie  the  least 
art  of  your  goodnesse :  in  that  you  haoe  alwayes 
eyj^ned  with  chearfull  looke  to  regard  me,  with 
t&bylitie  to  heare  me,  with  exceedin^?  courtesy 

>  vse  me,  with  graue  aduice  to  direct  me,  with 
pparaut  loue  to  care  for  me,  and  with  assured 
ssistancti  to  protect  me  all  which  when  I  do  re- 
lember,  yet  it  stirreth  in  mee  an  exceeding  zeale 

>  desenie  it:  and  that  zeale  bec^etteth  bashefoll 
reade  to  performe  it.  The  dread  is  ended  in 
olours,  and  yet  those  dolors  reuived  the  very 
»me  affection,  which  first  moued  in  me  the  desire 

>  honour  and  esteeme  you.  For  whiles  I  bewaiie 
line  owne,  vnworthynesse,  and  therewithal  do  set 
efore  mine  eies  the  lost  time  of  my  youth  mis- 
en  t,  I  seeme  to  see  a  iarre  off  (for  my  comfort) 
36  highe  and  triumphant  Tertue  called  Magnani' 
fitie  accompanied  with  industrious  diligence.  The 
rst  doth  encourage  my  fainting  harte,  and  the 
:»conde  doth  begin  (already)  to  employ  my  vn- 
crstanding,  for  (alas  my  good  Lord)  were  not 
ic  cordial  of  these  two  preicious  spiceries,  the 
arosyue  of  care  would  quickely  confoundc  me. 

I  haue  misgouerned  my  youth  1  confes  it: 
hat  shal  I  doe  then?  shall  I  yeM  to  miserie  as 
ist  plague  appointed  for  my  portion?  Magnani- 
lity  saitb  no,  and  industry  seemeth  to  be  of  the 
eric  &ame  opinion.  1  am  derided,  suspected,  ac- 
used,  and  condemned,  yea  more  then  that,  1  am 
is^rouslie  reiected  when  I  proffer  amendes  for 
ly  harrae.  Should  1  tberfure  dispaire  ?  Shall  I 
eld  vnto  jellousie?  or  drowne  my  dales  in  idlenes 
ecause  their  beginning  was  bathed  in  wanton- 
f  s  ?  Surelie  my  Lord,  the  magnanimitic  of  a 
able  mind  will  not  suffer  me^  and  the  deligbtful- 
es  of  diligence  doeth  vtterlie  forbid  me. 

Shal  I  grudge  to  be  reproued  for  that  which  I 
aue  done  indeede,  when  the  sting  of  Emulation 
pared  not  to  touche  the  worthte  Scipio  with  most 
ntrue  surmises  ?  Yea  Themistocles  when  be  had 
eliuered  all  Greece  from  the  huge  host  of  Xerxes, 
'3S  yet  by  bis  vnkinde  Citizens  of  Athens  ex- 
•ulsed  from  his  owne,  and  constrained  to  seek 
luor  in  the  sight  of  his  late  professed  enemie. 
tut  the  magnanimitie  of  their  minds  was  such,  as 
either  could  aduer%itie  ouercome  them,  nor  yet 
fie  iniurious  dealing  of  other  mencouldekindle  in 
lieir  breastes  anie  least  sparke  of  desire  to  seeke 
u  vnhouorable  reuenge.  1  haue  loitered  my 
«  I  confesse,  I  haue  lien  streaking  me  like  a 
ibber,  when  the  sunoe  did  shine,  and  now  I  striue 
II  in  vaine  to  lode  the  cart  when  it  raineth.  1 
eirarded  not  my  comelines  in  the  Maimone  of  my 
outh  and  yet  now  I  stande  prinking  mee  in  the 
lasso,  when  the  Crowes  foote  is  growen  vnder 
line  eie.     Bat  what  ? 

Aristotle  spent  bis  youth  verie  riotously,  and 
Mato  (by  your  leaue)  in  twenty  of  his  youthful 
eres,  was  no  lesse  addicted  to  delight  in  amorous 
erse,  then  he  was  after  in  his  age  paineful  to 
'rite  good  precepts  of  moral  Philosophic.  What 
hould  I  speake  of  Cato,  who  was  old  before  Le 
iramed  Latin  letters,  and  yet  became  one  of  the 
rpater  Orators  of  his  time }  These  examples  are 
ufficient  tu  prone  that  by  Industrie  and  diligence 
nie  perfection  mate  be  attained,  and  by  true 
nagnanimitie  all  aduersities  are  easle  to  be  en- 
ured. And  to  that  end  (my  yerie  good  L.)  I 
oe  here  pttmunt  thus  rudelie  to  rehearse  them. 


For  as  I  can  be  content  to  confesse  the  llghtnes 
wherwith  I  haue  bin  in  times  past  worthie  to  be 
burdened,  so  would  I  be  gladde,  if  now  when  I 
am  otherwise  bent,  my  better  indeuors  might  be  . 
accepted.  But  alas,  I  am  not  onclie  enforced  still 
to  cane  on  my  shoulders  the  crosse  of  my  care- 
fulnes,  but  therwithal  I  am  also  put  to  thepionge, 
to  prouide  new  weapons  wherwith  1  maie  defend 
al  heauie  frownes,  deep  suspects,  and  dangerous 
detractions.  And  I  finde  my  selfe  so  feeble,  and 
so  vnable  to  endure  that  combat,  as  (were  not  the 
cordials  before  rehearsed)  I  should  either  cast 
downe  mine  armoure,  and  hide  my  selfe  like  a 
recreant,  or  els  (of  a  malicious  stubburnes) 
should  busie  my  braines  with  some  stratagem  for 
to  execute  an  enuious  reuenge  vpon  mine  adver- 
saries. But  neither  will  magnanimitie  suffer  me 
to  become  vnhonest,  nor  yet  can  Industry  see  me 
sinke  in  idlenes.  For  I  haue  learned  in  sacred 
scriptures  to  heape  coles  upon  the  heads  of  mine 
enemies  by  honest  dealing,  and  our  Sauiour  him- 
self hath  encouraged  me  saicng  1  shal  lacke  nether 
wurke  nor  seruice,  although  it  were  noone  dales 
before  I  came  into  the  Market  place. 

These  things  I  sale  (my  singular  good  L.) 
doe  renue  in  my  troubled  mind  the  same  affection 
which  first  mooued  me  to  honor  you,  nothing 
doubting  but  that  your  fauourablc  eies  will  vouch« 
safe  to  behold  mc  as  I  am,  and  neuer  be  so  cu- 
rious as  to  inquire  what  I  haue  bene.  And  in  ful 
hope  therof  I  haue  presumed  to  present  your 
honor  with  this  satyre  written  without  time,  but 
I  trust  not  without  reason.  And  what^oeuer  it  be 
I  humblie  dedicate  it  to  your  honorable  name, 
beseeching  the  same  to  accept  it  with  as  gratious 
regard,  as  you  haue  in  times  past  bin  accustomed 
to  behold  my  trauels.  And  my  good  L.  though 
the  skornful  doe  mock  me  for  a  time,  yet  in  the 
end  I  hope  to  gene  them  all  a  rib  of  roste  for 
their  paines.  Aud  when  the  vertuous  shal  per- 
ceiue  in  deede  how  I  am  occupied,  then  shal  de- 
traction be  no  lesse  ashamed  to  have  falselie  ac- 
cused me,  then  light  credence  shal  haue  cause  to 
repent  his  rash  conceite :  aiid  grauitje  the  Judge 
shall  not  bee  abashed  to  cancel  the  sentence  vn- 
justlie  pronounced  in  my  condemnation.  In 
mean  while  I  remaine  amongst  my  bookcs  at  my 
house  here  at  Walkamstow,  where  I  praie  dailie 
for  the  speedie  aduancement,  and  continual  pros- 
peritie  gf  your  good  Lordihip.  Written  the  15th 
of  April,  1576. 

By  your  Honors  most  bounden  and  wel  assured, 
GEORGE  GASCOIGNF*, 


N.  H  IN  COMMENIIATION  OP  THE  AUTHER,  AHD 
UIB  WORKBS. 

In  rousing  verse  of  Manors  biDodie  raigne. 
The  famous  Greeke,  and  Maro  did  excel. 
Grave  Senec  did  surmount  for  tragic  vaine 
Quick  Epigrams  Catullis  wrote  as  wel. 
Arcgilogus  did  for  Iambics  passe. 
For  commicke  verse  stil  Plautus  peereles  was. 

In  Elegies  and  wanton  loue  writ  laies, 
Saunce  peere  were  Naso  and  Tibullus  dermdc. 
In  Satyres  sbarpe  as  men  of  mickle  praise, 
Lucilius  and  Horace  were  esteemde. 
Thus  diuers  men  ^vith  diners  veines  did  write. 
But  Gaacoigne  doeth  in  euerie  veine  indite. 
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And  vbat  performance  he  thereof  doth  maVe 

1  list  not  vaunt,  his  works  for  me  shal  fAie, 

Id  praising  him  Tinantes  trade  I  take. 

Who  when  be  should  the  woftil  cheare  displaie 

Duke  Agamemnon  had  when  he  did  waile 

His  daughters  death  with  teares  of  small  aoaile. 

Not  skilde  to  countershape  his  mournful  grace 
That  men  might  deeme  what  art  could  not  supplie, 
Denisde  with  painted  vaile  to  sbroude  his  face 
Like  sort  my  pen  shal  Gascoignet  praise  discrie, 
Which  wanting  grace  his  graces  to  reherse, 
Doth  shroude  and  cloude  them  thus  in  silent  verse. 


Walter  Rawelib  of  the  middle  temple,  in 
commendation  of  the  steele  glas. 

Sweet  were  the  sauce  would  please  each  kind  of 

Ust 
The  life  likewise  were  pure  that  neuer  swerued, 
For  spiteful  tongues  in  cankred  stomacks  plast. 
Deem  worst  of  things,  which  best  percase  desern- 

cd, 
But  what  for  that  ?  this  medicine  maie  suffice, 
To  scome  the  rest,  and  seeke  to  please  the  wise. 

Though  sundrie  mindes  in  sondrie  sort  doe  deeme, 
Yet  worthiest  wights  yelde  praise  for  euerie.paine, 
Bntenuious  braines  doe  nought  (or  light)  esteeme, 
Such  statelie  steps  as  they  cannot  attaine: 
For  who  so  reapes  renowne  aboue  the  rest. 
With  beapes  of  hate,  shall  surelie  be  opprest. 

Wherefore  to  write  my  censure  of  this  booke. 
This  Glaste  of  Steele  vnpartiallic  doth  shewe. 
Abuses  all  to  such  as  in  it  looke, 
From  prince  to  poore,  from  high  estate  to  lowe. 
As  for  the  verse,  who  lift  like  trade  to  trie, 
1  feare  me  much  shall  bardlie  reach  so  hie. 


Nicholas  Bowyes  in  commendation  of  this 

WORKE. 

From  laies  of  loue  to  Satyres  tsadde  and  sage. 
Our  Poet  turnes  the  trauaile  of  his  time, 
And  as  he  plcasde,  the  veine  of  youthful  age. 
With  pleasant  pen,  emploide  in  louing.riaie  : 
So  now  he  seekes  the  grauest  to  delight. 
With  works  of  worth  much  better  than  they  shew. 
This  glas  of  Steele  if  it  be  markt  aright 
Discries  the  faults  as  wel  of  hie  as  lowe. 
And  Philomelas  fourfold  iust  complaint 
In  sugred  sound  doth  shroud  a  solemn  sence 
Gainst  those  whom  lust  or  murder  doth  ataint 
Ix)e  this  we  see  is  Gascoignes  good  pretence, 
To  please  al  sorts  with  his  praisewortbie  skill. 
Then  yeld  him  thanks  in  signe  of  like  good  wilU 


THE  AUTHOR  TO  THE  itEADER. 

To  vaunt  were  vaine,  and  flatter  were  a  fault 
But  tructh  to  tell  there  is  a  sort  of  Fame    * 
The  which  I  seeke  by  science  to  assault. 
And  so  to  leaue  remembrance  of  my  name. 
The  wals  wbcrof  are  wondrous  hard  to  dime 
And  much  too  hie  for  ladders  made  of  rime* 


Then  since  1  see  that  rimes  can  seMoitk  reach 
Vnto  the  top  of  such  a  statelte  towre. 
By  reasons  force  1  mean  to  make  some  breach 
Which  yet  maie  help  my  feble  feinting  power 
That  so  at  last  my  Mnse  maie  enter  in. 
And  reason  rule,  thai  rime  could  i 


Such  hatring  tire  this  pamphlet  here  bewraies 
In  rimeles  verse  which  thondreih  mighty  threts 
And  where  it  finds  that  vice  the  wall  decaies. 
Even  there  amaine  with  sharpe  rebukes  it  beates 
The  work  think  I  desemes  an  honest  name. 
If  not,  I  (aile  to  wiime  this  sort  of  Fame. 
Tasi  jlfar/i,  ftum  Mtrcurio, 


THE  STEELE  GLAS. 

The  Nightingale,  whose  happy  noble  bait. 
No  dole  can  daunt,  nor  feareiui  force  affright. 
Whose  chereful  voice,  doth  comfort  saddest  vigbU, 
When  she  hir  self,  hath  little  cause  to  sing. 
Whom  louers  loue,  bicause  sbeplaines  their  gienes. 
She  wraies  their  woes,  and  yet  relieues  their  payne. 
Whom  worthy  mindes,  alwayes  esteemed  much. 
And  grauest  yeares,  bane  not  disdainde  his  notes: 
(Only  that  king  proud  Tereas  by  bis  name 
With  murdring  knife,  dkl  came  hir  pleasant  toaz, 
To  couer  so,  his  owne  Ibule  filthy  fault) 
This  worthy  bird,  hath  taught  my  weary  Maze, 
To  sing  a  song,  in  spight  of  their  despi^t. 
Which  worke  my  woe,  withouten  cause  or  crime. 
And  make  my  backe,  a  ladder  for  their  feete. 
By  slaundrous  steppes,  and  sUyres  of  tickle  taike 
To  clime  the  throne,  wherin  my  selfe  should  siUe. 

0  Philomene,  then  help  me  now  to  chaunt: 
And  if  dead  beastes,  or  living  by  ides  baregboata^ 
Which  can  conceiue  the  cause  of  carefnU  iDoae, 
When  wrong  triumphes,  and  right  is   ouertrudde. 
Then  heipe  me  now,  O  byrd  of  gentle  bloud. 

In  barrayne  verse,  to  tell  a  frutefull  talc, 

A  tale  (I  meane)  which  may  content  the  mindes 

Of  learned  men,  and  graue  Philosophers. 

And  you  my  Lord  (whose  happe  hath  heretofore 
Bene,  louingly  to  reade  my  reckles  rimes. 
And  yet  have  deignde,  with  fauor  to  forget 
The  faults  of  youtli,  which  past  my  hasty  pen: 
And  therwithall,  bane  graciously  voochsafte. 
To  yeld  the  rest,  much  more  than  they  deserrde) 
Vouchsafe  (lo  now)  to  reade  and  to  peruse,  [miDd 
This  rimles  verse,  which  flowes  from  troabtod 
Synce  that  the  line,  of  that  false  caytife  king, 
(Which  raoisbed  fayre  Phylomene  for  Inst/ 
And  then  cut  out,  her  tnistie  tong  for  hate) 
Liues  yet  (my  Lord)  which  woids  Iweepetovrrte. 
They  line,  they  line,  (alas  the  worn  my  Incke) 
Whose  greedy  lust,  vnbridled  from  their  biest 
Hath  raunged  long  about  the  world  so  wyde 
To  finde  a  pray  for  their  wide  open  moutbes. 
And  me  they  found,  (O  wofull  tale  to  tell) 
Whose  harmelesse  hart,  perceivdc  not  this  deceiL 

But  that  my  Lord,  may  playnely  ▼ndenteiid. 
The  mysteries,  of  all  that  I  do  meane,  * 

1  am  not  he  whom  slaunderoos  tongues  have  tdde 
(False  tongues  in  dede,  and  craaie  sabtile  Itraiaesi 
To  be  the  man,  which  ment  a  common  spoyk 
Of  louing  dames,  whose  cares  wold  bearemy  woiii 
Or  trust  the  tales  denJsed  by  my  pen. 
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ii*ain  ft  man  as  some  do  thinke  I  am. 
augti  not  good  Lord)  I  am  in  dcde  a  dame, 
^r  at  the  least,  a  right  Hermaphrodite: 
nd  who  desires,  at  large  to  knowe  my  name, 
fy  birth,  my  line,  and  euery  circumstance, 
o  reade  it  here,  Playne  dealyng  was  my  Syre, 
nd  he  begat  me  by  Simplictfie  >, 
paire  of  twinnes  at  one  seife  burden  borne, 
ly  Sist'  and  1,  into  this  world  were  sent, 
I J  Systers  name,  was  pleasant  Poesys 
nd  I  my  selfe  had  Satyra  to  name*, 
iThoae  happe  was  such,  that  in  the  prime  of  youth, 
.  lusty  ladde,  a  stately  man  to  see, 
wrought  vp  in  place,  where  pleasures  did  abound, 
[  dare  not  say,  in  court  for  both  myne  eares) 
eganne  to  woo  my  sister,  not  for  wealth, 
lat  for  hir  fiaoe  was  lonely  to  beholde, 
nd  therewitballt  hir  speeche  wras  pleasant  stil. 
his  Nobles  name,  was  called  Vayne  Delight', 
nd  in  his  tnyne,  be  had  a  comely  crewe 
»f  guylefttll  wights:  False  seinblant  was  the  firsts, 
'b«  second  man  was,  Flearinjif  flattery, 
Brethren  by  like,  or  very  neare  of  kin) 
hen  followed  them.  Detraction  and  Deoeite, 
ym  Swash  did  beare  a  buckler  for  the  first, 
alse  witnesse  was  the  second  sternly  page 
nd  thus  wel  armd,  and  in  good  equipage, 
'his  Galant  came,  Tnto  my  fathers  courte,' 
Lnd  woed  my  sister,  for  she  elder  was, 
^nd  fayrer  eke,  but  out  of  doubt  (at  least) 
lir  pleasant  speech  surpassed  mine  so  much, 
'bat  Vayne  Delight,  to  hir  address  his  sute. 
bort  tale  to  make,  she  gaue  a  free  consent, 
knd  forth  she  goetb,  to  be  his  wedded  mate$, 
•:ntyst  percase,  with  giasse  of  gorgeous  shewe. 
Or  else  pcrhappes,  persuaded  by  his  peeres) 
*hat  constant  loue  had  herbord  in  his  brest, 
uch  errors  growe  where  suche  false  Prophets 
preach* 

How  so  it  were,  my  Syster  likte  him  wel, 
tnd  forth  she  goeth,  in  Court  with  him  to  dwel, 
Vhere  when  she  had  some  yeeres  ysoionied, 
ind  saw  the  world,  and  marked  eche  mausminde, 
L  deepe  Desire  hir  louing  hart  enflamde, 
o  see  me  sit  by  hir  in  seemely  wise, 
"hat  companye  might  comfort  hir  sometimes, 
Lnd  sound  advice  might  ease  hirweariethoughtes: 
Lnd  forth  with  speede,  (euen  at  hir  first  request) 
>otb  Vaine  Delight,  his  hasty  course  direct, 
!*o  seeke  me  out  his  sayles  are  foUy  bent, 
Lnd  wiude  was  good,  to  bring  me  to  the  bowre, 
Vhereas  she  laye,  that  mourned  days  and  nights 
;*o  see  hir  seHe,  so  matchte  and  so  deceivde, 
Lnd  when  tlie  wretch  (I  cannot  terme  him  bet) 
lad  me  on  seas  ful  farre  ftt>m  friendly  help, 
L  sparke  of  lust,  did  kindle  in  his  brest, 
Lnd  bad  him  harke,  to  songs  of  Satyra. 
KeUy  soule  (which  thought  no  body  harroe) 
San  cleere  my  throte  and  straue  to  sing  my  best, 
Vbich  pleaade  biro  so,  and  so  enflamde  his  hart, 

>  Not  ignorant  symplicity  but  a  thought  free 
rom  deceite. 

*  Satyrical  poetrye  may  rightly  be  called  the 
laughter  of  such  symplicitie. 

s  Where  may  be  commonly  fonnd  a  m^eier 
roer  for  plesant  poetry  than  vaine  Delight? 

*  Such  men  do  many  tymes  attend  rpon  vaine 
>clight. 

5  Poetri«  marmd  to  rain  DelighU 


That  he  forgot  my  sister  Poesys. 

And  ravisht  me,  to  please  his  wanton  minde^. 

Not  so  content:  when  this  foule  foct  was  done, 

(Yfraught  with  feare,  least  that  1  should  disclose 

His  incest :  and  his  doting  darke  desire) 

He  causde  straight  wayes,  the  formost  of  his  crew' 

With  his  compeare,  to  trie  me  with  their  tongues: 

And  when  their  guiles,  could  notpreuaile  to  winne 

My  simple  mynde,  from  tracke  of  trustie  truth. 

Nor  yet  deceyt  could  bleare  mine  eyes  through 

fraud. 
Came  Slander  then,  accusing  me,  and  sayde, 
That  I  entist  Delyght,  to  loue  and  luste.  [none  il. 
Thus  was  I  caught,  poore  wretch  that  thought 
And  furthermore,  to  cloke  their  own  offence. 
They  clapt  me  fissie,  in  cafe  of  Myserie,* 
And  there  I  dwelt,  full  many  a  doleful  day, 
Vntil  this  theefe,  this  traytor  vaine  Delight, 
Cut  out  my  tong,  with  Raysor  of  Restraynte, 
Least  I  should  wraye,  this  bloody  deede  of  his. 

And  thus  (my  Lord  )  I  line  a  weary  life  ^, 
Not  as  I  seemd,  a  man  sometimes  of  might, 
But  womanlike,  whose  tearesmustvenge  her  barms. 
And  yet,  euen  as  the  mighty  gods  dis£iine 
For  Philomele,  that  thoughe  hir  tong  were  cutte. 
Yet  should  she  singfa  pleasant  note  sometimes: 
So  haue  they  dctgnd,  by  their  deuine  decrees, 
That  with  the  stumps  of  my  reproued  tong, 
I  may  sometimes,  Reprouers  decdes  reprooe. 
And  sing  a  verse,  to  make  them  see  themseloes. 

Then  thus  I  sing,  this  selly  song  by  night 
Like  Philomene,  since  that  the  shining  Sunne 
Is  now  ecl]rpst,  which  wont  to  lend  me  li.?ht. 
And  thus  1  sing,  in  corner  closely  cowclit 
Like  Philomene,  since  that  the  sUtely  courts. 
Are  now  no  place,  for  such  poore  byrds  as  L 
And  thus  I  sing,  with  pricke  against  my  brest 
Like  Philomene,  since  that  the  prioy  worme, 
Which  makes  me  see  my  reckles  youth  mispent. 
May  well  sufllse,  to  keep  me  waking  still. 

And  thus  I  sing,  when  pleasant  spring  begins. 
Like  Philomene,  since  euery  tangling  byrd. 
Which  squeaketh  loude,  shall  neuer  triumph  so. 
As  though  my  muze  were  mute  and  durst  not  sing. 

And  thus  I  sing,  with  harmelesse  true  intent. 
Like  Philomene,  when  as  percase  (meane  while) 
The  Cuckowe  suckes  mine  eggs  by  foule  deceit, 
And  lickes  the  sweet,  which  might  have  fed  me 
first. 

And  thus  I  moane,  in  moamfull  wise  to  sing, 
A  rare  conceit,  (God  graunt  it  like  my  Lorde) 
A  trustie  tune,  from  auncient  clyfies  conueyed, 
A  playne  song  note,  which  cannot  warble  well. 

For  whyles  I  mark  this  weak  and  wretched  world>^« 

Wherin  I  see,  howe  euery  kind  of  man 

Can  flatter  still,  and  yet  deceiaes  himselfo. 

I  seeme  to  muse,  from  whence  such  erronr  springs, 

0  Satyrical  Poetry  is  sometimes  ranisbed  by 
vayne  Delight 

^  False  semblant  and  flatterlc  can  seldome  be« 
gnile  satirical  Poetrye. 

S  The  reward  of  busy  medling  is  Miserie. 

*  Note  now  and  compare  this  allegoiy  to  the 
story  of  Progne  and  Philomele. 

>'  Here  tbe  substance  of  them  beginneth. 
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Such  groM^  conceit!,  such  mists  of  darke  mistake, 
Such  Siircuydry  ",  such  weening  ouer  well. 
And  yet  in  dede,  such  dealings  too  too  badde. 
And  as  I  stretch  my  weary  wittes,  to  weighe 
The  cause  therof,  and  whence  it  should  proceede, 
My   battred  braynes,  (which   now  be  shrewdly 

brusde 
With  caonon  shot,  of  much  misgouernmeut) 
Can  spye  no  cause,  but  onely  one  conceite, 
Which  makes  me  thinke,  the.worid  goelh  stil  awry  • 

I  see  and  sigh,  (by cause  it  makes  rrie  sadde) 
That  peuishe  pryde,  duth  al  the  world  possesse, 
And  ^uery  wight,  will  haue  a  looking  glasse 
To  see  him*.e  fe,  yet  so  he  seeth  him  not : 
Yoa  shal  I  say  ?  a  glasse  of  common  glasse, 
Which  glistreth  bright,  and  shelves   ar  secmely 
Is  not  enough,  the  days  are  past  and  gon,    [shew, 
That  Berral  glasse,  with  foyles  of  louely  brown, 
Might  seme  to  shew,  a  s«emely  fauord  face. 
That  age  is  deade,  and  vanisht  long  ago,        [true 
Witich  thought  that  Steele,  both  trusty  was  and 
And  needed  not,  a  foyle  of  contraries,  " 

But  shewde  al  things,  euen  as  they  were  in  deede. 
In  steade  whereof,  our  curious  yeares  can  finde 
The  christal  glas,  which  g'imiiethbraue  and  bright. 
And  sheues  the  thing,  much  better  iarr  than  it, 
Beguylde  with  foyles,  of  sundry  subtil  sights, 
60  that  they  seeme,  and  couet  not  to  be. 

This  is  the  cau^  (beleue  me  now  my  Lorde) 
That  Realnies  do  rewe,  from  high  prosperity. 
That  king8  decline,  from  princely  gouemment. 
That  r  ords  do  larke,  their  auncestors  good  wily 
That  knights  consume,  their  patrimonie  still. 
That  gentlemen,  do  make  the  merchant  rise, 
That    plowmen  begge,    and   craftesmen  cannot 

thriue, 
Tliat  clergie  quayles,  and  hath  smal  reuerence. 
That  laymen  Hue.  by  mouiiig  mischief  stil. 
That  courtiers  thriue,  at  letter  Lammas  day. 
That  officers,  can  scarce  enrich  their  heyres. 
That  .Soldiours  sterve,  or  prech  at  Tibome  crossc, 
That  lawyers  buye,  and  purchase  deadly  hate. 
That  merchant*  clyme,  and  fal  againe  as  fast. 
That  roysters  brag,  aboue  their  betters  rome. 
That  sicophants,  are  counted  idly  guests, 
That  Lais  leades  a  Ladies  life  alofte, 
And  Lucrece  lurkes,  with  sobre  bashful  grace. 

This  is  the  cause  (or  else  my  Muze  mistakes) 
That  things  are  thought,  which  neuer  yet  were 
And  castels  buylt,  ahoue  in  lofty  skies,   [wrought. 
Which  neuer  yet,  had  good  foundation. 
And  that  the  same  may  seme  no  feined  dreame, 
But  words  of  worth,  and  worthy  to  be  wayed, 
I  haue  presumde,  my  Lord  for  to  present 
With  this  poore  glasse,  which  is  of  trustie  Steele, 
And  came  to  me,  by  wil  and  testament 
Of  one  that  was,  a  Glassemaker  in  deede. 

Lucylius »«,  this  worthy  man  was  namde, 
Who  at  his  death,  bequeathd  the  christel  glasse,  ^ 
To  such  as  lone,  to  seme  but  not  to  be. 
And  viito  those,  that  loue  to  see  tliemselues, 
How  foule  or  fayre,  soever  that  they  are. 
He  gan  bequeath  a  glasse  of  trustie  Steele, 
Wherein  they  may  be  bolde  alwayes  to  looke. 


••  Overweening  conceit,  from  the  French. 
>*  ▲  faiDous  o  Id  satyrical  Poete. 


C. 


Bycause  it  sbewes^  alf  thtogt  in  tbcir  degne.  j 
And  since  myselfe  (now  pride  of  youth  is  past)  j 
Do  loue  to  be,  and  let  al  seeming  passe,  | 

Since  I  desire,  to  see  my  selfe  iu  deed. 
Not  what  I  would,  but  what  I  am  or  shoaU, 
Therfore  I  like  this  trustie  glasse  of  Steele.      ^^ 

Wherin  I  see,  a  frolike  fauor  fronnst  *» 

With  foule  abuse,  of  lawlesse  hist  in  youth: 

Wherein  I  see,  a  Sampsons  grim  regarde 

Disgraced  yet  with  Alexanders  bearde**: 

Wherein  1  see,  a  corps  of  comely  shape 

(And  such  as  might  beseeme  the  coarte  Ml  wel) 

Is  cast  at  heele,  by  courting  al  to  soone : 

Wherein  I  see,  a  quick  capacitie'*, 

Berayde  iTith  blots  of  higbt  Inconstancie : 

An  age  suspect,  bycause  of  youtbes  misd^edes 

A  poets  brayne,  posseste  with  laj'es  of  loue : 

A  Caesars  minde,  and  yet  a  Codms  might, 

A  Souldionrs  hart,  supprest  with  feareful  doomes 

A  Philosopher,  foolishly  fordone. 

And  to  be  playne,  I  see  myselfe  so  playne. 

And  yet  so  much  vnlike  that  most  1  seemde. 

As  it  were  not,  that  Reason  ruleth  me, 

1  should  in  vage,  this  face  of  mine  deface. 

And  cast  this  corps,  downe  headlong  in  dispaire, 

Bycause  it  is,  so  farre  vnlike  it  selfe. 

And  therewitlial,  to  comfort  me  againe, 
I  see  a  world,  of  worthy  gouemment, 
A  common  weltb,  with  policy  so  mlde. 
As  neither  lawes  are  sold»  nor  iustice  bought. 
Nor  riches  sought,  unlesse  it  be  by  right. 
No  crneltie,  nor  tyrannic  can  raigne. 
No  right  reuenge,  doth  rayse  rebellion. 
No  spoyles  are  tane,  although  the  sword  preoaile. 
No  ryot  spends,  the  coyue  of  common  welth. 
No  rulers  hoard,  the  countries  treasure  vp. 
No  man  growes  riche,  by  subtilly  nor  sleight: 
All  people  dreade,  the  magistrates  decree. 
And  al  men  feare,  the  scourge  of  mighty  loue. 
Lo  this  (ray  lord)  may  wel  dcserue  the  name. 
Of  such  a  land,  as  milke  and  bony  flowes. 
And  this  I  see,  within  my  glasse  of  Steel, 
Set  forth  euen  so,  by  Solon  (worthy  wight) 
Who  taught  king  Crc^sus,  what  it  is  to  seme/ 
And  what  to  be,  by  proofe  of  happie  end. 
The  like  Lycurgus,  Lacedemon  king. 
Did  set  to  shew,  by  viewe  of  this  my  glasse. 
And  left  the  same,  a  mirrour  to  behold. 
To  euery  prince,  of  his  posterity. 

But  now  (aye  me)  the  glasing  christal  glasse  [rydi. 
Doth  make  us  thinke,  that  realmes  and  townesare 
Where  fauor  sways,  the  sentence  of  the  law. 
Where  al  is  fishe,  that  cometh  to  the  net. 
Where  mighty  power,  doth  ouer  rule  the  right. 
Where  iniuries,  do  foster  secret  grudge. 
Where  bloudy  sword,  makes  euery  booty  prize. 
Where  banquetting,  is  compted  coroly  cost. 
Where  officers  grow  rich  by  princes  pens, 
Where  purchase  comes  by  couin  and  deceit. 
And  no  man  dreads,  but  he  that  cannot  shif^ 
Nor  none  scrue  God,  but  only  tong  tide  men. 
Againe  I  see,  within  my  glasse  of  Steele, 
But  some  estates,  to  seme  ecbe  country  soyle, 

*s  The  aucthor  himselfe.' 
^  Alexander  Magnus  had  but  a  small  beaid. 
>^  He  which  will  rebuke  other  mens  faults,  shal 
doo  wel  not  to  forget  hys  owue  imperfectiooi* 
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The  Ring,  the  Knight,  the  Pesant,  and  the  Priest. 
The  Kin^  should  care  for  al  the  subjects  still, 
TheKnitrht  should  fight,  for  to  defende  the  same. 
The  Peasant  he,  should  labour  for  their  ease. 
And  Priests  should  pray,  for  them  and  for  them- 
selues. 

But  out  alas,  snch  mists  do  bleare  our  eyqs. 
And  christal  glasse,  doth  glister  so  therwith. 
That  Kings  conceiue;  their  care  is  wonderous  great 
When  as  they  beat,  their  busie  restles  braynes, 
To  maintaine  pompe,  and  high  triumphant  sights, 
To  fede  their  fil,  of  daintie  delicates^ 
To  glad  their  harts,  with  sight  of  pleasant  sportes, 
To  fil  their  eAres,  with  sound  of  instruments, 
To  breake  with  bit,  the  hot  coregious  horse,  [gold, 
To  deck  their  handes,  with  sumpteous  cloth  of 
To  cloth  themselues,  withsilkesof  straunge  deuise, 
To  search  the  rocks,for  pearles  and  pretious  stones, 
To  delue  the  ground,  for  mines  of  glistering  gold: 
And  neuer  care,  to  maynteine  peace  and  rest, 
To  yeld  reliefe,  where  neady  lacke  appears. 
To  stop  one  eare,  vntil  the  poore  man  speake. 
To  seme  to  sleepe,  when  lustice  still  doth  wake, 
To  gard  their  lands,  from  sodaine  sword  and  fier 
To  tieare  the  cries  of  giltles  suckling  babes,  [bloud. 
Whose  ghosts  may   cal,  for  vengeance  on  their 
And  stirre  the  wrath,  of  mightie  thundring  loue. 

I  speake  not  this,  by  any  englishe  king, 
Kor  by  our  Sueene,  whose  high  forsight  prouids. 
That  dyre  debate,  is  fledile  to  fbraine  Realmes, 
^Vhiles  we  enjoy  the  golden  fleece  of  peace. 
But  there  to  turn  my  tale,  from  whence  it  came, 
ill  olden  dayes,  goo<I  kings  and  worthy  dukes, 
[Who  sawe  themselues  in  glasse  of  trusty  Steele) 
Contented  were,  with  pompes  of  little  pryce, 
And  sec  their  thougbtes,  on  regal  goucrnement. 

An  order  was,  when  Home  did  fionrish  most. 
That  no  man  might  triumph  in  stately  wise. 
But  such  as  had,  with  blowes  of  bloudy  blade 
Five  thousand  foes  in  fuughten  field  foredone  ". 
Vow  he  that  likes,  to  loke  in  Christal  glasse, 
May  see  proud  pomps,  in  high  triumphant  wise, 
kVliere  neuer  blowe,  was  delt  with  enemie. 

When  Sergius,  deuised  first  the  meane 
To  pen  up  fishe,  within  the  swelling  floud, 
%nd  so  content  bis  mouth  with  daintie  fare, 
Then  followed  fast,  excesse  on  Princes  hordes, 
\nd  euery  dish,  was  chargde  with  new  conceits, 
To  please  the  taste,  of  vncontented  mindes. 
Jut  bad  he  seene,  the  strein  of  straunge  deuise, 
A'hich  Epicures,  do  now  adayes  inuent, 
To  yeld  good  smacke,  vnto  their  daintie  tongues: 
Tould  he  conceiue,  how  princes  paunch  is  fillde 
Vith  secret  cause,  of  sickenesso  (oft)  vnseene, 
Vhiles  lust  desires,  much  more  than  nature  cranes. 
Then  would  he  say,  that  al  the  Komane  cost 
Vai  common  trash,  compare!  to  sundrie  Sauce 
Vbich  princes  vse,  to  pamper  Appetite. 

>  ChrisUl  Glasse,  thou  settest  things  to  shew, 
Vhirh  are  (God  knoweth)  of  little  worth  in  dede. 
iX  eyes  behold,  with  eagre  d«»ep  desire, 
'he  Paulcon  llyejthe  grryhounderanne  his  course, 
'he  bavted  Bui,  the  Beare  at  stately  stake, 
hese  Enterluds,  these  new  Italian  sportes, 
Lsd  euery  gawde,  that  glads  the  minde  of  man: 

«»  VaL  Max.  lib.  3.  cap.  3. 


But  fewe  regard,  their  needy.neighbours  lacke 
And  fewe  beholde,  by  contemplation. 
The  ioyes  of  heauen,  ne  yet  the  paines  of  hel. 
Few  loke  to  lawe,  but  al  men  gaze  on  lust. 

A  swete  cousent,  of  Musicks  sacred  sound. 
Doth  rayse  our  mindes  (as  rapt)  al  vp  on  high, 
But  sweeter  soundes,  of  concorde,  peace,  and  loue. 
Are  out  of  tune,  and  iarre  in  euery  stoppe. 

To  tosse  and  tume,  the  sturdie  trampling  stede* 
To  bridle  him,  and  make  him  meete  to  serue, 
Deserues  (no  doubt)  great  commendation. 
But  such  as  haue,  their  stables  ful  y fraught. 
With  pampred  lades,  ought  therewithal  to  wey. 
What  great  excesse,  vpon  them  may  be  spent'. 
How  many  pore,  (which  nede  nor  brake  nor  bit) 
Might  therwith  al,  in  godly  wise  be  fedde. 
And  kings  ought  not,  se  many  horse  to  haue. 

Tlie  sumpteous  house,  declares  the  princes  state. 
But  vaine  excesse,  bewrayes  a  princes  faults. 

Our  bumbast  hose,  our  treble  double  ruffes. 
Our  sutes  of  Silke,  our  comely  garded  capes. 
Our  knit  silke  stockes,  and  Spanish  lether  shoes, 
(Yea  yeluet  semes,  oft  times  to  trample  in) 
Our  plumes,  our  8pangB,and  al  our  queiut  aray. 
Are  pricking  spurres,  prouoking  filthy  pride. 
And  snares  (vnseen)  which  leade  a  man  to  hel. 

How  liue  the  Moores,  which  spurne  at  glistring 
perle. 
And  scome  the  costs,  which  we  do  hold  so  deare? ' 
How  ?  how  but  wel  ?  and  weare  the  precious  pearla 
Of  peerlcsse  truth,  amongst  them  published, 
(Which  we  enjoy,  and  neuer  wey  the  worth.) 
They  would  not  then,  the  same  (like  vs)  despise,' 
Which  (though  tbey  lacke)  they  liue  in  better  wise 
Than  we,  which  holde,  the  worthies  pearle  so  deare« 
But  glittring  gold,  which  many  yeares  lay  hidde. 
Til  grcdy  mindes,  gan  search  the  vei^  guts 
Of  earth  and  clay,  to  finde  out  sundrie  moulds 
(As  redde  and  white,  which  are  by  melting  mad* 
Bright  gold  and  siluer,  mettals  of  mischiefe) 
Hath  now  enflamde,  the  noblest  Princes  harts 
With  foulest  fire,  of  filthy  Auarice, 
And  seldome  scene,  that  kings  can  be  contente 
To  kepe  their  bounds,  which  their  forefathers  left 
What  causeth  this,  but  greedy  gold  to  get? 
Euen  gold,  which  is,  the  very  cause  of  warres. 
The  neast  of  strife,  and  nourice  of  debate. 
The  barre  of  heauen,  and  open  way  to  hel. 

But  is  this  strange  ?  when  Lords  when  Knights 
and  Squires 
(Which  ought  defcndc,  the  state  of  common  welth) 
Are  not  afrayd  to  couet  like  a  King? 

0  blinde  desire:  oh  high  aspiring  harts. 

The  country  Squire,  doth  couet  to  be  Knight, 
The  Knight  a  T^rd,  the  Lord  an  Krle  or  a  Duke, 
The  Duke  a  King,  the  KingwotiM  Monarkebe, 
And  none  content,  with  that  which  is  his  own. 
Yet  none  of  these,  can  see  in  Christal  clas^^e 
(Which  glistereth  bright,  and  bleares  their  gasing 

eyes) 
How  euery  life,  beares  with  him  his  disease. 
But  in  my  glasse,  which  is  of  trustie  Steele. 

1  can  percciue,  how  kingdomes  breede  but  care. 
How  Lordship  Hues,  with  lots  of  lesse  delight, 
(lliough  cappe  and  knee, do  seeme a reaerence^ 
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And  eonrtlike  life,  is  thought  an  other  heaaen) 
Than  common  people  fiode  in  euery  coast 

The  Gentleman,  which  mljrht  in  ooontrie  keepe 
A  plenteous  boorde,  and  feed  the  fatberlesse, 
With  pig  and  goose,  with  mutton,  beefe  and  veale, 
(Yea  now  and  then,  a  capon  and  a  chicke) 
Wil  breake  vp  house,  and  dwel  in  market  townes, 
A  loytring  life,  and  like  an  Epicure. 

But  who  (meane  while)  defends  the  common 

welth? 
Whd  rules  the  flocke»  when  shepherds  are  so  fl^ } 
Who  stayes  the  staflf,  which  sbuld  Tphold  the 

state? 
Forsoth,  good  Sir,  the  Lawyer  leapeth  in, 
Nay  rather  leapes,  both  ouer  hedge  and  ditch. 
And  rules  the  rost,  but  fewe  men  rule  by  right. 

O  Knights,  O  Squires,  O  Gentle  blonds  yborne. 
You  were  not  borne,  a1  onely  for  your  selues: 
Your  countrie  claymes,  some  part  of  al  your 
paines.  [toyie. 

There  should  you  liue,  and   therin  should  you 
To  hold  Tpright,  and  banish  cruel  wrong. 
To  heipe  the  pore,  to  bridle  backe  the  riche^ 
To  punish  vice,  and  vertue  to  aduance, 
To  see  God  serrde,  and  Belzebub  supprest. 
Yon  should  not  trust,  lieflenaunts  in  your  rome, 
And  let  them  sway,  the  sceptre  of  your  charge. 
Whiles  yon  (meane  while)  know  scarcely  what  is 

don. 
Nor  yet  can  yeld,  accompt  if  you  were  catlde. 

The  stately  lord,  which  woonted  waf  to  kepe 
A  courte  at  home,  is  now  come  vp  to  courte, 
And  leaues  the  country  for  a  common  prey. 
To  pilling,  polling,  brybing,  and  deceit: 
(Al  which  bis  presence  might  haue  pacified, 
^  Or  else  haue  made  offenders  smel  the  smoke.) 
I  And  now  the  youth  which  might  haue  serued  him, 
J  In  comely  wise,  with  countrey  clothes  yclad, 
'  And  yet  therby  bin  able  to  prefcrre 
"  Vnto  the  prince,  and  there  to  scke  adoance: 
Is  faine  to  sell,  his  landes  fpr  courtly  clbutes. 
Or  else  sits  still,  and  liueth  like  a  loute. 
fYet  of  these  two,  the  last  fault  is  the  lesse:) 
And  so  those  imps  which  might  in  time  haue 

sprong 
Alofte  (good  lord)  and  servde  to  shielde  the  state. 
Are  either  nipt,  with  such  vntimely  frosts, 
Or  else  growe  crookt,  bycausc  they  be  not  proynd. 

These  be  the  Knights,  which  shold  defend  the 
land. 
And  these  be  they,  which  Icaue  the  land  at  lai^ge. 
Yet  here  percase,  it  wil  be  thought  I  roue 
And  runne  astray,  besides  the  kings  high  way. 
Since  by  the  Knights,  of  whom  my  text  doth  tell 
CAnd  such  as  shew,  most  perfect  is  my  glasse) 
Is  ment  no  more,  but  worthy  Souldiours 
Whose  skil  in  armes,  and  long  experience 
Should  still  vphold  the  pillei-s  of  the  woi^de. 
Yes  out  of  doubt,  this  noble  name  of  Knight, 
May. comprehend,  both  Duke,  Erie,  Lorde,  Knight, 

Squire, 
Yea  gentlemen,  and  euery  gentle  borne. 

But  if  you  wil,  constraine  me  for  to  spe^ke 
What  souldiours  are,  or  what  they  ought  to  be 
(And  I  my  sclfe,  of  that  profession) 


I  see  a  crew,  which  glister  in  my  glasse. 
The  brauest  bande,  that  euer  yet  was  sene: 
Behold  behold,  where  Pompey  comes  before. 
Where  Manlius,  and  Marius  insuci 
iEmitius,  and  Curius  I  see, 
Palamedes,  and  Fabius  Maximus, 
And  eke  their  mate,  Epaminondas  loe, 
Protesilaus  and  Pbocyan  are  not  farre, 
Pericles  stands,  in  rmncke  amongst  the  rest, 
AristomeneH,  may  not  be  forgot, 
Vnlesse  the  list,  of  good  men  be  disgrast. 

Behold  (my  lord)  these  souldiours  can  I  spit 
Within  my  glaftse,  within  my  true  Steele  glasse. 
I  see  not  one  therin,  which  seekes  to  heape 
A  world  of  pence,  by  pincbiog  of  dead  pnyes 
And  so  beguiles,  the  prince  in  time  of  nede. 
When  muster  day,  and  foughten  fielde  are  udde. 
Since  Pompey  did,  enrich  the  conunoa  hes^ 
And  Paiilus  be,  (iGmilius  sumamed) 
Retumde  to  Rome,  no  richer  than  he  went. 
Although  he  had,  so  many  lands  subdued. 
And  brought  such  treasure,  to  the  conunon  chesty 
Tne  fourscore  yeres,  the  state  was  (after)  free 
From  greuous  taske,  and  imposition. 
Yea  since  againe,  good  Marcus  Curius, 
Thought  sacriledge,  himselfe  for  to  adoannee. 
And  see  his  souldiours,  pore  or  line  in  lacke. 

I  see  not  one,  within  this  glasse  of  mine. 
Whose  fethers  flaunt,  and  flicker  in  the  winde. 
As  though  he  were,  all  onely  to  be  markt. 
When  simple  snakes,  which  go  not  halfe  so  gay. 
Can  leaue  him  yet  a  furlong  in  the  field : 
And  when  the  pride,  of  all  his  peacockes  plumes, 
Is  daunted  downe,  with  dastard  dreadfolnesse. 
And  yet  in  towne,  he  ietteth  euery  streete. 
As  though  the  god  of  warres  (euen  Mars  himself) 
Might  wei  (by  him)  be  liuely  counter&yte. 
Though  much  more  like,  the  coward  Constantine. 
I  see  none  such  (my  Lorde)  I  see  none  such. 
Since  Phocion,  which  was  m  deede  a  Mars 
And  one  which  did,  much  more  than  be  voM 
Contented  was  to  be  but  homely  clad.  [Taont, 

And  Marius,  (whose  constant  hart  ooald  Inde 
The  very  Taines,  of  his  forwearied  legges 
To  be  both  cut,  and  earned  firom  his  corps) 
Could  neuer  yet,  contented  be  to  spend. 
One  idle  groate,  in  clothing  nor  in  cates. 

I  see  not  one,  (my  Lord)  I  see  not  one 
Which  stands  so  much,  vpon  his  painted  sheath 
(By  cause  he  bath,  perchaunoe  at  Bolleyn  bene 
And  lojrtered,  since  then  in  idlenesse) 
T  bat  he  accompts,  no  Soldiour  but  himseUe, 
Nor  one  that  can,  despise  tbe  learned  brayne. 
Which  joyneth  reading  with  experience. 
Since  Palamedes,  and  Vlisses  both. 
Were  much  esteen^ed  for  their  pollicies 
Although  they  were  not  thought  long  trained  smb. 
Epamynondas,  eke  was  much  esteemde. 
Whose  Eloquence,  was  such  in  all  respects. 
As  gane  no  place,  vnto  his  manly  hart. 
And  Fabius,  sumamed  Maximus, 
Could  ioyne  such  learning,  with  experience. 
As  made  his  name,  more  fiunous  than  the  rast. 

These  bloody  beasts,  apeare  not  in  my  glasses 
Which  cannot  rule,  their  sword  in  forious  rage. 
Nor  haue  respects,  to  age  nor  yet  to  kinde: 
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Bot  dovne  goeth  al,  where  they  get  vpper  band. 

Whose  greedy  harts  so  hungrie  are  to  spoyle, 

That  few  regard,  the  very  wrath  of  God, 

Which  greened  is,  at  cries  of  giltlesse  bload, 

Pericles  was,  a  fismous  nian  of  wanre, 

And  Tictor  eke,  in  nine  great  foughten  fields, 

Whereof  he  was  the  general  in  charge. 

yet  at  his  death  be  rather  did  reioyoe 

Id  clemencie,  than  bloudy  victorie. 

Be  still  (qttoth  be)  you  graoe  Athenians, 

(Who  whispered,  and  tolde  his  valiant  facts) 

Yon  hane  forgot,  my  greatest  glorie  got. 

For  yet  (by  me,  nor  mine  occasion) 

Was  neuer  sene,  a  mourning  garment  wome. 

O  noble  words,  wel  worthy  golden  writ 

Belcue  me  (Lord)  a  soldiour  cannot  baoe 

Too  great  regarde,  wberon  his  knife  should  cut 

Ne  yet  the  men,  which  wonder  at  their  wounds. 
And  shewe  their  scarres  to  eueiy  commer  by. 
Bare  once  be  seene,  within  my  glasse  of  Steele, 
For  so  the  faults,  of  Thraso  and  his  trayne, 
(Whom  Terence  told,  to  be  but  bragging  brutes) 
Might  sone  appenre,  to  euery  skilful  eye. 
Bolde  Manlius,  could  close  aod  wel  convey 
Ful  thirtie  wounds,  (and  three)  vpon  his  head. 
Yet  neuer  made,  nor  bones  nor  bragges  therof. 

What  should  I  speake  of  drunken  Soldiours? 
Or  lechers  lewde,  which  fight  for  filthy  lust? 
or  whom  that  one,  can  sit  and  bybb6  his  fil. 
Consume  his  coyne  (which  might  good  corage  yeld, 
To  such  as  march,  and  moue  at  his  commaun'de) 
And  makes  himselfe,  a  worthy  mocking  stocke 
Which  mi|^t  deserue  (by  sobre  life)  great  laude. 
That  olher  dotes,  and  driueth  forth  his  dayes 
In  vaine  delight,  and  fbule  concupiscence, 
When  worka  of  weight,  might  occupie  his  hedde. 
Yea  thcrwithal,  he  puts  his  owne  fonde  heade 
Vnder  the  belt,  of  such  as  should  him  scrue. 
And  so  becoms,  example  of  much  euil. 
Which  should  Iwue  servde,  as  lanteme  of  good  life : 
And  is  controlde,  wheras  be  should  commaund. 
Augustus  Ceesar,'he  which  might  haue  made 
Roth  feasts  and  banquets  braucly  as  the  best, 
Was  yet  content  (in  campe)  with  homely  cates. 
And  seldome  drank  his  wine  unwatercd. 
Aristomenes,  dayned  to  defende 
His  dames  of  prize,  whom  he  in  warres  had  won. 
And  rather  chose,  to  die  in  their  defence, 
Then  filthy  men,  should  foylc  their  chastitie. 
This  was  a  night,  wel  worthy  hme  and  prayse. 

O  Caplayns  come,  and  Souldiours  come  apace, 
Behold  my  glasse,  and  you  shall  see  therin. 
Proud  Crassus  bagges,  consumde  by  couetise. 
Great  Alexander,  drounde  in  drunkennesse, 
Cecsar  and  Pompey,  spilt  with  priuy  grudge, 
Brennas  beguild,  with  lightnesse  of  beliefe, 
Cleomenes,  by  ryot  not  regarded, 
Vcapasian,  disdayned  for  deceit, 
Demetriua,  light  set  for  by  bis  lust, 
lYberby  sit  last  be  dyed  iu  prison  pent 

Hereto  percase,  some  one  man  will  alledge. 
That  Princes  pence,  are  pursed  np  so  close. 
And  fairei  do  fall  so  seldome  in  a  yeare, 
That  when  they  come,  prouision  must  be  made 
To  fende  tlie  frost,  in  hardest  winter  nights. 

Indecde  1  fiode,  within  this  glasse  of  mine, 
Jastiniasy  tliat  proude  vngratclu!  prince, 


Which  made  to  begge,  bold  Belisarius 
His  trustie  man,  which  had  so  stoutly  fought 
In  his  defence,  with  euery  fcnimy. 
And  Scypio,  coodemnes  the  Romaioe  rule. 
Which  sufTred  him  (that  had  so  tnxely  serued) 
To  leade  pore  life,  at  his  (Lynteroum)  ferme. 
Which  did  deserue,  such  worthy  recompence. 
Yea  herewithal,  most  Souldiours  of  our  time, 
Bjcleeve  for  truth,  that  proude  Justinian 
bid  neuer  die,  without  good  store  of  heyres. 
And  Romanes  face,  cannot  be  rooted  out. 
Such  yssence  springs^  of  such  vnplesant  budds. 

But  shal  I  say?  this  lesson  learne  of  me. 
When  drums  are  dumb,  and  sound  not  dub  a  dub. 
Then  be  thou  eke,  as  mewt  as  a  mayde 
(1  preach  this  sermon  but  to  souldiours) 
And  learn  to  line,  within  thy  bravries  bounds. 
Let  not  the  Mercer,  pul  thee  by  the  sleeue 
For  sutes  of  silke,  when  cloth  may  serue  thy  tume. 
Let  not  thy  scores,  come  robbe  thy  needy  purse. 
Make  not  the  catchpot,  rich  by  thine  arrest 

Art  thou  a  Gentle?  line  with  gentle  friendes. 
Which  wil  be  glad,  thy  companie  to  haue. 
If  manhoode  may,  with  manners  well  agree. 
Art  thou  a  seruingman?  then  serue  againe, 
And  stint  to  steale  as  common  souldiours  do. 

Art  thou  a  craftsman?  take  thee  to  thine  arte. 
And  cast  off  slouth,  which  loytreth  in  the  Campea. 
Art  thou  a  plowman  pressed  for  a  shift? 
Then  learne  to  clout,  thine  old  cast  cobled  shoes. 
And  rather  bide,  at  home  with  barly  bread. 
Than  learne  to  spoyle,  as  thou  bast  seen  some  do. 

Of  truth  (my  friendes,  and  my  companions  eke) 
Who  lust,  by  warres  to  gather  lawful  weltb. 
And  so  to  get,  a  right  renoumed  name. 
Must  cast  aside,  al  common  trades  of  warre, 
,And  learne  to  line,  as  though  he  knew  it  not 

Well,  thus  my  Knight  bath  held  me  al  to  long^ 
Bycause  he  bare,  such  compasse  In  my  glasse. 
High  time  were  then,  to  tume  my  wery  pen, 
Vnto  the  Peasant  comming  next  in  place. 
And  here  to  write,  the  summe  of  my  conceit, 
I  do  not  meane,  alonely  husbandmen. 
Which  till  the  ground,  which  dig,  delve,  mow,  and 
sowe,  [snort. 

Which  swinke  and  sweate,  whiles  we  do  sleepe  and 
And  serch  the  guts  of  earth,  for  greedy  gain, 
Bot  he  that  labours  any  kind  of  way. 
To  gather  gaines,  and  to  enrich  himselfe. 
By  King,  by  Knight,  by  holy  helping  Priesu, 
And  al  the  rest,  that  line  in  common  welth, 
(So  that  his  gaines,  by  greedy  guyles  be  got) 
Him  can  I  compt,  a  Peasant  in  his  place. 
Al  officers,  all  aduocates  at  lawe, 
Al  men  of  arte,  which  get  goodes  greedily. 
Must  be  content,  to  take  a  Peasants  rome. 

A  strange  deui&e,  and  sure  my  Lord  wil  laugh, 
To  see  it  so,  dei^gettcd  in  degrees. 
But  he  which  can,  in  suffice  drudge,  and  droy. 
And  craue  of  al,  (although  euen  now  a  dayes. 
Most  ofiicers,  commaund  that  should  be  cravde) 
He  that  can  share  from  euery  }>ention  payde 
A  Pecter  peny  weying  halfe  a  pounde, 
He  that  can  plucke,  sir  Bennet  by  the  sleeue. 
And  finde  a  fee,  in  his  pluralitic. 
He  that  can  winko  at  any  fbula  abuse. 
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As  long  as  gaines,  come  trauling  in  therwith, 
Sbal  such  come  see  tbemselues  in  ibis  my  glasse? 
Or  sbal  they  gaze,  as  godly  good  men  do? 
Yea  let  them  come :  but  sha)  I  tell  you  one  thing? 
How  ere  their  gownes,  be  gathred  in  the  backe, 
With  organe  pipes,  of  old  king  Henries  clampc, 
How  ere  their  cappes,  be  fuldfd  with  a  flappe. 
How  ere  their  beards,  be  clipped  by  the  chinne. 
How  ere  they  ride,  or  mounted  are  on  mules, 
I  fcompt  them  worse,  than  harmless  homely  hindes, 
Which  toyle  in  dede,  to  serue  our  common  vse. 

Strange  tale  to  tel :  all  officers  be  blynde» 
And  yet  their  one  eye,  sharpe  as  Linceus  sight, 
That  one  eye  winks,  as  though  it  were  but  blynd. 
That  other  pries  and  peekes  in  euery  place. 
Come  naked  ncede?  and  chance  to  do  amisse? 
He  shal  be  sure,  to  drinke  upon  the  whippc. 
But  priuie  gaine,  (that  bribing  busie  wretch) 
Can  finde  the  meanes,  to  creepe  and  couch  so  low, 
As  officers,  can  neiier  see  him'slyde, 
2^or  heare  the  trampling  of  his  stealing  steppes. 
I|e  comes  (I  thinke)  vpon  the  blinde  side  stil. 

These  things  (my  Lord)  my  glasse  now  sets  to 
show. 
Whereas  long  .siixce,  all  officers  were  scene 
To  be  men  made,  out  of  another  moulde. 
Epamynond,  of  whom  I  spake  before 
(Which  was  long  time,  an  officer  in  Thebes) 
And  toylde  in  peace,  as  wel  as  fought  in  warre. 
Would  neuer  take,  or  bribe,  or  rich  reward. 
And  thus  he  spake,  to  such  as  sought  his  helpe: 
If  it  be  good,  (quoth  he)  that  you  desire. 
Then  wil  I  do  it,  for  the  vertues  sake  : 
If  it  be  badde,  no  bribe  can  me  infecte. 
If  so  it  be,  for  this  my  common  weale, 
Then  am  I  borne,  and  bound  by  duetie  both 
To  see  it  done,  withouten  furder  words. 
But  if  it  be,  vnprofitable  thing, 
And  might  empaire,  offendt*,  or  yeld  anoy 
Vnto  the  state,  which  I  prctendc  to  stay. 
Then  al  the  gold  (quoth  he)  that  growes  on  earth 
Shal  neuer  tempt,  my  free  consent  thereto. 

How  many  now,  wil  treade  Zelencus  steps? 
Or  who  can  byde,  Cambyses  cruel  dome  ? 
Cruel  ?  nay  iust,  (yea  softe  and  peace  good  sir) 
For  lustice  sleepes,  and  Troth  is  tested  out, 
O  that  al  kings,  would  (Alexander  like) 
Hold  euermore,  one  finger  streight  stretcht  ont. 
To  thrust  in  eyes,  of  all  their' master  theeoes**'. 
But  Bnitus  died,  without  posteritie. 
And  Marcus  Crassos  bad  none  issue  male, 
Cipero  slipt,  vnscne  out  of  this  world, 
With  many  mo,  which  pieaded  romaine  pleas *8, 
And  were  content,  to  vse  their  eloquence, 
In  maintenance,  of  matters  that  were  good. 
Demosthenes,  in  Athens  vsde  his  arte, 
(Not  for  to  heape,  himselfe  great  hourds  of  gold 
But)  stil  to  stay,  the  towne  from  deepe  deceite 
Of  Philips  wyles,  which  had  besieged  it. 
Where  shal  we  reade,  that  any  of  these  foure 
Did  euer  pleade,  as  carelesse  of  the  trial? 
Or  who  can  say,  they  buildcd  sumpteonsly? 
Or  wroong  the  weake,  out  of  his  own  by  wyles? 
They  were  (I  trowe)  of  noble  houses  borne. 
And  yet  content,  to  use  their  best  deuoire, 
In  furdering,  eche  honest  harmelesse  cause. 

'»  False  judges.  ««  AdyocatcB, 


They  did  not  rqwte  (like  mde  vnrioged  swine) 

To  roote  nobilitie  from  heritage. 

They  stoode  content,  with  gaine  of  g^lorious  hate, 

(Bycause  they  had,  respect  to  equitie) 

To  leade  a  life,  like  true  Philosophers. 

Of  all  the  bristle  bearded  Aduocates 

That  euer  lorde  their  fees  aboue  the  cause, 

I  cannot  see  (scarce  one)  that  is  so  bokle 

To  sheNVe  his  face,  and  fayued  Phisnomie 

In  this  my  glasse:  but  if  he  do  (my  Lorde) 

He  shewes  himselfe,  to  be  by  uery  kinde 

A  man  which  mcanes,  at  euery  time  and  tide. 

To  do  smal  right,  but  sure  to  take  no  wrong. 

And  master  Merchant,  he  whose  tranail  onght 
Commodiously,  to  doe  his  countrie  good. 
And  by  his  *oyle,  the  same  for  to  enriche. 
Can  flnde  the  meane,  to  make  Monopolyes 
Of  euery  ware,  that  is  accompted  strange. 
And  feeds  the  vaine,  of  courtiers  vaioe  desires 
Vntil  the  court,  haue  courtiers  cast  at  bede, 
"  Quia  non  habent  vestes  Noptrales." 

O  painted  fooles,  whose  halrbrainde  heads  mast 

haue 

More  clothes  attones,  than  might  become  a  king: 

For  whom  the  rocks,  in  forain  rcalmes  must  spin. 

For  whom  they  carde,  for  whom  they  weaue  their 

webbes 
For  whom  no  wool,  appeareth  fine  enough, 
(I  speake  not  this  by  english  courtiers 
Since  english  wool,  was  euer  thought  most  worth) 
For  whom  al  seas,  are  tossed  to  aud  fro. 
For  whom  these  purples  come  from  Pensia, 
The  crimosine,  and  liuely  red  from  Inde : 
For  whom  soft  silks,  do  sayte  from  Scricailc^ 
And  al  queint  costs,  do  come  from  fardest  coasts: 
Whiles  in  meane  while,  that  worthy  Emperoiir, 
Which  rulde  the  world,  and  had  all  welth  at  wil. 
Could  be  content,  to  tire  his  wearie  wife. 
His  daughters  and,  his  niepces  everycbone. 
To  spin  and  workc  the  clothes  that  he  shuld  weaxe, 
And  neuer  carde,  for  silks  or  sumpteous  cost. 
For  cloth  of  gold,  or  tinsel  figurie. 
For  Baudkin,  broydrie,  cutworks,  nor  conceits. 
He  set  the  shippes,  of  merchantmen  on  worfce. 
With  bringing  home,  oyle,  graine,  and  savrie  salt 
And  such  like  wares,  as  serued  common  vse. 

Yea  for  my  life,  those  merchants  were  not  wooot 
To  lend  their  wares,  at  reasonable  rate, 
(To  gaiiie  no  more,  but  Cento  per  cento) 
To  teach  yong  men,  the  trade  to  sel  browne  paper. 
Yea  Morrice  bells,  and  byllets  too  somedmes. 
To  make  their  coyne,  a  net  to  catch  yoag  frye. 
To  binde  such  babes,  in  father  Derbies  bands. 
To  stay  their  steps,  by  statute  Staples  stafie. 
To  rule  yong  roysters,  with  Recognisance, 
To  read  Arithmeticke  once  euerv  day, 
In  Woodstreat,  Bredstreat,  and  in  Pultery  pioose 
Where  such  schoolmaisters  keepe  the\w  conntiBg 
To  fede  on  bones,  when  flesh  and  fell  is  gon. 
To  keepe  their  byrds,  ftil  close  in  caytiues  cage, 
(Who  being  brought,  to  libertie  at  large,       [sfaioe 
Might  sing  perchaance,  abroade,  when  sanne  doth 
Of  their  mishaps,  and  bow  tiieir  fetheia  fel) 
Vntil  the  canker  may  their  corpse  c 


I'hese  knackes  (my  lord)  I  cannot  cal  to  mnMlc» 
Bycause  they  showe  not  in  my  glasse  of  stede. 
But  holla:  here,  I  see  a  wondrous  si^bt. 
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I  see  a'<wanne,  of  Samte  within  my  glasee: 
Beholde,  behold,  I  see  a  twafme  in  deede 
Of  holy  Saints,  which  walke  in  comely  wise, 
Kut  dcckt  in  robes,  nor  garnished  with  gold. 
But  some  vushod,  yea  some  ful  thinly  clothde» 
And  yet  they  seme,  so  heauenly  for  so  see, 
As  if  their  eyes,  were  al  of  Diamonds, 
Their  face  of  Rubies,  Saphires  and  lacinets. 
Their  comly  beards,  and  heare,  of  siluer  wiers. 
And  to  be  short,  they  seeme  Ancr^'lycall. 
What  should   they  be,  (my  Lord)  what  should 
they  be? 

O  gratious  God,  1  see  now  what  they  be. 
These  be  my  priests,  which  pray  for  evry  state, 
These  be  my  priests,  deuorce<!  iDm  the  world. 
And  wedded  yet,  to  heauen  ami  hulynesse. 
Which  are  not  proude,  nor  couet  to  be  riclie. 
Which  go  not  gay,  nor  fede  on  daintie  foode, 
Which  euuie  not,  nor  knowe  what  malice  meanes, 
Which  loth  al)  lust,  dis.iayning  drunkenesse. 
Which  cannot  fainef  which  hate  hypocrisie. 
Which  neuer  sawe ,  Sir  Simonies  deceits. 
Which  preach  of  peace,  which  carpe  contentious, 
Which  loytcT  not,  but  labour  al  the  yeare. 
Which  thunder  threts,  of  Gods  nioi»t  greuoiis  wrath. 
And  yet  do  teach,  that  mercie  is  in  store. 

Lo  these  (my  Lord)  be  m}'  good  praying  priests, 
Descended  from  Melchysedec  by  line 
Cosens  to  Paule,  to  Peter,  James,  and  John, 
These  be  my  priests,  the  scasning  of  the  earth 
Which  wil  not  lecse,  their  savrin(sse,  I  trovve. 
Not  one  of  these  (for  twenty  hundreth  groats) 
Wil  teach  the  text,  that  byddes  him  take  a  wife. 
And  yet  be  combred  with  a  concubine. 
Not  one  of  these,  wil  reade  the  holy  write 
Which  doth  forbid,  all  greedy  usurie, 
And  yet  receiue,  a  shilling  for  a  pounde. 
Not  one  of  these,  wil  preach  of  patience. 
And  yet  be  found,  as  angry  as  a  waspe. 
Not  one  of  these,  can  be  content  to  sit 
In  Tauems,  Innes,  or  Alehotises  all  day, 
Bnt  spends  his  time,  devoutly  at  his  booke* 
Not  one  of  these,  wil  rayle  at  rulers  wrongs, 
And  yet  be  blotted,  with  extortion. 
Not  one  of  these,  wil  paint  out  worldly  pride, 
And  he  himselfe,  as  gallaunt  as  he  dare. 
Not  one  of  these,  rebuketh  auarice, 
And  yet  procureth,  ploude  pluralities, 
Not  one  of  these,  reproueth  vanitie 
(Whiles  he  himsr-lfe,  with  hauke  upon  his  fist 
And  houndes  at  heele)  doth  quite  forget  his  text. 
Not  one  of  these,  corrects  contentions, 
For  trifline  things:  and  yet  wil  sue  for  tythes. 
Not  one  of  these  (not  one  of  these  my  Lord) 
Wil  be  asbamde,  to  do  euen  as  he  teacheth. 
My  priests  haue  learnt,  to  pray  vnto  the  L^rd, 
And  yet  they  trust  not  in  their  lyplahour. 
My  priefts  can  fast,  and  vse  at  abstinence. 
From  vice  and  sinne,  and  yet  refuse  no  meats. 
My  priests  can  giue,  in  charitable  wise. 
And  loue  also,  to  do  good  almes  dedes, 
Although  they  trust,  not  in  their  owne  deserts. 
My  priestes  can  place,  all  penaunce  in  the  hart. 
Without  regard,  of  outward  ceremonies. 
My  priests  can  keepe,  their  temples  vndefyled. 
And  yet  defie,  all  Superstition. 

to  now  my  Lorde,  whtt  thinke  you  by  my 
pri«sts? 


Although  they  were,  the.  last  that  shewed  them- 
i  said  at  first,  their  office  was  to  pray,       [selues. 
And  sinoe  the  time,  is  such  euen  now  a  dayes. 
As  hath  great  nede,  of  prayers  truely  prayd. 
Come  forth  my  priests,  and  I  wil  bydde  your 

beades 
I  wil  pi-esume  (although  I  be  no  priest) 
To  bidde  you  pray,  as  Paule  and  Peter  prayde. 

Then  pray  my  priests,  yea  pray  to  God  him- 
selfe, 
That  he  vouchsafe,  (euen  for  his  Christcs  sake) 
To  giue  bis  word,  free  passage  here  or  earth. 
And  that  his  church  (which  now  is  Militant) 
May  soone  be  sene,  triumphant  ouer  all. 
And  that  he  deigne,  to  endc  this  wicked  world. 
Which  walloweth  stil,  in  Sinks  of  filthy  sinne. 

Eke  pray  my  priests,  for  Princes  and  for  Kings, 
Emperours,  Monarks,  Duks  nnd  all  estates, , 
Whicli  sway  the  sworde,  of  royal  goucmm*-nt, 
(Of  whome  our  i^ueene,  which  Hues  without  com- 
pare 
Must  be  the  chiefe,  in  bydiling  of  my  lieades. 
Else  I  deserue,  to  lese  both  beades  and  bones) 
That  God  giue  light,  vnto  their  noble  mindes. 
To  maintains  truth,  and  tberwith  stil  to  wy 
That  here  fhey  reigne,not  onely  for  themselues. 
And  that  they  be  but  slaues  to  common  weith» 
Since  al  their  toyles,  and  all  their  broken  sleeps 
Shal  scant  suffize,  to  hold  it  stil  vpright.    [closets. 
Tell  some  (in  Spaim)  how  close  they  kepe  their 
f^ow  selJe  the  wiude,doth  blow  vpon  their  cheeks. 
While  as  (mene  while)  their  sunburnt  sutours 

sterue 
And  pine  before,  their  processe  be  preferrde. 
Then  pray  (my  priests)  that  God  wil  giue  his 

grace, 
To  such  a  prince,  his  fault  in  time  to  mend. 
Tell  some  (in  France)  how  much  they  loue  to 

dance, 
While  sutours  daunce,  attendaunce  at  the  dore. 
Yet  pray  (my  priests)  for  prayers  princes  mende. 
Tel  some  (in  Portti.7aIe)  how  colde  they  be, 
In  setting  forth,  of  right  religion : 
Which  more  esteme,  the  present,  pleasures  here. 
Then  stablishing,  of  God  his  holy  wordc. 
And  pray  (my  Priests)  least  God  such  princes  spit. 
And  vomit  them,  out  of  bis  angrie  mouth. 
Tel  some  (Italian)  princes,  how  they  winke 
At  stinking  stewe«,  and  say  they  are  (forsooth) 
A  remedy,  to  quench  foule  filthy  luste: 
When  as  (in  dede)they  be  the  sinkes  of  sinne. 
And  pray  (my  priests)  that  God  will  not  impute 
Sjch  wilful  facts,  unto  such  princes  charge, 
When  he  himselfe,  commaundeth  euery  man 
To  do  none  ill,  that  good  may  growe  therby. 

And  pray  likewise,  for  all  that  rulers  be 
By  kings  commaundes,  as  their  lieftenants  here, 
Al  magistrates,  al  councellours,  and  all 
That  sit  in  office  or  Authoritie. 
Pray,  pray,  (my  priests)  that  neither  loue  nor  meder 
Do  sway  their  miods,  from  furdering  of  right. 
That  they  be  not,  too  saintish  nor  too  sowre. 
But  beare  the  bridle,  euenly  betwene  both. 
That  stil  they  stoppe,  one  eare  to  heare  him 
Which  is  accused,  absent  as  he  is ;  [speake. 

That  euermore,  they  mark  what  moodedoth  moue 
The  mouth  which  makes,  the  information, 
That  fiuau  forpaste  (so  that  they  be  not  bug*. 
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Nor  do  exceed,  the  bonds  of  loyaltie) 
Do  neuer  quench,  their  charitable  rninde, 
When  as  they  see,  repentance  hold  the  reines 
Of  heady  youth,  which  wont  to  ruone  astray. 
That  malice  make,  do  mansion  in  their  minds. 
Nor  enuy  frete,  to  see  how  vertue  clymes. 
The  greater  Birth,  the  greater  glory  sure. 
If  deeds  mainteine,  their  auocestors  degree. 

Eke  pray  (my  Priests)  for  them  and  for  your- 
selues,  [Priests. 

For   Bishops,   Prelats,   Archdeans,  Oeanes,  and 
And  al  that  preach,  or  otherwise  professe 
Gods  holy  word,  and  take  the  cure  of  soules. 
Pray  pray  that  you,  and  euery  one  of  you. 
May  waike  upright,  in  your  vocation. 
And  that  you  shine  like  lamps  of  perfect  life, 
To  lende  a  light,  and  lanterae  to  our  feete. 

.Say  therwithal,  that  some  (1  see  them  I 
Wberas  they  fling,  in  Flaunders  all  afarre. 
For  why  my  glasse,  wil  shew  them  as  they  be) 
Do  neither  care,  for  God  nor  yet  for  deuill. 
So  libertie,  may  launch  about  at  large. 
And  some  again  (I  see  them  wel  enough    [lurke) 
And  note  their  names,  in  Liezeland  where  they 
Vnder  pretence,  of  holy  humble  harts 
Would  plucke  adowne,  al  princely  Dyademe. 
Pray,  pray  (my  priesu)  for  these,  they  touch  you 

neere. 
Shrinke  not  to  say,  that  some  do  (Romainelike) 
Esteme  their  pall,  and  habyte  ouermuche. 
And  therefore  pray  (my  priests)  lest  pride  preuaile. 
Pray  that  the  soules,  of  sundrie  damned  gosts, 
Do  not  come  in,  and  bring  good  euidence 
Before  the  God,  which  iudgeth  al  mens  thoughts. 
Of  some  whose  welth,  miade  them  neglect  their 

charge 
Til  secret  sinnes  (untoucht)  infecte  their  6ocks 
And  bredde  a  scab,  which  brought  the  shep  to 

bane. 
Some  other  ranne,  before  the  greedy  woolfe. 
And  left  the  folde*  vnfended  from  the  fox    [eares. 
Which  durst  nor  barke,  nor  bawle  for  both  theyr 
Then  pray  (my  priests)  that  such  no  more  do  so. 

Pray  for  the  nources,  of  our  noble  Realme, 
1  meane  the  worthy  Vnioersities, 
(And  Cantabridge,  shal  haue  the  diguitie, 
Wherof  I  was,  vnworthy  member  once) 
That  they  bring  vp  their  babes  in  decent  wise: 
That  Philosophy,  smel  no  secret  smoke, 
Which  Magike  makes,  in  wicked  mysteries: 
That  Logike  leape,  not  ouer  euery  stile. 
Before  he  come,  a  furlong  neare  the  hedge, 
With  curious  Suids,  to  maintain  argument. 
That  Sophistrie,  do  not  deceioe  it  selfe. 
That  Cosmography  keepe  bis  compasse  wel. 
And  such  as  be.  Historiographers, 
Trust  not  to  much,  in  euery  tatlyng  tong. 
Nor  blynded  be,  by  partialitie. 
That  Phisicke,  thriue  not  ouer  fast  by  murder: 
That  Numbring  men,  in  al  their  euens  and  odds 
Do  not  forget,  that  only  Vuitie 
Vnmeasurable,  infinite  and  one. 
That  Gfreometrie,  measure  not  so  long. 
Til  all  their  measures  out  of  measure  be: 
That  Muslke  with,  his  heauenly  harmonic. 
Do  not  allure,  a  heauenly  minde  from  heat^. 
Nor  set  mens  thoughts^  ia  worldly  melodie. 


Til  heaoeDly  Hierarebies  be  quite  Ibr^t: 

That  Rhetorick,  leame  not  to  ouerreache: 

Thftt  Poctrie,  pi^esume  not  for  to  preache. 

And  bite  mens  faultes,  with  Satyres  corosioe% 

Yet  pamper  up  hir  owne  with  pultesses: 

Or  that  she  dote  not  vppon  Erato, 

Wherin  should  inuoke  the  good  Caliope: 

That  Astrologie,  looke  not  ouer  high. 

And  light  (meane  while)  in  euery  podled  pit: 

That  Grammer  grudge  not  at  our  engtish  toes» 

By  cause  it  stands  by  Monosyllaba, 

And  cannot  be  declihd  as  others  are. 

Pray  thus  (my  priests)  for  vniuersities. 

And  if  I  haue  forgotten  any  Arte, 

Which  hath  bene  taught,  or  exercised  there* 

Pray  you  to  God,  the  good  be  not  abusde. 

With  glorious  shewe,  of  ooerioding  skill. 

Now  these  be  past,  (my  priests)  yet  ahal  yoa 
For  common  people,  eche  in  his  degree,        [pny 
That  God  vouchsafe  to  graunt  them  al  his  grace. 
V^here  should  I  now  beginne  to  bidde  my  beades? 
Or  who  shal  first  be  put  in  common  place? 
My  wittcs  be  wearie,  and  my  eyes  are  dynune, 
I  cannot  see  who  best  deserues  the  roome. 
Stand  forth  good  Peerce,  thou  plowman  by  thy 
Yet  so  the  Sayler  saith  I  do  him  wrong:      [mnie, 
That  one  coutbnds,  his  paines  are  without  pe^re. 
That  other  saith,  that  none  be  like  to  his. 
In  dede  they  labour  both  exceedingly. 
But  since  I  see  no  sbipman  that  can  liue 
Without  the  plough,  and  yet  I  many  see 
Which  line  by  lande,  that  neuer  saw  the  seas: 
Therefore  I  say,  stand  forth  Peerce  plowman  first. 
Thou  winst  the  ruome,  by  verie  worthinesse. 

Behold  him  (priests)  and  though  he  stink  of 
sweat 
Disdatne  him  not:  for  shal  I  tel  you  what? 
Such  clime  to  heauen,  before  tbe  shauen  crownes: 
But  how  ?  forsooth,  with  true  humiljrtie. 
Not  that  they  hooid,  their  grain  when  it  is  cheapo 
Nor  that  they  kill,  the  calfe  to  haue  the  milke. 
Nor  that  they  set,  debate  betwene  their  lords. 
By  earing  vp  the  balks,  that  part  their  bounds: 
Nor  for  because,  they  can  both  crowcbe  and  cieep 
(The  guilefulst  men,  that  euer  God  yet  made) 
When  as  they  meane,  most  mischiefe  and  deceits. 
Nor  that  they  can,  crie  out  on  landdordes  lowde. 
And  say  they  racke,  their  rents  an  ace  to  high. 
When  they  themselues,  do  sel  their  landlords  lambe 
For  greater  price  than  ewe  was  wont  be  worth.   ' 
I  see  you  Peerce,  my  glasse  was  lately  scowide. 
But  for  they  feed,  with  frutes  of  their  gret  paioes. 
Both  King  and  Knight,  and  prie»-ts  in  cloyster 
Therefore  I  say,  that  sooner  some  of  them  [pent: 
Shal  scale  the  walles  which  leade  vs  vp  to  beaoes* 
Than  comfed  beasts,  whose  bellie  is  their  God, 
Although  they  preach,  of  more  perfection. 

And  yet  (my  priests)  pray  yon  to  God  lor 
Peerce, 
As  Peerce  can  pinch,  it  out  for  him,  and  yon. 
And  if  you  haue  a  Paternoster  spare 
Then  shal  you  pray,  for  Saylers  (God  them  send 
More  mind  of  him,  when  as  they  come  to  lande^ 
For  towarde  shipwracke,  many  men  can  pray) 
That  they  once  leame,  to  q>eake  without  a  lye. 
And  meane  good  foith,  without  blaspbeming  othcs: 
That  they  forget,  to  iteale  firom  euery  ftmight,   . 
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And  for  to  forge,  (aist  cockeU^  free  to  patse, 
That  manuers  make  them  giae  tlieir  betters  place, 
Aud  vie  good  words,  thoa^  deeds  be  oothing  gay. 

Bat  here  me  thinks,  my  priests  begin  to  frowne. 
And  say,  that  thus  they  sbal  be  ouercbargde. 
To  pray  for  al,  which  seme  to  do  amisse : 
And  one  I  heare,  more  saacie  than  the  rest,    , 
Which  asketh  me,  when  sbal  our  prayers  end  f 

I  tell  thee  (priest)  when  shoomakeramake  shoes, 
That  are  wel  sowed,  with  neuer  a  stitch  amisse. 
And  Tse  no  crafte,  in  Tttring  of  the  same : 
VHien  Taylours  steale,  no  atafk  from  gentlemen^ 
When  Tanners  are,  with  Corners  wel  agreede, 
And  both  so  dresse  their  hydes,  that  we  go  dry : 
When  Cutlers  leave,  to  sel  old  rustic  blades. 
And  htde  no  crackes,  with  soder  nor  deceit: 
When  tinkers  make,  no  more  holes  than  they 

founde,  [worke. 

When  thatchem  thinke,  their  wages  worth  their 
When  colliers  put  no  dust  into  their  sacks. 
When  roaltemen  make,  vs  drink  no  firmentie, 
When  Dime  Diker  diggs,  and  dallies  not, 
When  smithes  lEbo  horses,  as  they  would  be  shod, 
When  millers,  toll  not  with  a -golden  thombe. 
When  bokers  make,  not  barme   beare  price  of 

wheat, 
When  brewers  put,  no  bagage  in  their  beere. 
When  butchers  blowe,  not  ouer  al  their  fleshe. 
When  horsecorsers,  beguile  no  friendes  with  Jades, 
When  weauers  weight,  is  found  in  huswiues  web. 
(But  why  dwel  i,  so  loug  among  these  lowts?) 

When  mercers  make,  more  booes  to  swere  and 

When  Tintners  mix,  no  water  with  their  wme. 
When  printers  passe,  none  errours  in  their  bpokes. 
When  hatters  Tse,  to  bye  none  olde  cast  robes. 
When  goldsmithes    get,  no  gaines    by  lodred 

crownes. 
When  Tpholsiers,  sel  lethers  without  dust, 
When  pewterers,  infect  no  tin  with  leade. 
When  drapers  draw,  no  gaines  by  giuing  day, 
When  perchmentieni,  put  in  no  ferret  8ilke» 
When  Surgeons  heale,  al  wounds  without  delay. 
(Tush  these  are  toys, but  yet  my  glas  sheweth  al.) 

When  purveyours,  prouide  not  for  themselues. 
When  Takers,  uke  no  brybes,  nor  vse  no  brags. 
When  custumers,  conceale  no  covine  vsde. 
When  Searchers  see,  al  corners  in  a  shippe, 
(And  spie  no  pens  by  any  sight  they  see) 
When  shrives  do  serue,  al  processe  as  they  ought. 
When  baylifes  strain,  none  other  thing  but  strays. 
When  auditours,  their  counters  cannot  change. 
When  proude  surueyours,  take  no  parting  pens. 
When  siluer  sticks  rot  on  the  Tellers  fingers. 
And  when  receiucrs,  pay  as  they  receiue. 
When  al  these  folke,  baue  quite  forgotten  fraude. 
(  Againe  (my  priests)  a  little  by  your  leaue) 
When  Sicophants,  can  finde  no  place  in  courte, 
But  are  espied,  for  Ecchoes,  as  they  are. 
When  Toysters  ruffle  not  aboae  their  rule, 
Nor  colour  crafte,  by  swearing  precious  coles: 
When  Fencers  feeS|  are  like  to  apes  rewards, 
A  peece  of  breade,  and  tberwithal  a  bobbe 
When  lais  lines,  not  like  a  ladies  peare. 
Nor  Tseth  art,  in  dying  of  hir  heare. 
When  al  these  thinges,  are  ordred  as  they  ought, 
▲ad  M0  UmuMliMi,  within  my  glasse  of  sttelt, 


Euen  then  (my  priests)  may  yon  make  bolyday 
And  pray  no  more  but  ordinarie  prayers. 

And  yet  therin,  I  pray  you  (my  good  priests) 
Pray  stil  for  me,  and  for  my  Glasse  of  Steele 
That  it  (nor  I)  do  any  miode  offend, 
Bycause  we  shew,  all  colours  in  their  kinde. 
And  pray  for  me,  that  (since  my  hap  is  such 
Tu  see  men  so)  I  may  perceiue  myselfe. 

0  worthy  words,  to  end  my  worthlesse  verse. 
Pray  for  me  Priests,  I  pray  you  pray  for  me. 

riNis. 
Tarn  MarHy  quam  Mercufio* 

BPILOOUS. 

Alas  (my  lord)  my  hast  was  al  to  bote 

1  shut  my  glasse,  before  you  gasde  your  fill. 
And  at  a  glimse,  my  seely  selfo  baue  spied, 
A  stranger  trowpe,  than  any  yet  were  sene: 
Behold  (my  lorde)  what  monsters  muster  here. 
With  Angels  face,  and  harmefull  helish  harts,    - 
With  smyling  lookes,and  depe  deceitfoU  thoughts, 
With  tender  skinnes,  and  stony  cruel  mindes. 
With  stealing  steppes,  yet  forward  feete  to  firaude. 
Behold,  behold,  they  neuer  stand  content. 

With  Ood,  with  kinde,  with  any  help  of  Arte, 
But  curie  their  locks,  with  bodkins  and  with  braids. 
But  dye  their  heare,  with  sundry  subtill  sleights, 
But  paint  and  slicke,  til  fayrest  foce  be  foule. 
But  bumbast,  bolster,  frisle,  and  perfome: 
They  marre  with  muske,  the  balm  which  nature 
And  dig  for  death,  in  delticatest  dishes.      [made. 
The  yonger  sorte,  come  pyping  on  apace. 
In  whistles  made  of  fine  enticing  wood, 
Til  they  haue  caught,  the  birds  for  whom  they 
The  elder  sorte,  go  stately  stalking  on,     [bryded. 
And  on  their  backs,  they  beare  both  land  and  fee. 
Castles  and  towres,  revenewes  and  receits. 
Lordships,  and  manours,  fines,  yea  formes  and  al. 
What  should  these  be?  (speake  you  my  lonely 

lord) 
They  be.  not  men:  for  why?  they  bane  no  beards. 
They  be  no  boyes,  which  weare  such  side  long 

gowns. 
They  be  no  Gods,  for  al  their  gallant  glosse. 
They  be   no  diuels  (I  trow)  which  seeme   s« 

saintish. 
What  be  they  ?  women  ?  masking  in  mens  weedes  ? 
With  dutchkin  dnblets,  and  with  ierkins  iaggde? 
With  Spanish  spangs,  and  ruffes  fet  out  of  France, 
With  high  copt  hattes,  and  fethers  flaunt  a  fiaunt? 
They  be  so  sure  euen  Wo  to  Men  in  dede. 
Nay  then  (my  lorde)  let  shut  the  glasse  apace. 
High  time  it  were,  for  my  pore  Muse  to  winke. 
Since  al  the  hands,  al  paper,  pen,  and  inke. 
Which  euer  yet,  this  wretched  world  possest. 
Cannot  describe,  this  Sex  in  colours  dewe. 
No,  no  (my  Lorde)  we  gased  haue  inough, 
(And  I  too  much,  God  pardon  me  therfore) 
Better  loke  of,  than  loke  an  ace  to  farre: 
And  better  mumme,  than  meddle  ouermuch. 
But  if  my  Glasse,  do  like  my  lonely  lorde^ 
We  wil  espie,  some  sunny  Sommers  day. 
To  loke  againe,  and  see  some  semely  sights. 
Meane  while,  my  Muse,  right  humbly  doth  besech. 
That  my  good  lorde,  accept  this  ventrous  verse^ 
Vntil  my  braines,  my  better  stufie  deuiie* 
niiit. 
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THE  COMPLAYNT  OF  PBYLOMENE. 

An  £legyc  compyled  by 

Gborgb  Gascoignk 

Esq  aire 

Tain  Marti,  quam  Mercurio. 

To  the  right  honorable,  niy  singular  good  Ix>rd, 
the  L.  Gray  of  Wilton,  Knight  of  the  most  noble 
order  of  the  Garter. 

Ryght  noble,  when  I  had  determined  with  my- 
self to  write  the  Satire  before  recited  (called  the 
Steele  Gla^uc)  and  had  in  myne  Exordium  (foy 
allegorie)  compared  my  case  to  that  of  fayre  Phy- 
lomene,  abused  liy  the  bloudy  king  hir  brother  by 
lawe:  I  calkd  to  miude  that  twelue  or  thirtene 
yeares  past,  I  had  bej^onne  an  Elegye  or  sorrowful! 
song,  called  the  Complainte  of  Phylomene,  the 
which  I  began  too  dfuise  riding  by  the  high  way 
between  Chelmis^ord  and  London,  and  being  ouer- 
taken  with  a  sodaine  dash  of  Raine,  I  changed  my 
copy,  and  stroke  ouer  into  the  De  Profundis  which 
is  placed  amongst  my  other  Poesies,  leuing  the 
complaint  of  Phylomene  vofmished:  and  so  it  hath 
continued  euer  since  vntil  this  present  month  of 
April  1575,  when  I  begonne  my  Steele  Glasse. 
And  bycause  1  baue  in  mine  Exordium  to  the 
Steele  Glasse,  begonne  with  the  Nightingales 
notes:  therfore  1  have  not  thought  amisse  now  to 
finish  and  pece  up  the  said  Complaint  of  Pbilo- 
mene,  obseruing  ueuerthelesse  the  same  determin- 
ate  inuention  which  I  had  propounded  and  be- 
gonne (as  it  is  saide)  twelue  yeeres  nowe  past. 
The  which  I  presume  with  the  rest  to  present  vnto 
your  honor,  nothing  doubting  but  the  same  wil  ac- 
cept my  good  entente  therin.  And  I  fnrder  beseche 
that  your  lordship  wil  voutsafe  in  reading  therof, 
to  gesse  (by  change  of  style)  where  the  renewing 
of  the  verse  may  bee  most  apparantly  thought  to 
begin.  I  wil  no  furder  trouble  your  honor  with 
these  rude  lines,  but  besecb  of  the  Ainiightie  long 
to  preserue  you  to  his  pleasure.  Fiom  my  pore 
bouse  in  Walkamstowe  the  sixtenth  of  April 
1575. 

Your  L.  boundea  and  most  assured 

George  Gascoigne. 

PHILOMENE 
In  sweet  April,  the  messenger  to  May 
When  boonie  drops,  do  melt  in  golden  show  res, 
When  eucry  byrde,  records  hir  louers  lay. 
And  western  windes,  do  foster  forth  our  floures. 
Late  in  an  enen,  I  walked  out  alone, 
To  heare  the  descant  of  the  Nightingale, 
And  as  1  stoode,  1  heard  hir  make  gi^eat  moane, 
Waymenting  muqh,  and  thus  she  tolde  hir  tale. 
These  thriftlcs  birds  (quoth  she)  which  spend  the 

In  nedlesse  notes,  and  chaunt  withouten  skil, 
Are  costly  kept,  and  finely  fedde  alway 
With  daintie  foode,  wherof  they  feede  their  61. 
But  1  which  spend,  the  darke  and  dreadful  night, 
In  watch  and  ward,  when  those  birds  take  their 

rest, 
Forpine  my  selfe,  that  Louers  might  delight. 
To  heare  the  notes,  which  breake  out  of  my  breste. 
I  leade  a  life,  to  please  the  Louers  minde, 
(And  though  god  wot,  my.fbode  be  li^ht  of  charge. 
Yet  seely  soule,  that  can  no  fauour  finde) 
1  begge  my  breade,  and  seke  for  teedes  at  large. 


The  Throstle  she,  which  makes  the  wood  to  ring 
With  shryching  lowde,  that  lothsome  is  to  heare. 
Is  costly  kept,  in  case:  (O  wondrous  thing) 
The  Mauis  eke,  whose  notes  are  nothing  cleare. 
Now  in  good  sooth  (quoth  she)  sometimes  1  vepe 
To  see  Tom  Tyttimouse,  so  much  set  by. 
The  Finche,  which  singeth  neuer  a  note  but  peepe^ 
Is  fedde  aswel,  nay  better  farre  than  L 
Tlje  Lennet  and  the  Larke,  they  sing  alofte. 
And  coumpted  are,  as  Lorde»  in  high  degree. 
The  Brandlet  saith,  for  singing  sweete  and  softe, 
(In  hir  conceit)  there  is  none  such  as  she. 
Canara  byrds,  come  in  to  beare  the  bell. 
And  Goldfinches,  do  hope  to  get  the  gole: 
The  tatling  Awbe  doth  please  some  fancie  wel. 
And  some  like  best,  the  byrde  as  Blacke  as  oole. 
And  yet  could  I,  if  so  it  were  my  miode. 
For  harmony,  set  al  these  babes  to  schole^ 
And  sing  such  notes,  as  might  in  euery  Idnde 
Disgrace  them  quight,  and  make  their  corage 
But  should  1  so?  no  no  so  wil  1  not*  [cuolc. 

Let  brutish  beasts,  heare  such  brute  birds  as  tfaosCt 
(For  like  to  like,  the  prouerbe  saith  I  wot) 
And  should  I  then,  my  cunning  skil  disclose? 
For  such  vnkinde,  as  let  the  cukowe  flye. 
To  $ucke  mine  eggs,  whiles  I  sit  in  the  tbicke? 
And  rather  praise,  the  cbattring  of  a  pye. 
Than  hir  that  sings,  with  brett  against  a  pri^e! 
Nay  let  them  go,  to  marke  the  cuckowes  taike. 
The  iangling  Jay,  for  that  becomes  tfaem  weL 
And  in  the  silent  night  then  let  tbem  walkr* 
To  heare  the  Owle,  how  sbe  doth  shryche  and  yrt. 
And  from  henceforth,  I  will  no  more  constraine 
My  pleasant  voice,  to  sounde,  at  their  request. 
But  shrowd  my  selfe,  in  darkesome  night  and 

raine, 
And  learne  to  cowche,  ful  close  upon  my  ncast. 
Yet  if  I  chaunce,  at  any  time  (percase) 
To  sing  a  note,  or  twaine  f>r  my  disporte. 
It  shal  be  done,  in  some  such  secret  place. 
That  fewe  or  none,  may  thervnto  resorte. 
These  flatterers,  (in  loue)  which  falshood  meaae. 
Not  once  aproch,  to  heare  my  pleasant  song 
But  such  as  true,  and  stediast  loners  bene^ 
Let  them  come  neare,  for  else  they  do  me  wrong. 
And  as  1  gesse,  not  many  miles  from  faence. 
There  stands  a  squire,  with  pangs  of  sorrow  prest. 
For  whom  I  dare,  auowe  (in  his  defence) 
He  is  as  true,  (in  Loue)  as  is  the  best. 

Him  wil  1  cheare,  with  chaonting  al  this  night: 
And  with  that  word,  she  gan  to  cleare  hir  thrate. 
But  such  a  lioely  song  (now  by  this  light) 
Yet  neuer  hearde  I  such  another  note. 
It  was  (thought  me)  so  pleasant  and  so  plaine, 
Orphaeus  harpe,  was  never  halfe  so  sweece, 
Tereu,  Tereu,  and  thus  she  gan  to  plaine. 
Most  piteously,  which  made  my  hart  to  greeoe. 
Hir  second  note,  was  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy,  fy. 
And  that  she  did,  in  pleasant  wise  repeate. 
With  sweete  reports,  of  heauenlie  haimonie. 
But  yet  it  seemd,  hir  gripes  of  griefe  were  greats. 
For  when  she  had,  so  soong  and  taken  breath, 
Thc^  should  you  heare,  hir  heauy  hart  so  throbbe. 
As  though  it  had  bene,  ouercome  with  death. 
And  yet  alwayes,  in  euery  digh  and  sobbe. 
She  shewed  great  skil,  for  times  of  vnisoiie, 
Hir  Jug,  Jug,  Jug,  (in  griefe)  had  such  a  grace. 
Then  stinted  she,  as  if  her  song  were  done. 
And  ere  thai  past,  not  fal  a  iiurloDg  space. 
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\be  gun  againe,  io  mdodie  to  melt, 

iad  many  a  note»  she  warbled  wondrous  wel. 

fet  can  I  not  (althoagh  my  hart  should  swelt) 

lemember  al,  which  hir  sweete  tong  did  tel. 

Sut  oue  strange  note,  I  ooted  with  the  rest 

ind  that  said  thus:  Nemesis,  Ni^mesis, 

The  which  me  thought,  came  boldly  from  hir 

brest, 
Vs  though  sheblamde,  (therby)  something  amisse. 
Ihort  tale  to  make,  hir  singiug  sounded  so, 
knd  pleasde  mine  eares,  with  such  varietie. 
That  (quite  forgetting  all  the  wearie  wo, 
^hich  I  my  selfe  felt  in  my  fantasie) 

stoodc  astoynde,  and  yet  tberwith  content, 
Vi&hing  in  hart  that  (since  I  might  adoante, 
)f  al  hir  speech  to  knowe  the  plaine  entent, 
A^kich  grace  hirselfe,  or  else  the  Gods  did  graunt) 

might  therwith,  one  furder  fiwor  craue, 
To  Tnderstand,  what  hir  swete  notes  might  meane. 
\nd  in  that  thought,  {my  whole  desire  to  haue) 

fell  on  sleepe,  as  I  on  staffe  did  leane.  - 
Ind  in  my  slomber,  had  1  such  a  sight, 
Ks  yet  to  think  theron  doth  glad  my  minde. 
Vf  ethought  1  sawe  a  derling  of  delight. 
K  stately  Nimph,  a  dame  of  heauenly  kinde,     . 
Wliose  glittring  gite^  so  giimsed  in  mine  eyes, 
Ks  (yet)  1  not,  what  proper  hew  it  bare, 
Ne  therewithal,  my  wits  can  wel  deuise. 
To  whom  I  might  hir  louely  lookes  compare. 
But  trueth  to  tel,  (for  al  hir  smyltng  cheere) 
She  cast  ^metimcs,  a  grieuous  frowning  glance, 
As  who  would  say:  by  this  it  may  appeare, 
ITiat  iust  reuenge,  is  prest  for  euery  chance. 
In  hir  right  hand,  (which  t»  and  fro  did  shake) 
^he  bare  a  skourge,  with  many  a  knottie  string, 
^nd  in  her  left,  a  snaffle  Bit  or  brake, 
Bebost  with  gold,  and  many  a  gingling  ring: 
She  came  apace,  and  stately  did  she  stay. 
And  whiles  I  seemd,  amazed  very  much. 
The  courteous  dame,  these  words  to  me  did  say: 
Sir  Squire  (quoth  she)  since  thy  desire  is  such, 
To  Tnderstande,  the  notes  of  Phylomene, 
(For  so  she  bight,  whom  thou  calst  Nightingale) 
And  what  the  sound,  of  euery  note  might  meane, 
Giue  eare  a  while,  and  hearken  to  my  tale. 
The  Gods  are  good,  they  heare  the  harty  prayers, 
Of  such  as  craue  without  a  craftie  wil. 
With  fauor  eke,  they  furder  such  affaires, 
As  teode  to  good,  and  meane  to  do  none  il. 
And  since  thy  words,  were  grounded  on  desire, 
Wherby  much  good,  and  little  harme  can  growe, 
I'hey  graunted  haue,  the  thing  thou  didst  require, 
And  louingly,  haue  sent  me  here  by  lowe, 
To  paraphrase,  the  piteous  pleasaitf  notes, 
Which  Phylomene,  doth  darkely  spend  in  spring, 
For  he  that  wel,  Dan  Nasoes  verses  notes, 
Sbal  6od  my  words  to  be  no  fained  thing. 
Giue  eare  (Sir  Squire  quoth  she)  and  I  wil  tei 
Both  what  she  was,  and  how  hir  fortunes  feU 

THE  FABLE  OF  FHILOMELA. 

In  Athens  reignde  som times 
A  king  of  worthy  fame. 

Who  kept  in  courte  a  stately  traine, 
Pandyon  was  his  name. 

And  had  the  Gods  him  giuen, 
No  holly  breade  of  happe, 

(i  meane  such  fhits  as  make  men  thinke 
They  sit  in  fortunes  lappe) 

VOL.  II. 


Then  bad  his  golden  gifkes, 
Lyen  dead  with  htm  in  toombe 

Ne  but  himselfe  had  none  endurde. 
The  daunger  of  his  dooroe. 

But  smyling  lucke,  bewitcht. 
This  peerelessd  Prince  to  thinke, 

That  poyson  cannot  be  conueyde 
In  draughts  of  pleasant  drinke. 

And  kinde  became  so  kind> 
That  he  two  daughters  had. 

Of  bewtie  such  and  so  well  giuen. 
As  made  their  father  gladde. 

See:  see:  how  highest  harmes. 
Do  lurk  in  ripest  joyes. 

How  couertly  doth  sorow  shrowde,     , 
In  trymmest  worldely  toyes. 

These  iewcls  of  his  ioy, 
Became  his  cause  of  care, 
.  And  beawtie  was  the  guileful  bayte, 
Which  caught  their  Hues  in  Snare. 

For  Tereus,  Lord  of  Thrace, 
Bycause  he  came  of  kings, 

(So  weddings  made  for  worldly  welth 
Do  seme  triumphant  things) 

Was  thought  a  worthy  matche, 
Pandyons  heire  to  wedde: 

Whose  eldest  daughter  chosen  was. 
To  serue  this  king  in  bedde. 

Tliat  tirgine  Progne  bight. 
And  she  by  whom  I  meane, 

To  tell  this  woful  Tragedic, 
Was  called  Phylomene. 

The  wedding  rjrtes  t>erformde, 
The  feasting  done  and  past. 

To  Thrace  with  his  new  wedded  spouse 
He  turneth  at  the  last. 

Where  many  dayes  in  mirth. 
And  iolytic  they  spent. 

Both  satisfied  with  deepe  delight. 
And  cloyde  with  al  content. 

At  last  the  dame  desirde 
Hir  sister  for  to  see. 

Such  coles  of  kindely  loue  did  seme 
Within  hir  brest  to  be. 

She  praies  hir  Ix)rde,  of  grace, 
lie  graunts  to  hir  request, 

And  hoist  vp  saile,  to  seke  the  coaste^ 
Where  Phylomene  doth  rest. 

He  past  the  foming  aeas. 
And  findes  the  pleasant  porte. 

Of  Athens  towne,  which  guided  him 
To  king  Pandyons  court. 

There,  (louingly  receiude, 
And)  wetcomde  by  the  king, 

He  shewde  the  cause,  which  thither  then 
Did  his  ambassade  bring. 

His  father  him  embrast. 
His  siste  r  kist  his  cheeke. 

In  al  the  court  his  comming  wa* 
Reioyst  of  euerie  Oreeke. 
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Oh  see  the  sweete  deceit, 
'Which  blindeth  >»'orIdly  wits. 

How  common  peopi  s  loue  by  lumpet , 
And  fancie  comes  by  fits. 

The  foe  in  friendly  wise, 
Is  many  times  embraste. 

And  he  which  meancs  most  faith  and  troth 
By  grudging  is  disgrast. 

Fair  Phylomene  came  forth 
tn  comely  garments  cladde, 

As  one  whom  iiewes  of  sisters  helth 
Had  moued  to  be  gladde. 

Or  womans  wil  (perhappes) 
JSnflamde  hir  haughtic  harte, 

To  get  more  grace  by  crimes  of  cost. 
And  prinake  out  hir  parte. 

Whom  he  no  sooner  sawe 
(1  meane  this  Thracian  prince) 

But  streight  therwith  his  fancies  fume 
All  reason  did  conutnce. 

And  as  the  blazing  bronde, 
Might  kindle  rotten  reeds: 

Euen  so  hir  looke  a  secret  flame, 
Witliin  his  bosome  breedes. 

He  thinkes  al  leysure  long 
Til  he  (with  hir)  were  jcone. 

And  hir  he  makes  to  moue  the  mirth^ 
Which  after  made  hir  mone. 

Lotie  made  him  eloquent 
And  if  he  craude  too  much. 

He  then  excusde  him  selfe,  and  saide 
That  Prognes  words  were  sitch. 

His  teares  confirmed  all 
Teares:  like  to  sisters  teares, 

As  who  shuld  say  by  these  few  drops 
Thy  sisters  griefe  appeares. 

So  finely  could  he  faine. 
That  wickednesse  scemde  wit. 

And  by  the  lawde  of  his  pretence. 
His  lewdnesse  was  acquit 

Yea  Phylomene  set  forth 
The  force  of  his  request, 

And  cravde  (with  sighes)  hir  fathers  leaue 
To  be  hir  sisters  guest. 

And  hoong  about  bis  nteke 
And  coUingly  him  kist, 

And  for  hir  welth  did  seke  tlie  woe 
Wherof  she  little  wist. 

Meane  time  stoode  Tereus, 
Beholding  their  afiectes, 

And  made  these  pricks  for  his  desire 
A  spurre  in  all  respects* 

And  wisht  himselfe  hir  sire. 
When  she  hir  sire  embrast. 

For  neither  kith  nor  kin  could  then 
Haue  made  his  meaning  chast. 

•The  .Grecian  king  had  not 
The  powre  for  to  denay, 

His  own  deare  child,  and  sonnc  in  lawe 
The  thing  that  both  did  pray. 


And  downe  hia  daughter  fiille*^ 
To  thanke  him  on  hir  knee. 

Supposing  that  for  good  snccets^^ 
Which  hai-dest  happe  must  be. 

But  (least  my  tale  seeme  long) 
Their  shipping  is  preparde: 

And  to  the  shore  this  aged  Greeke^ 
Ful  princely  did  them  guard. 

Tliere  (melting  into  mooe) 
He  Tsde  this  parting  speech: 

Daughter  (quoth  he)  you  bane  desirK 
Your  sisters  court  to  seech. 

Your  sister  seemes  likewise. 
Your  companie  to  crane, 

That  craue  yon  both,  and  Tereus  hare 
The  selfe  same  thing  would  haue* 

Ne  conlde  I  more  withstande 
So  many  deepe  desires, 

But  this  (quoth  he)  remember  al 
Your  father  you  requires. 

And  thee  (my  sonne  of  Thrace) 
I  constantly  coniure, 

By  faith,  by  kin,  by  menj  by  gods. 
And  all  that  scemcth  sure, 

That  iather  like  thou  fcnde 
My  daughter  deare  from  scathe, 

And  (since  I  counte  al  leasure  long) 
Returne  hir  to  me  rathe. 

And  thou  my  Phylomene, 
(!3uoth  he)  come  soone  againe. 

Thy  sisters  absence  puts  thy  syre. 
To  too  much  priuie  paine. 

Herewith  he  kist  hir  cheeke, 
And  sent  a  second  kisse 

For  Progne's  part,  and  (batbde  with  teares) 
His  daughter  doth  be  blisse. 

And  tooke  the  Thracyans  hand 
For  token  of  his  truth. 

Who  rather  taught  his  teares  to  scorn. 
Than  wept  with  him  for  ruth. 

The  sayles  are  fully  spredde, 
And  winds  did  seroe  at  will, 

And  forth  this  traitour  king  cOBueiet 
His  praie  in  prison  still. 

Ne  could  the  Barbrous  blond, 
Conceale  his  filthy  fyre^ 

Hey :  Victorie  (quoth  be)  my  sbippe 
Is  fraught  with  my  desire. 

Wherewith  he  fixt  his  eyes, 
Vppon  hir  fearefull  face. 

And  stil  behelde  hir  gestures  a]l« 
And  all  hirglcames  of  grace. 

Ne  could  he  loke  a  side 
But  like  the  cruel  catte 

Which  gloating  casteth  many  a  glance 
Vpon  the  selly  ratte. 

Why  hold  1  long  discourse? 
They  now  are  come  on  lande. 

And  forth  the  ship  the  feareful  vencba 
He  leadcth  by  the  hande 
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VntD  a  sdly  sbrowde, 
A  sbeepecote  closely  bailte 

Amid  the  woodds,  where  mmnj  a  lamb 
Tbeir  guiltlesse  bloud  bad  apilte. 

Th«re  (like  a  lambe)  she  stoode, 
And  askte  with  trimbling  roice. 

Where  Pvogne  wa^  who  only  fight 
Might  OMke  hir  to  reioyce. 

Wherewith  this  caytife  king 
His  lost  hi  lewdnesse  lapt> 

And  with  bis  fittby  firande  fil  fiist 
This  simple  mayde  entrapt. 

And  forth  he  floong  the  raises 
Vnbridling  blinde  desire, 

And  ment  of  hir  chast  minde  to  make 
A  fewel  for  bis  fire. 

And  al  alone  (alone) 
With  force  be  hir  supprest. 

And  made  hir  yelde  the  wicked  weede 
Whose  flowre  be  liked  best. 

What  conid  the  Tiipne  doe? 
She  could  not  ronne  away. 

Whose  forward  feete,  his  harmfoll  hands 
With  forioua  force  did  slay. 

Alas  what  should  she  fight  ? 
Fewe  women  win  by  fight: 

llir  weapons  were  bot  weake  (God  knows) 
And  he  was  much  of  might. 

It  booted  not  to  crie, 
Since  heipe  was  not  at  bande. 

And  still  before  hir  fearefol  fiice, 
Hir  cruel  foe  did  stande. 

And  yet  she  (weeping  cride) 
Vppon  her  sisters  name, 

Hir  fathers,  and  hir  brothers,  oh; 
Who  facte  did  foyle  her  feme. 

And  on  the  Gods  she  calde. 
For  helpe  in  hir'distresse, 

But  al  ia  vaiae  he  wrought  bis  wil 
Whose  lust  was  not  the  lesse. 

The  filthie  fscte  once  done. 
He  gaoe  hir  leane  to  greete. 

And  there  she  sat  much  like  a  birde 
New  scapte  from  falcons  feete. 

Whose  Mood  embroes  hir  selfe, 
And  sitts  in  sorrie  plight, 

Ne  dare  she  proine  hir  plumes  again. 
But  feares  a  second  flight. 

At  last  when  hart  came  homey 
Discheveld  as  she  sate. 

With  hands  vphelde,  she  tried  hir  tongue^ 
To  wreake  hir  woful  state. 

O  Barbrons  blood  (qnoth  she) 
By  Barbarous  deeds  disgrast. 

Could  no  kinde  coale,  nor  pitties  sparke. 
Within  thy  brest  be  plaste? 

Conld  not  my  foth'ers  bests 
Nor  my  most  nithful  teares. 

My  maydenboode,  nor  tbine  owne  yoke. 
Affright  thy  minde  with  feares? 


Could  not  my  sisters  lone 
Once  quench  thy  filthy  lost? 

Thou  foilst  us  aly  and  eke  thy  seKe, 
We  grievd,  and  thou  Tujust. 

By  thee  I  have  defilde 
My  dearest  sisters  bedde 

By  thee  I  compte  the  life  bot  lost. 
Which  too  too  long  I  ledde. 

By  thee  (thou  Bigamus) 
Oiu*  fethers  griefe  must  grower 

Who  daughters  twain  (and  two  too  much) 
Vppon  thee  did  bestowe. 

But  since  my  fault,  thy  feete. 
My  fethers  just  offence. 

My  sisters  wrong,  with  my  reprocbet 
I  cannot  so  dispence. 

If  any  Gods  be  good 
If  right  in  heauen  do  raigne. 

If  right  or  wrong  may  make  veaengek 
Thou  Shalt  be  paid  againe. 

And  (wicked)  do  thy  wurst« 
Thou  canst  no  more  but  kil : 

And  oh  that  death  (before  this  gilte) 
Had  ouercome  my  will. 

Then  might  my  soule  beneath, 
Haue  triumpht  yet  and  saide. 

That  though  I  died  diseonteAt, 
I  livde  and  dide  a  mayde. 

Herewith  hir  swelling  sobbes. 
Did  tie  hir  toiig  from  talke. 

Whiles  yet  the  Thracian  tyrant  there 
To  beare  these  words  did  walke. 

And  skornefully  he  cast 
At  hir  a  frowning  glaance. 

Which  made  the  mayde  to  striue  for  $pech^ 
And  stertling  from  hir  traunce, 

I  wil  reuenge  (quoth  she) 
For  here  1  shake  off  shame, 

And  wil  (my  selfe)  bewray  this  feete 
Therby  to  foile  thy  fame. 

Amidde  the  thickest  throngs 
(If  I  haue  leaue  to  go) 

I  will  pronounce  this  bloudic  deede. 
And  blotte  thine  honor  so. 

If  I  in  deserts  dwel. 
The  woods,  my  words  shal  heare. 

The  holts,  the  hi  lies,  the  craggte  rocks. 
Shall  witnesse  with  me  beare. 

I  wil  so  fil  the  ayre 
With  noyse  of  this  thine  acte. 

That  gods  and  men  hs  heauen  and  earth 
Shal  note  the  oaughtie  facte. 

These  words  amazde  the  king» 
Conscience  with  choller  straue. 

But  rage  so  rackte  his  restks  thoiight»« 
That  now  he  gan  to  raue. 

And  from  his  sbeath  a  knife 
Ful  despratly  he  drawes, 

Wherwith  he  cut  the  guiltlesse  tong 
Out  of  hir  tender  jawes. 
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The  tong  that  rubde  his  gall, 
The  tong  that  tolde  but  trutbe, 

The  tong  that  movde  him  to  be  mad. 
And  should  have  moued  ruth. 

And  from  his  hand  with  spight 
This  trustie  tongue  he  cast. 

Whose  roote,  and  it  (to  wreake  this  wrong) 
Did  wagge  yet  wondrous  fut. 

So  stirres  the  serpents  taile 
When  it  is  cut  in  twaine, 

And  so  it  seemes  that  weakest  willes, 
(By  words)  would  ease  their  paine. 

I  blush  to  tell  this  tale, 
But  sure  best  books  say  this; 

That  yet  the  butcher  did  not  blush 
Hir  blottdy  mouth  to  kisse. 

And  ofte  hir  bulke  embrast. 
And  ofter  quencht  the  Are, 

Which  kindled  had  the  furnace  first. 
Within  his  foule  desire. 

{(for  herewithal  content, 
To  Progne  home  he  came, 

Who  askt  him  streight  of  Philomcne: 
He  (faigning  gpriefe  of  game) 

Brust  out  in  bitter  teares. 
And  sayde  the  dame  was  dead. 

And  falsly  tolde  what  wery  life 
Hir  father  (for  hir)  ledde. 

The  Thi-acian  Sueene  cast  off 
Hir  gold,  and  gorgeous  weedc. 

And  drest  in  dole,  bewailde  her  death 
Whom  she  thought  dead  in  deede. 

A  sepulchre  she  builds 
(But  for  a  liuing  corse) 

And  praide  the  gods  on  sisters  soule 
To  take  a  iust  remorse: 

And  offred  sacrifice. 
To  all  the  powers  aboue. 

Ah  traiterous  Thracian  Tereus, 
This  was  true  force  of  lone. 

The  heauens  had  whirie  aboute 
Twelue  yeeres  in  order  due 

And  twelue  times  euery  flowre  and  plant. 
Their  liueries  did  renew. 

Whiles  Philomene  full  close 
In  shepcote  stil  was  clapt, 

£nforst-to  bide  by  stonte  walles 
Which  fast  (in  hold)  hir  kapt 

And  as  those  walles  forbadde 
Hir  feete  by  flight  to  scape, 

So  was  hir  tong,  by  knife,  lestrainde. 
For  to  reueale  this  rape. 

No  remedie  remajmde. 
But  mely  womens  wttte. 

Which  aodainly  in  queintest  chance. 
Can  best  itselfe  acquit. 

And  Miserie  amongst 
Tenne  thousand  mischieues  moe, 

Leames  poUicie  in  practises. 
As  proofe  makes  men  to  knowe. 


With  curious  needle  worke, 
A  garment  gan  she  make, 

Whenn  she  wrote  what  bale  she  bode. 
And  al  for  bewties  sake. 

This  garment  gan  she  gine 
To  trustie  seruants  bande. 

Who  streight  conneid  it  to  the^ queen 
Of  Thracian  Tirants  lande. 

When  Progne  red  the  writ, 
(A  wondrous  tale  to  tell) 

She  kept  it  close:  though  malice  made 
Hir  venging  hart  to  swdL 

And  did  deferre  the  deede. 
Til  time  and  place  might  seme. 

But  in  hir  minde  a  sbarpe  reoeoge. 
She  fully  did  reserae. 

0  silence  seldome  seene. 
The  women  counsell  keepe. 

The  cause  was  this,  she  wakt  bir  wita 
And  lullde  bir  tong  on  sleepe. 

1  speake  against  my  sex. 
So  haue  I  done  before. 

But  troth  is  truth,  and  muste  be  toMe 
Though  daunger  keepe  the  dore. 

The  thirde  yeres  rytes  renewed. 
Which  Bacchus  to  belong. 

And  in  that  night  the  queene  prepares 
Reuenge  for  al  hir  wroQgs. 

She  (girt  in  Bacchus  gite) 
With  sworde  hir  selfe  doth  arme. 

With  wreathes  of  vines  about  hirbrowes 
And  many  a  needles  charme. 

And  forth  in  lurie  flings, 
Hir  handmaides  following  fost, 

Vntil  with,  bastie  steppes  she  foonde 
The  shepcote  at  the  last. 

There  howling  out  alonde. 
As  Bacchus  priests  do  crie. 

She  brake  the  dores,  and  found  the  place 
Where  Philomene  did  lye. 

And  toke  hir  ont  by  force. 
And  drest  hir  Bacchus  like. 

And  hid  hir  face  with  boughes  and  leaues 
For  being  knowen  by  like. 

And  brought  hir  to  hir  house, 
But  when  the  wretch  it  knewe 

That  now  againe  she  was  so  neere 
To  Tereus  untrue. 

She  trembled  oft  for  dreade 
And  lookt  like  ashes  pale. 

But  Progne  (now  in  priuie  place) 
Set  silence  al  to  sale. 

And  tooke  the  garments  off, 
Piscouering  first  hir  face, 

And  sister  like  did  louingly 
Faire  Phylomene  embrace. 

There  she  (by  shame  abasht) 
Held  downe  hir  weeping  eyes, 
.     As  who  should' say:  Thy  right  (by  me) 
Is  reft  in  wrongful  wise. 
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And  down  on  gronnd  Rhe  falles, 
Which  ground  shtf  kist  hir  fill, 

As  witnesse  that  the  filthie  facte 
Was  done  against  hir  wil. 

And  cast  hir  hands  to  heauen. 
In  steede  of  tong  to  tell, 

What  violence  the  lecher  vsde, 
And  how  hee  did  hir  qnell. 

Wherewith  the  Sueene  brake  off 
Hir  piteons  pearcing  plainte, 

And  snrare  with  sworde  (no  teares)  to  venge 
For  craft  of  this  constrainte. 

Or  if  (quoth  she)  there  bee 
Some  other  meane  more  sure, 

More  steame,  more  stonte,  than  naked  sword 
Some  mischiefe  to  procure, 

I  sweare  by  al  the  Oods, 
I  shall  the  same  embrace. 

To  wreake  this  wrong  with  blondie  hande 
Vppon  the  king  of  Thrace. 

Ne  will  I  spare  to  spende 
My  life  in  sisters  cause. 

In  sisters?  ah  what  said  I  wretch? 
My  wrong  shall  lend  me  lawet. 

I  wil  the  pallace  bume. 
With  al  the  princes  pelfe. 

And  in  the  midst  of  flaming  fire, 
Wil  caste  the  king  him  selfe. 

I  wil  scrat  out  those  eyes^ 
That  taught  biro  first  to  lust. 

Or  teare  his  tong  from  traitors  throte. 
Oh  that  reuenge  were  iust. 

Or  s1««ping  let  me  seeke 
To  Kcnde  the  soule  to  hel 

Whose  barbarou:)  bones  for  filthy  force, 
Did  seeme  to  beare  the  bel. 

These  words  and  more  in  rage 
Pronounced  by  this  dame, 

Hir  little  sonne  came  leaping  in 
Which  Itis  had  to  name. 

Whose  presence,  could  not  please 
For  (vewing  well  his  fece) 

Ah  wretch  (quoth  she)  bow  like  his  groweth 
Vnto  his  fathers  grace. 

And  therwithal  resolvde 
A  rare  revenge  in  deede 

Wheron  to  thinke  (withouten  words) 
My  wofttl  hart  doth  bleede. 

But  when  the  lad  lokt  vp, 
And  cheerelully  did  smile, 

And  bung  about  his  mothers  necke 
With  easie  weight  therewhile, 


And  kist  (as  children  vse) 
His  angrie  mothers  cheeke, 

Hir  minde  was  movde  to  much  remorca 
Aud  mad  became  ful  meeke. 

Ne  could  she  teares  refrayne, 
But  wept  against  hir  will, 

Such  tender  rewth  of  toDOcence, 
Hir  cmcll  mooda  did  kill. 


At  last  (so  furie  wrought) 
Within  hir  brest  she  felt. 

That  too  much  pitie  made  hir  minde 
Too  womanlike  to  melt. 

And  saw  hir  sister  sit, 
With  heauy  harte  and  cheere. 

And  now  on  hir,  and  then  on  him. 
Full  lowringly  did  leare, 

Into  t^ese  words  she  burst 
(2uoth  she)  why  flatters  he? 

And  why  agaiiie  (with  tong  cut  out) 
So  sadly  sitteth  she? 

He,  mother,  mother  calies. 
She  sister  cannot  say. 

The  one  in  earnest  doth  lament. 
That  other  whines  in  plaie. 

Pandions  line  (quoth  she) 
Remember  stil  your  race, 

And  neuer  marke  the  subtil  shewes 
Of  any  soule  in  Thrace. 

You  should  degenerate. 
If  right  reuenge  you  slake. 

More  right  reuenge  can  neuer  bee. 
Than  this  reuenge  to  make. 

Al  ill  that  may  be  thought, 
Al  mischief  vnder  skies, 

Were  pietie  compard  to  that 
Which  Tereus  did  deuise. 

She  holds  no  longer  hande. 
But  (Tygrelike)  she  toke 

The  little  boy  ful  boistrously 
Who  now  for  terror  quooke. 

And  (craning  mothers  helpe) 
She  (mother)  toke  a  blade. 

And  in  hir  sonnet  smal  tender  hart 
An  open  wound  she  made. 

The  cruel  dede  dispatcht, 
Betwene  the  sisters  twaine 

They  tore  in  peces  quarterly 
The  corps  which  they  had  slaine. 

Some  part,  they  hoong  on  hooks, 
The  rest  they  laide  to  fire. 

And  on  the  table  caused  it, 
Be  set  before  the  fire. 

And  counterfaite  a  cause 
(As  Grecians  order  then) 

That  at  such  feasts  (but  onely  one) 
They  might  abide  no  men. 

He  knowing  not  their  crafte. 
Sat  downe  alone  to  eate. 

And  hungerly  bis  owne  warme  bloud 
Devoured  there  for  meate. 

His  ouersight  was  such, 
That  he  for  Itis  sent. 

Whose  murdered  membei:s  in  his  mawe. 
He  priuily  had  pent. 

No  longer  Progne  then, 
Hir  joy  of  griefs  could  hid*». 

The  thing  thou  seekst,  O  wretch,  (quoth  she) 
Within  tb«e  doth  abide. 
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Whenrith  (he  waxhig  vrotb» 
And  searching  for  his  sonne) 

Came  forth  at  length,  fttire  PhilomeDe 
By  whom  the  griefe  begonne. 

And  (clokt  in  Bacchus  copes, 
Wherwith  she  then  was  cladde]^ 

In  fathers  bosom  cast  the  head 
Of  Itis  selly  ladde: 

Nor  euer  in  hh-  life 
Had  more  desire  tu  speeke, 

Than  now :  wherby  hir  madding  moed 
Might  al  hir  malice  wreake. 

The  Thracian  prince  stert  vp, 
Whose  hart  did  boyle  in  brest. 

To  fcele  the  foode,  and  see  the  sawce, 
Which  he  could  not  disgest. 

And  armed  (as  he  was) 
He  followed  both  the  Greekes» 

On  whom  (by  smarte  of  sword,  and  flame) 
A  sharpe  reuenge  he  seket. 

But  when  the  heauenly  benche, 
These  bloudie  deedes  did  see. 

And  found  that  blond  stil  conits  blond 
And  so  none  ende  could  be. 

They  then  by  their  fbrsight 
Thought  meete  to  stinte  the  strife, 

And  so  restraind  the  mardring  king. 
From  sister  and  from  wife. 

So  that  by  their  decree, 
The  yongest  daughter  fledde 

Into  the  thicks,  where  cooertly, 
A  cloister  life  she  ledde. 

And  yet  to  ease  hir  woe. 
She  worthily  can  sing, 

And  as  thou  hearst,  can  please  the  eares 
Of  many  men  in  spring. 

The  eldest  dame  and  wife 
A  Swallow  was  assignde. 

And  builds  in  smoky  chimney  toppcs 
And  flies  against  the  winde. 

The  king  him  selfe  condemnde, 
A  Lapwing  for  to  be', 

Who  for  his  yoog  ones  cries  alwais, 
Yet  neuer  can  them  see. 

The  lad  a  Pheasaunt  cocke 
Vor  his  degree  hath  gaind. 

Whose  blouddie  plumes  declare  the  bJood 
Wherwith  his  face  was  staiod. 

But  there  to  tume  my  tele. 
The  which  I  came  to  tell. 

The  yongest  dame  to  forrests  fled. 
And  there  is  dampnde  to  dwell. 

And  Nightingale  now  namde 
Which  (Philomela  hight) 

Delights  for  feare  of  force  again* 
To  sing  alwayes  by  night. 

But  when  the  sunne  to  west. 
Doth  bend  his  weerie  course. 

Then  Phylomene  records  the  rewthr 
Which  craueth  iust  lemone. 


And  for  hir  foremost  aoteif 
Tereu,  Tereu,  doth  sing, 

Complaining  stil  vppon  the  nam 
Of  that  false  Tbraciau  king. 

Much  like  the  childe  at  schole 
With  byrcben  rodds  sore  beaten^ 

If  when  be  go  to  bed  at  night 
His  maister  chauuce  to  threaten. 

In  euery  dreeme  he  startsb 
And  (O  good  maister)  cries, 

£uen  so  this  byrde  rppoo  that 
Hir  foremost  note  replies. 

Or  as  the  red  breast  byrds, 
Whome  prettie  Meriynes  hold 

Ful  fast  in  foote,  by  wintera  mgbt 
To  fende  themselues  fram  cokle : 

Though  afterwards  the  baoke. 
For  pitie  let  them  8cape» 

Yet  al  that  day,  they  fede  in  feaie» 
And  doobte  a  second  rape 

And  in  the  nexfcer  night, 
Ful  many  times  de  crie, 

Remembrii^  yet  the  nithfiil  plight 
Wherein  they  late  did  lye. 

Euen  so-this  selly  bypdc. 
Though  now  transformde  in  kinde. 

Yet  euermore  hir  pangs  forepast. 
She  bearest  stil  in  minde. 

And  in  hir  foremost  notei 
She  notes  that  cruel  name» 

By  whom  she  lost  hir  pleasant  ajpaeck 
And  foiled  was  in  fame. 

Hir  second  note  is  fye. 
In  Greeke  and  Latine  phy. 

In  English  fy,  and  eoery  tong 
That  euer  yet  read  I. 

Which  word  declares  disdaine^ 
Or  lothsome  leying  by 

Of  any^  thing  we  tast,  heare,  toQcbe» 
Smel,  or  beholde  with  eye. 

In  tast,  phy  sheweth  some  sowre. 
In  hearing,  some  discorde, 

lu  touch,  some  foule  or  filthy  toye. 
In  smel,  some  sent  abhorde. 

In  sight,  some  lothsome  loke, 
And  euery  kind  of  wale. 

This  byword  phy  betokncth  bad. 
And  thinge  to  cast  away. 

So  that  it  semes  hir  wili, 
Phy,  phy,  phy,  phy,  to  sing» 

Since  phy  befytteth  him  so  vd^ 
In  euery  kind  of  thing. 

Phy  filthy  lecher  lewde, 
Phy  fidse  vnto  thy  wife, 

Phy  coward  phy,  on  woawakiBda^ 
To  vse  thy  cruel  knife. 

Phy  for  thou  wert  ToklDde, 
Phy  fierce,  and  fbale  fbrsvom^ 

Phy  monster  made  of  mnrdmif 
Whose  like  was  oeuer  bosMS. 
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Phy  agony  of  age, 
Pby  oaerthrowe  of  youihy 

Phy  mirronr  of  mischeuonsnesfle, 
Phy,  tipe  of  al  yntruth. 

Phy  fayning  foroed  teares, 
Pby  forging  fyoc  excuse, 

Phy  penary,  fy  blasphemy, 
Phy  bed  of  al  abuse. 

These  pbyes,  and  mauy  moe« 
Poor  Pbilomene  may  meane. 

And  in  hir  selfe  she  findes  percase, 
SoqM  phy  that  was  vncleaue. 

For  though  his  fowle  offence. 
May  not  defended  bee,  • 

Hir  sister  yet,  and  she  transgrest, 
Thoa  not  so  deepie  as  he. 

His  doome  came  by  deserte. 
Their  dedes  grewe  by  disdaine, 

But  men  must  leaue  reuenge  to  Gods, 
What  wrong  soener  raigne. 

Then  Progne  phy  for  thee, 
Whidi  kiidst  thine  only  child, 

Phy  on  the  cruel  crabbed  hart 
Which  was  not  movde  with  milde. 

Phy,  phy,  thou  close  conveydst   • 
A  secret  il  ▼nsene, 

Where  good  to  keepe  in  oouocel  close 
Had  potrifide  thy  splene. 

Phy  on  thy  sistei-s  facte, 
And  phy  hir  selfe  doth  sing, 

Whose  lack  of  tong  nere  toucht  hir  so 
As  when  it  could  not  sting. 

Phy  on  us  both  saith  she, 
The  fiither  onely  fanlted. 

And  we  (the  father  free  therewbile) 
The  selly  sonne  assailed. 

The  next  note  to  hir  phy 
Is  Jug,  Jiiic,  Jng,  I  gessc, 

That  might  I  leaue  to  latynists 
By  learning  to  expresse. 

Some  commentaries  make 
About  it  much  adoe: 

If  it  should  only  Jngum  meane 
Or  Jufulator  too. 

Some  think  that  Jugum  is 
The  Jug,  she  iugleth  so. 

But  Juguiator  is  the  word 
That  doubleth  al  hir  woe. 

For  when  she  thinkes  thereon. 
She  beares  them  both  in  minde. 

Him  breaker  of  bis  bonde  in  bed, 
Hir,  killer  of  hir  kinde. 

As  last  as  furies  force 
Hir  thoughts  on  him  to  thinke. 

So  fest  hir  conscience  cboks  hir  vp, 
And  wo  to  wrong  doth  linke. 

At  last  (by  griefe  constraiode) 
It  boMely  breaketh  out. 

And  makes  the  hollow  woods  to  ring 
WMi  Eecho  ronad  aboi*. 
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Hir  next  most  note  (to  note) 
I  neede  no  helpe  at  al. 

For  1  my  selfe  the  partie  am 
On  whom  she  then  doth  call. 

She  calls  on  Nemesis 
And  Nemesis  am  I, 

The  Goddesse  of  al  just  reuenge. 
Who  let  no  blame  go  by.  ] 

This  bridle  host  with  gold, 
I  beare  in  my  left  hnnde. 

To  holde  men  backe  in  rashest  rage, 
Vntil  the  cause  be  scand. 

And  such  as  like  that  bitte 
And  beare  it  willingly. 

May  scape  this  scouxge  in  my  right  hand 
Although  they  trode  awry. 

But  if  they  hold  on  head. 
And  scome  to  beare  my  yoke. 

Oft  times  they  buy  the  rost  fill  deare. 
It  smelleth  of  the  smoke. 

This  is  the  cause  (Sir  Squire 
Suoth  she)  that  Phylomene 

Doth  cal  so  much  vpon  my  name. 
She  to  my  lawes  doth  leane : 

She  feeles  a  lust  reuenge 
Of  that  which  she  hath  done, 

Constrainde  to  vse  the  day  for  night, 
And  makes  tlie  moone  hir  sunne, 

Ne  can  she  now  complaine, 
(Although  she  lost  hir  tong) 

For  since  that  time,  ne  yet  before. 
No  byrde  so  swctely  soong. 

That  gift  we  Gods  hir  gaue. 
To  countenraile  hir  woe, 

I  sat  on  bench  in  heaoen  my  selfe 
When  it  was  graunted  so. 

And  though  hir  foe  be  fledde. 
But  whither  knowes  not  she, 

And  like  hir  selfe  transformed  eka 
A  selly  byrde  to  beet 

On  him  this  sharpe  reuenge 
The  Oods  and  I  did  take,  . 

He  neither  can  beholde  his  brats, 
Nor  is  belovde  of  make. 

As  soone  as  coles  of  kinde 
Haue  warmed  him  to  do 

The  selly  shift  of  dewties  dole 
Which  him  belongeth  to: 

His  hen  straight  way  him  hates, 
And  flieth  farre  him  firo. 

And  close  conucis  hir  eggs  from  him. 
As  from  hir  mortal  foe. 

As  sone  as  she  hath  hatcht, 
Hir  little  yong  ones  ranne, 

For  feare  their  dame  should  seme  them  efte, 
As  Progne  had  begonne. 

And  rounde  about  the  fields 
The  furious  father  flies, 

To  seke  his  sonne,  and  fillet  the  ayra 
With  loude  lamenting  cries. 
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This  lothaome  li€e  Ue  leads. 
By  our  almightie  dome. 

And  tbas  sings  she,  where  oompanj 
But  very  seidome  come. 

Now  le^t  my  faithful  Ule 
For  fable  should  be  taken. 

And  therevpon  my  courtesie. 
By  thee  might  be  forsakea: 

Remember  al  my  words. 
And  beare  them  wel  in  minde^ 

And  make  thereof  a  metaphore. 
So  shalt  thou  quickly  finde, 

Both  profits  and  pastime. 
In  al  that  I  th  e  tel: 

1  koowe  tliy  skill  wil  serue  therto, 
And  so  (quoth  she)  fitrewelL 

Wherewith  (methought)  she  flong  so  last  away. 
That  scarce  1  could,  hir  seemely  sbaddow  see. 
At  last:  my  staffe  (which  was  mine  onely  stay) 
Did  slippe,  and  1,  mu«t  needes  awaked  be, 
Agaimit  my  wil  did  I  (God  knowes)  awake. 
For  willingly  1  could  my  selfe  content, 
Ceuen  dayes  to  sleepe  fbr  Philomelas  sake,  [spent 
So  that  my  sleepe  in  such  swete  thoughts  were 
But  you  my  Lord  which  reade  this  ragged  uerse. 
Forgive  the  faults  of  my  so  sleepy  muse. 
Let  me  the  heast  of  Nemesis  rehearse. 
For  sure  I  see,  much  sense  thereof  ensues. 
I  seeuie  to  t«e  (my  Loid)  that  lechers  lust,     [est. 
Procures  the  plague,  and  vengeaunce  of  the  high- 
/  I  may  not  say,  but  God  is  good  and  iust. 
Although  he  scourge  the  furdest  for  the  nighest : 
The  fathers  fctutt  lights  sometime  on  the  sonne, 
Yea  farre  discents  it  beares  the  burden  stil, 
Whereby  it  falles  (when  vaine  delight  is  done) 
That  dole  steppes  in  and  wields  the  world  at  wil. 
O  whoredome,  whoredome,  hope  fbr  no  good  happe. 
The  best  is  bad  that  lights  on  lechery 
And  (al  wel  weyed)  he  sits  in  Fortunes  lappe. 
Which  feeles  no  sharper  scourge  than  beggery. 
You  princes,  peeres,  you  comely  courting  knights. 
Which  vse  al  arte  to  marre  the  maidens  mindes, 
Which  win  al  dames  with  baite  of  fonde  delights, 
Which  bcwtie  force,  to  loose  what  bountie  bindes: 
Think  on  the  scourge  that  Nemesis  doth  beare,     . 
Remember  this,  that  God  (although  he  winke) 
Doth  sec  al  sinnes  that  euer  secret  were. 
Ve  vobis  then  which  ^ill  in  sinne  do  sirike. 
Gods  mercy  lends  you  brydles  for  desire. 
Hold  backe  betime,  fbr  feare  you  catch  a  foyle. 
The  flesh  may  spurre  to  euerlasting  fire, 
But  sure,  that  horse  which  tyreth  like  a  roile, 
And  lothes  the  griefe  of  his  forgalded  sides, 
Is  better,  much  than  is  the  hairbrainde  colte 
Which  headlong  runnes  and  for  no  bridle  bydes. 
But  hontes  for  sinne  in  euery  hit  and  holte. 
He  which  is  single,  let  him  spare  to  spil 
The  flowre  of  force,  which  makes  a  famous  man : 
Lest  when  he  comes  to  matrimonies  will. 
His  finest  graine  be  burnt,  and  ful  of  branne. 
He  that  is  yokte  and  hath  a  wedded  wife, 
Be  wel  content  with  that  which  may  suffyse. 
And  (were  no  God)  yet  feare  of  worldly  strife 
Might  make  him  lothe  the  bed  where  Lays  lies: 
For  though  Pandyons  daughter  Progne  shee. 
Were  so  transforrade  into  a  fethered  foule. 
Yet  seemes  she  not  withoaten  heires  to  be. 


Who  (wrongde  like  hir)  ful  aagrdyctn  acoale,. 
And  beare  in  brest  a  right  reneoging  mode. 
Til  time  and  place,  may  serae  to  worke  their  wiIL 
Yea  surely  some,  the  best  pf  al  the  broode 
(If  they  had  might)  with  furious  force  woold  kil. 
But  fbrcje  them  not,  whose  force  is  not  to  force. 
And  way  their  words  as  blasts  of  blostring  winde, 
Which  comes  ful  calme,  when  stormes  are  past  by 

course: 
Yet  God  aboue  that  can  both  lose  and  bynde, 
Wil  not  so  soone  appeased  be  therefore. 
He  makes  the  male,  of  female  to  be  hated. 
He  makes  the  sire  go  sighing  wondrous  sore. 
Because  the  sonne  of  such  is  seidome  rated. 
I  meane  the  sonnes  of  such  rash  sitaning  aires. 
Are  seidome  sene  to  runne  a  ruly  race. 
But  plagude  (be  like)  by  fathers  fbule  deaires 
Do  gadde  abroade,  and  lack  the  guide  of  grace. 
Then  (Lapwinglike)  the  father  flies  about. 
And  howles  and  cries  to  see  his  children  stray. 
Where  he  him  selfe  (and  no  man  better)  niougfat 
Haue  taught  his  bratU  to  take  a  better  way. 
Thus  men  (my  Lord)  be  Metamoipbosed, 
From  seemely  shape,  to  byrds,  and  ougly  beasts : 
Yea  brauest  dames  (if  they  amisse  once  tiwlde) 
Finde  bitter  sauce,  for  al  their  pleasant  feasts. 
They  must  in  fine  condemned  be  to  dwdl 
In  tbickes  vnseene,  in  mewes  fbr  minyona  made^ 
Vntil  at  last  (if  they  can  bryde  it  wel) 
They  may  chop  chalke,  and  take  some  better  trade. 
Beare  with  me  (Lord)  my  lusting  dayes  are  done, 
Payre  philomene  forbad  me  fayre  and  flat 
To  like  such  loue,  as  is  with  lost  begonne. 
The  lawfol  lone  is  best,  and  I  like  that. 
Then  if  you  see,  that  (Lapwinglike)  1  channoe. 
To  leape  againe,  beyond  my  lawful  reache» 
(I  take  hard  taske)  or  but  to  giue  a  glannce^ 
At  bewties  blase:  for  such  a  wilful  breache. 
Of  promise  made,  my  Lord  shal  do  no  wroag. 
To  say,  George,  thinke  on  Pfaylomelaes  aoog. 

FINIS. 

Tarn  Martin,  quam  Mercurio. 

And  thus  my  very  good  L.  may  se  bow  cofaler* 
like  I  haue  clouted  a  new  patch  to  an  olde  sole, 
beginning  this  complainte  of  Philomene,  in  Aprill, 
1562,  continuing  it  a  little  furder  in  Aprill  15*75, 
and  now  thus  finished  this  thirde  day  of  Aprill, 
1576.  At  which  mine  April  showers  are  hambly 
sent  ynio  your  good  Lordship,  for  that  I  hope  very 
shortly  to  see  the  May  flowers  of  yoor  fauour, 
which  I  desire,  more  than  I  can  deserae.  And  yet 
rest 

Your  Lordships  bownden  and  i 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 

[From  Gascoigne*s  Prose  Works,  Dramas,  &c.] 
CH0RUSSE8  FROM  JOCASTA. 

CHORUS  TO  ACT.  II. 

O  FIERCE  and  furious  Mars,  whose  haiiDefail 
Reioycetb  most  to  shed  the  giltlesse  blood,  [haiti^ 
Whose  headie  wil  doth  all  the  vorkl  snbiieit. 
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And  doth  enoie  the  pleasant  mery  moode. 
Of  our  estate  that  erst  in  qliiet  stoode. 
\Vh y  doeftt  thou  thus  our  harmelesse  towne  apnoye, 
Which  mightie  Bacchus  gpuemed  in  ioye? 

Father  of  warre  and  death,  that  dost  remoue 
"With  wrathfull  wrecke  from  wofull  mothers  breast. 
The  trustie  pledges  of  their  tender  loue, 
So  graunC  the  Gods,  that  for  our  finall  rest, 
Daoie  Venos  pleasant  lookes  may  please  thee  best, 
Wherby  when  thou  shalt  all  amazed  stand. 
The  sword  may  fail  out  of  thy  trembling  hand. 

And  thou  maist  prone  some  other  way  full  well 
The  bloudie  prowesse  of  thy  mightie  speare, 
"Wherwith  thou  raisest  from  the  depth  of  hell. 
The  wrathfull  sprites  of  all  the  furies  there, 
Who  when  the  weake,  doe  wander  euery  where. 
And  neuer  rest  to  range  about  the  coastes, 
Tenriche  that  pit  with  spoile  of  damned  ghostes. 

And  when  thou  hast  our  fieldes  forsaken  thus. 
Let  cniell  discorde  beare  thee  companie, 
Engirt  with  snakes  and  serpents  venemous, 
Euen  she  that  can  with  red  virmilion  dye 
Th«  gladsome  greene  that  florisbt  pleasantly, 
And  make  the  greedie  ground  a  drinking  cup, 
To  sup  the  bloud  of  Qiurdered  bodyes  rp. 

Yet  thou  returnc  O  ioyo  and  pleasant  peace, 
From  whence  thou  didst  against  our  wil  depart, 
Ne  let  thy  worth ie  minde  from  trauell  cease, 
To  chase  disdaine  out  of  the  poysned  harte. 
That  raised  warre  to  all  our  payiies  and  smarte, 
Euen  from  the  brest  of  Oedipus  his  sonne, 
Whose  swelling  pride  hath  all  this  iarre  begonne. 

And  thou  great  God,  that  doest  all  things  de- 
cree, 
And  sitst  on  highe  aboue  the  starrie  skies, 
Thou  chiefcst  cause  of  causes  all  that  bee, 
Regard  not  his  oifcnce  but  heai-e  our  cries, 
Aiid  spedily  rcdresse  our  miseries. 
For  what  cause  we  poore  wofull  wretches  doe 
But  craue  thy  aide,  and  onely  cleaue  therto '  ? 

eUORUS  TO  ACT.  III. 

Wheh  she  that  rules  the  rolling  wheele  of  chaunce, 
Doth  turne  aside  hir  angrie  frowing  face. 
On  him,  whom  erst  she  deigned  to  aduanoe. 
She  neuer  leaues  to  gaulde  him  with  disgrace, 
To  tosse  and  turne  his  state  in  euery  place. 
Till  at  the  kst  she  hurle  him  from  on  high 
And  yeld  him  subiect  vnto  miserie: 

And  as  the  braunche  that  from  the  roote  is  reft. 
He  neuer  winnes  like  life  to  that  he  lefte : 

Yea  though  he  do,  yet  can  not  tast  of  ioy 
Compare  with  pangs  that  past  in  his  annoy. 

Well  did  the  heauens  ordeine  for  our  behoofe 
Necessitle,  and  fates  by  them  alowde, 
That  when  we  see  our  high  mishappes  aloofe 
(As  though  our  eyes  were  mufled  with  a  cloude) 

« •*  In  the  favourite  address  to  Mars  (See  Phoe- 
niss.  page  140.  edit.  Barnes.)  Gascoigne  has  total- 
ly deserted  the  rich  imagery  of  Euripides,  yet  has 
found  means  to  form  an  original  ode,  which  is  by 
>•  means  destitute  of  pathoi  or  imagination." 

Warton. 


Our  froward  will  doth  shriqke  itselfe  andshrowde 
From  our  auaile  wherwith  we  ninne  so  farre : 
As  none  amends  can  make  that  we  do  marre : 

Then  drawes  euill  happe  and  striues  to  shew  his 
strength, 
And  such  as  yeld  vnto  his  might,  at  length 

He  leades  them  by  neccs&itie  the  way 
That  destinie  preparde  for  our  decay. 

.  The  Mariner  amidde  the  swelling  seas 
Who  seeth  his  barke  with  many  a  billowe  beaten. 
Now  here,  now  there,,  as  wind  and  waues  best 

please, 
When  thundring  Jooewith  tempest  list  to  threaten. 
And  dreades  in  depest  gulfe  for  to  be  eaten. 
Yet  learnes  a  meane  by  mere  necessitie 
To  sane  himselfe  in  such  extremitie: 

For  when  he  seeth  no  man  hath  witte  nor  powra 
To  file  from  fiite  when  fortune  list  to  lou're. 

His  only  hope  on  mightie  Joue  doth  caste. 
Whereby  he  winnes  the  wished  heauen.at  last. 

How  fond  is  that  man  in  his  iantasie. 
Who  thinks  that  Joue  the  maker  of  vs  at. 
And  he  that  tempers  all  in  heauen  on  high. 
The  sunne,  the  mone,  the  starres  celestiall. 
So  that  no  leafe  without  his  leaue  can  fally 
Hath  not  in  him  omnipotence  also 
To  guide  and  gouerne  all  things  here  below? 

O  blinded  eies,  O  wretched  mortall  wights, 
O  subiect  slaues  to  euery  ill  that  lights,    [scome» 

To  scape  such  wop,  such  paine,  such  shame  and 
Happie  were  he  that  neuer  had  bin  borne. 

Well  might  duke  Creon  driuen  by  destinie, 
(If  true  it  be  that  olde  Tyresias  saith) 
Redeme  our  citie  fiom  this  miserie. 
By  his  consent  vnto  Meneceus  death. 
Who  of  himselfe  would  faine  haue  lost  his  breth: 
"  But  euery  man  is  loth  for  to  fulfill 
The  heauenly  best  that  pleaseth  not  his  will. 

That  publique  weale  must  needes  to  mine  go 
Where  priuate  profite  is  preferred  so." 

Yet  mightie  God,  thy  only  aide  we  crane. 
This  towne  from  siege,  and  vs  from  sdrowe  saue-. 


FROM  THE  ADUENTURES  OF 
FERDINANDO  lERONIML 

Of  thee  deare  Dame,  three  lessons  would  I  leame: 
What  reason  first  persuades  the  foolish  Fly 
(As  soone  as  shee  a  candle  can  disceme) 
To  play  with  flame,  till  shee  bee  burnt  thereby? 
Or  what  may  moue  the  Mouse  to  byte  the  bayte 
Which  strikes  the  trappe,  that  stops  hir  hungry 

breth? 
What  calles  the  bird,  where  snares  of  deepe  deceit 
Are  closely  couchi  to  draw  hir  to  hir  death? 
Consider  well,  what  is  the  cause  of  this. 
And  though  percase  thou  wilt  not  so  oonfesse. 
Yet  deepe  desire,  to  gayne  a  heauenly  blisse. 
May  drowne  the  minde  in  dole  and  dark  distresse: 
Oft  is  it  scene  (whereat  my  hart  may  bleede) 
Fooles  play  so  long  till  they  be  caught  in  deede. 

And  then 
It  is  a  heauen  to  see  them  hop  and  skip. 
And  seeke  all  shiftes  to  shake  their  shackles  off: 
It  is  a  worid,  to  see  them  hang  the  lip. 
Who  (eaist}  at  loue,  were  wont  to  skome  ond  sko£ 
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But  as  the  Moufe^  6iice  caught  in  crafty  trap. 
May  bounce  and  beate  against  the  boonden  wall,   ' 
Till  shee  haue  brought  hir  head  in  such  mishap. 
That  downe  to  death  hir  funting  lymbes  must  &II: 
And  as  the  File  once  singed  in  the  flame. 
Cannot  commaund  hir  wings  to  wane  away : 
But  by  the  heelei  sbee  hangeth  in  the  same 
Till  croell  death  hir  hasty  iourney  stay : 
So  they  that  seeke  to  breake  the  linkes  of  loue 
Striue  with  the  streamci  and  this  by  paine  I  proue. 

For  when 
I  first  beheld  that  heauenly  hewe  of  thine, 
Thy  stately  stature,  and  thy  comly  grace, 
I  must  confesse  these  dazled  eies  of  mine 
Did  wincke  for  feare,  when  I  first  viewd  thy  face: 
But  bold  desire  did  open  them  againe,    • 
And  bad  mee  looke  till  I  had  lookt  to  long, 
I  pitied  them  that  did  procure  my  paine. 
And  louM  the  lookes  that  wrought  me  all  the  wrong: 
And  as  the  byrd  once  caught  (but  woorks  hir  woe) 
That  strines  to  leane  the  limed  twigges  behind : 
Euen  so  the  more  I  straue  to  parte  thee  fro, 
The  greater  grief  did  growe  within  my  minde: 
Remedilesae  then  must  I  yeeld  to  thee. 
And  craue  no  more,  thy  seruaunt  but  to  bee. 


SONVBT. 


Lode,  hope,  and  deith,  do  stirre  in  me  such  strife, 

As  neuer  man  but  I  led  such  alife. 

First  burning  loue  doth  wound  my  hart  to  death. 

And  when  death  comes  at  call  of  inward  griefe, 

Colde  lingering  hope  doth  feede  my  fainting  breath 

Against  my  will,  and  yeeldes  my  wound  reliefer 

So  that  I  liue,  but  yet  my  life  is  such. 

As  death  would  neuer  greue  me  halfe  so  much. 

No  comfort  then  but  only  this  I  tast, 

To  salue  such  sore,  such  hope  will  neuer  want, 

And  with  such  hope,  such  life  will  euer  last. 

And  with  such  life,  such  sorrowes  are  not  skant. 

Oh  straunge  desire,  O  life  with  torments  tost. 

Through  too  much  hope,  mine  onely  hope  is  lost 


Then  (all  to  late)  agast,  I  did  my  foote  retire. 
And  sought  with  secret  sighes  to  quench  my  giedie 

skalding  fire 
But  lo,  I  did  preuaile  asmnche  to  gaide  my  will. 
As  he  that  seeks  with  halting  heele,  to  bop  against 

the  hill. 

Or  as  the  feeble  sight,  woulde  searche  the  snonie 

beamci  [the  streame. 

Euen  «o  I  founde  but  labour  lost,  to  striue  against 

Then  gao  I  thus  resolue,  since  liking  forced  lone. 

Should  I  mislike  my  happie  choice,  before  I  did  it 

proue  ? 

And  since  none  other  ioye  I  h^dbut  ber  to  see, 

Shoulde  1  retire  my  deepe  desire?  no  no  it  would 

not  bee  :  [well  deseme. 

Though    great  the  duetie  were,   that  sliee  did 

i  And  I  poore  man,  mworthie  am  so  worthie  a  wight 

j  to  serue. 

Yet  hope  my  comfort  staide,  thnt  the  wonki 

haue  regard,  [for  last  reward : 

'  To  my  good  will  that  nothing  cran'd,  Imt  like 

1  see  the  iaucon  gent  sometime  will  tmke  delight, 

I  To  seeke  the  solace  of  hir  wing,  and  dalUe  with  a 

I  kite. 

I      The  fairest  Woulf  will  choose  the  foulest  for  hir 

I  make,  [bir  sake : 

And  why  i  because  he  doth  indore  moet  sorrow  for 

Euen  so  had  I  like  hope,  when  dolefull  daies  were 

spent 
When  wearje  wordes  were  wasted  well,  to  open 
true  entent. 

When  flnddes  of  flowing  teares,  had  wa^t  my 

weeping  eies. 
When  trembling  tongue  had  troubled  hir,  with 

loud  lamenting  cries : 
At  last  hir  worthy  will  would  pittie  this  my  plairt. 
And  comfort  me  hir  owne  poore  slane,   niioB 

feare  had  made  so  faint. 


In  prime  of  lustie  yeares  when  Cupid  caught  me 
in,  [best  begin : 

And  nature  taught  the  waie  to  loue,  how  I  might 
To  please  my  wandring  eie,  in  beauties  tickle  trade, 
To  gaze  on  cache  that  passed  by,  a  carelcsse 
sporte  I  made. 

With  sweete  entising  baite,  I  fisht  for  manie 

a  dame,  [the  flame: 

And  wanned  me  by  manie  a  fire,  yet  felt  I  not 

But  when  at  last  I  spied,  that  face  that  pleasde 

me  most,  [I  began  to  tost 

The  eoales  were  quicke,  the  woods  was  drie,  and 

And  smiling  yet  full  oft,  I  haue  behelde  that  face, 
When  in  my  hearte  I  might  bewaile  mine  ownc 

▼nluckie  case :  [griefe. 

And  oft  againe  with  lokes  that  might  bewraie  my 
1  pleaded  harde  for  iust  rewarde,  and  sought  to 

finde  reliefe. 

What  will  you  more?  so  oft  my  gazing  eies  did 

seeke,  [cheeke : 

To  see  the  rose  and  lillie  striue  vpon  that  liuelie 

Till  at  the  last  I  spied,  and  by  good  proofe  I  fbunde, 

That  in  that  face  was  painted  plaine,  the  pearcer 

ofmy  wouad. 


Wherefore  1  made  a  vowe,  the  stoany  rocka 
should  start. 
Ere  I  presume,  to  let  her  slippe  out  of  my  £uth- 
full  heart. 

LSMUOIE. 

And  when  she  sawe  by  proofe,  the  pith  of  my 

good  will. 
She  tooke  in  worth  this  simple  song,  for  wsat 

of  better  skUl : 
And  as  my  iust  deserts,  hir  gentle  hart  did  mooe. 
She  was  content  to  answere  thus:  I  am  oosktc&tte 

loue. 


A  CLODD  of  care  hath  conred  all  my  ooste. 
And  stormes  of  strife  doo  threaten  to  appenre: 
The  waues  of  woe,  which  I  mistrusted  moste, 
Haue  broke  the  bankes  wherein  my  life  lay  deare: 
Chippes  of  iH  chaonce,  are  faHen  amyd  my  choyoc. 
To  marre  the  mynd,  that  ment  for  to  rdoyce. 

Before  I  sought,  I  founde  the  hanen  of  hap. 
Wherein  (once  found)  I  sought  to  sbrowd  my  ib'p. 
But  lowring  loue  hath  lifte  me  from  hir  lap. 
And  crabbed  lot  beginnes  to  hang  the  tip : 
The  proppes  of  darke  mistrust  do  fkll  so  thick. 
They  pearce  my  coate,  and  Umch  my  akin  at  qoick. 
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What  may  be  iaide,  where  truth  caDDOt  pre- 
naile? 
Vhat  plea  maie  iterae,  where  will  it  selfe  is  iudge? 
What  reason  rules,  where  right  and  reason  fiule  ? 
Reoiedilesse  tken  must  the  guiltlesse  trudge : 
And  seeke  out  care,  to  be' the  caruing  knife, 
To  cut  the  thred  that  lingreth  such  a  life. 


▲  ICOOllBSHVItB. 

Dams  Cinthia  her  selfe  (that  shines  so  bnght. 

And  dayneth  not  to  leaue  bir  loftie  place : 

But  onely  then,  when  Phoebus  shewes  his  face. 

Wliich  is  her  brother  borne  and  lendes  hir  light,) 

Disdaind  not  yet  to  do  my  Lady  right: 

To  proue  that  in  such  heauenly  wightes  aa  she, 

It  sftteth  best  that  right  and  reason  be. 

For  when  she  spied  my  Ladies  golden  raiesy 

Into  the  cloudes, 

Her  head  she  shrondes,  [plaies. 

And  shamed  to  shine  where  she  hir  beames  dis- 

Good  reason  yet,  that  to  my  simple  skill, 
I  ahoald  the  name  of  Cynthia  adore  : 
By  whose  high  helpe,  I  might  beholde  the  more. 
My  Ladies  louely  lookes  at  mine  owne  will. 
With  deepe  content,  to  gare,  and  gaze  my  fill : 
Of  courtesie  and  not  of  darcke  disdaine, 
I>ame  Cynthia  disclosde  my  Lady  plaioe. 
Shee  did  but  lende  hir  light  (as  for  a  lite) 
With  friendely  grace. 
To  shew  hir  face. 
That  else  would  shew  and  shine  in  hir  dispigbt. 

Dan  Fheebos  bee  witii  many  a  lowring  looke. 
Had  hir  behelde  in  yore  in  angrie  wise : 
And  when  he  conlde  none  other  meane  deuise 
To  staine  hir  name,  this  deepe  deceit  he  tooke. 
To  be  the  baite  that  best  might  hide  his  hooke  : 
Into  hir  eles  bis  parching  beames  he  cast. 
To  skorche  their  skinnes,  that  gaz'd  on  hir  full 

fkati 
Whereby  when  many  a  man  was.sunne  burnt  so 
They  thought  my  Sneene, 
The  Sonne  had  beene. 
With  skalding  flames,  which  wrought  them  all 

that  wo. 

And  that  when  many  a  looke  had  lookt  so  long. 
As  that  their  eyes  were  dimme  and  dazaled  both: 
Some  fainting  heartes  that  were  both  leude  and 

loth 
To  looke  agayne  from  whence  that  error  sproug, 
Gan  close  their  eye  for  feare  of  iarther  wrong : 
And  sonse  againe  onoe  drawen  into  the  maze, 
Gan  leiidiy  blame  the  beames  of  beauties  btaxe : 
But  I  with  deepe  foresight  did  aoone  espie. 
How  Phoebus  ment^ 
By  fiilse  intent. 
To  slaunder  so  her  name  with  craeltie. 

Wherefore  at  better  leasure  thought  I  best, 
To  trie  the  treason  of  his  trecherie: 
And  to  ezalt  my  Ladies  dignitie 
When  Phflsbus  fled  and  drewe  him  downe  to  rest, 
Amid  the  waves  that  waiter  in  the  west, 
I  gaa  behold  this  lonely  Ladies  Ihce. 
WbtfMtt  d«M  ]Wtw«  spent  hir  giftm  of  fiMa  s 


And  found  therein  no  parching  heat  at  all. 

But  such  bright  hew. 

As  might  renew. 

An  Aungels  ioyes  in  raigne  oelestiaU. 

The  courteottse  Moone  that  wiaht  to  do  me 
good, 
Did  shine  to  shew  my  dame  more  perfectly. 
But  when  she  sawe  hir  passing  ioUitle, 
The  Moone  for  shame,  did  blush  as  red  as  bloud. 
And  shrounke  aside  and  kept  hir  homes  in  hoode: 
So  that  now  when  Dame  Cynthia  was  gone, 
1  might  enioye  my  Ladies  lokes  alone, 
Yet  honoured  still  the  Moone  with  true  intent. 
Who  taught  vs  skill, 
To  worke  our  will. 
And  gaue  vs  place,  till  all  the  night  was  spent. 


A  GHALLBNOB  TO  BBAVTIB. 

Beauhb  shut  vp  thy  shop,  and  trusse  vp  all  thy 

trash. 
My  Nell  hath  siolne  thy  finest  stufie,and  left  thee 

in  the  lash  [wot. 

Thy  market  now  is  marde,  thy  gaines  are  gone  god 
Thou  hast  no  ware,  that  maie  compare,  with  this 

that  I  baue  got 
As  for  thy  painted  pale,  and  wrinckles  surfied  vp : 
Are  deare  ynough,  for  such  as  lust  to  driake  of 

eucry  cup :  [bagges. 

Thy  bodies  bolstred  out,  with  bumbact  and  with 
Thy  rowles,  thy  ruffes,  thy  caules,  thy  coifes,  thy 

lerkins  and  thy  Jagges. 
Thy  curling,  and  thy  cost,  thy  friesling  and  thy 

fare, 
To  court  to  court  with  al*  those  tois,  and  there 

set  forth  such  ware 
Before  their  hnngrie  eies,  that  gaze  on  euery  gest. 
And  choose  the  cheapest  chaffidre  still,  to  please 

their  foncy  best.  [a  glaunce. 

But  I  whose  stedfost  eies,  conlde  neuer  cart 
With  wandring  loke,  amid  the  prese,  to  take  my 

choise  by  cbaunce 
Haue  wonne  by  due  desert,  a  peece  that  hath  no 

peere,  [there : 

And  left  the  rest  as  refuse  all,  to  serae  the  market 
There  let  him  chuse  that  list,  there  catche  the 

best  who  can  :  [a  gazing  man. 

A  painted  blazing  baite  may  seme,  to  choke 
But  I  haue  slipt  thy  flower,  that  freshest  is  of 

bewe: 
I  haue  thy  come,  goe  sell  thy  cba&,  I  list  to  ^eeke 

no  new. 
The  windowes  of  mine  eies,  are  glaz*d  with  sucb 

delight,  [in  my  sight  j 

As  eche  new  foce  seemesfuil  of  fooltes,  that  blaseth 
And  not  without  iust  cause,  I  can  compare  her  so, 
Loe  here  my  glooe  I  challenge  him,  that  can,  or 

dare  say  no. 
Let  Theseus  come  with  clubbe,  or  Paris  bragge 

with  bread,  [the  Grecian  land : 

To  proue  howe  faire  their  Hellen  was,  that  skourg*d 
Let  mighty  Man  himselfe,  oome  armed  to  the 

field: 
And  vaunt  dame  Venus  to  defend,  with  helmet, 

speare,  and  shield.  [embrace. 

This  hand  that  had  good  hap,  my  Hellen  to 
Shal  haue  Hke  lucke  to  stil  hir  foes,  and  danat 
them  with  disgreoe. 
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And  cause  ihemtoconfesae  by  verdict  and  by  otbe, 
How  farre  hir  louelie  lookes  do  steine,  tbe  beau- 
ties of  them  both. 
And  tbat  my  Helleu  is  more  fiiire  then  Paris 

wife, 
And  doth  deserue  more  femous  praise,  then  Venus 

for  hir  life. 
Which  if  I  notperfourme,  my  life  then  let  me  leese. 
Or  else  be  bound  in  chaines  of  change,  to  begge 
for  beuties  feese. 


BONNET. 

The  stately  Dames  of  Rome,  their  Pearies  did 

weare. 
About  their  neckes  to  beautifie  their  name: 
But  she  (whome  I  doe  serue)  hir  pearies  doth 

beare. 
Close  in  hir  mouth,  and  smiling  shewe,  the  same. 
No  wonder  then,  though  eu'ry  word  she  speakes, 
A  lewell  seeme  in  iudgement  of  the  wise. 
Since  that  hir  sugred  tongue  the  passage  breakes, 
Betweene  two  rockes,  bedeckt  with  pearies  of 

price, 
Hir  haire  of  goMe,  hir  front  of  luoiy, 
(A  bloody  heart  within  so  white  a  breast) 
Hir  teeth  of  Pearle  lippes  Rubie,  christall  eye, 
Needes  must  I  honour  hir  aboue  tbe  rest : 
Since  she  is  fourmed  of  none  other  moulde. 
But  Rubie,  ChrisUll,  luory,  Pearle,  and  Golde. 
Ferdinando  leronimy. 


OASCOIGNE'S  POEMS. 

But  this  infemall  plague  if  6noe  it  tutch. 
Or  venome  once  the  loners  niind  with  gratcli. 
All  festes  and  ioyes  that  aftenrardes  befall. 
The  louer  comptes  them  light  or  nought  at  all. 

This  is  that  sore,  this  is  that  poisoned  wound. 
The  which  to  heale,  nor  salue,  nor  ointmentu 

serue. 
Nor  charme  of  wordes,  nor  Image  can  be  founde. 
Nor  obseruaunce  of  starres  can  it  preserae. 
Nor  all  tbe  art  of  Magicke  can  prenaile. 
Which  Zoroactes  found  for  our  aoaiie, 
Oh  cruell  plague,  ab<)ue  ell  sorrowes  smart. 
With  desperate  death  thou  sleast  the  louera  heart. 

And  me  euen  now,  thy  gall  hath  so  enfect. 
As  all  the  ioyes  which  euer  louer  ^found. 
And  all  good  haps,  that  eoer  Troy  1  us  sect, 
Atcbieued  yet  aboue  the  luckles  ground: 
Can  neuer  sweeten  once  my  mouth  with  mell. 
Nor  bring  my  thoughtes,  againe  in  rest  to  dwelL 
Of  thy  mad  moodes,  and  of  naught  else  I  thinke. 
In  such  like  seas,  faire  Bradamant  did  sincke 


IBLOSIB. 

What  state  to  man,  so  swete  and  pleasaunt 

weare. 
As  to  be  tyed,  in  linkes  of  worthy  loue  ? 
What  life  so  blist  and  happie  might  appeare, 
As  for  to  serue  Cupid  that  god  aboue  ? 
If  that  our  mindes  were  not  sometimes  infect. 
With  dread,  with  feare,  with  care,  with  cold  sua- 

pect: 
With  deepe  dispaire,  with  fiirious  frenesie, 
Handmaides  to  her,  whome  we  call  ielosie. 

For  eu'ry  other  sop  of  sower  chaunce, 
Which  louers  tast  amid  their  sweete  delight: 
Encreaseth  ioye,  and  doth  their  loue  aduaunoe. 
In  pleasures  place,  to  haue  more  perfect  plight 
The  thirstie  mouth  thinkes  water  hath  good  Uste 
The  hungrie  iawes,  are  pleas'd,  with  eche  repaste- 
Who  hath  not  prou'd  what  dearth  by  warres  doth 

growe. 
Cannot  of  peace  the  pleasaunt  plenties  knowe. 

And  though  with  eye,  we  see  not  eu'ry  ioye, 
Yet  male  the  minde,  full  well  support  the  same. 
And  absent  life  long  led  in  great  annoye. 
When  presence  comes,  doth  tume  from  griefe  to 

game. 
To  serue  without  reward  is  thought*  great  paine. 
But  if  dispaire  do  not  therewith  remaine. 
It  may  be  borne  for  right  rewardes  at  last, 
FoUowe  true  seruice,  though  they  come  not  fast. 

Disdaioes,  repulses,  finallie  eche  ill, 
Eche  smart,  eche  paine,  of  loue  eche  bitter  tast, 
To  thinke  on  them  gan  frame  the  louers  will. 
To  like  eche  ioye,  the  more  that  comes  at  last : 


FROM  THE  PRINCELY  PLEASURES  AT 
KENELftrORTH  CASTLE. 

SONG. 

CoBfE  Muses,  come,  and  helpe  me  to  lament. 
Come   woods,  come   wanes,  come  \a\s,  come 
dole^l  dales 
Since  life  and  death  are  both  against  me  bent. 
Come  Gods,  come  men,  beare  witnesae  of  my 
bales. 
O  heauenly  Nimphs,  come  helpe  my  beany  heart: 
With  sighes  to  see  dame  pleasure  thus  depart. 

If  death  or  dole,  could  daunt  a  deepe  desire. 
If  priuie  pangs  could  counterpoise  my  plaint : 

If  tract  of  time,  a  true  intent  could  tire. 
Or  cramps  of  care,  a  constant  minde  could  taint, 

O  then  might  I,  at  will  here  liue  and  sterue : 
Although  my  deedes  did  more  delight  deserne. 

But  out  alas,  no  gripes  of  greefe  suffice, 
To  breake  in  twaine  this  harmelesse  heart  of 
mine 

For  though  delight  be  banisht  irom  mine  eies. 
Yet  lines  Desire,  whom  paines  can  neuer  pine. 

O  straunge  eflfects,  I  liue  which  seeme  to  die 
Yet  die  to  see  my  dcere  delight  go  by. 

Then  farewell  sweet,  for  whom  I  taste  such  sower 
Farewell  delight,  for  whom  I  dwell  in  dole : 

Free  will,  farewell,  farewell  my  fancies  flower. 
Farewell  content  whom  cruell  cares  controle. 

Oh  farewell  life,  delightfoU  death  farewell, 
I  dye  in  beauen,  yet  liue  in  darksome  hefi. 


FROM  THE  GLASSE  OF  GOUERNEMENT. 

CHORUS  TO  ACT  I. 

When  God  ordeynd  tbe  restlesse  life  of  man, 
And  made  him  thrall  to  sundry  greeoous  cares : 
The  first  borne  griefe  or  sorow  that  began. 
To  shew  it  self,  was  this:  to  sane  firoon  snant 
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Tbe  pleasant  pledge,  which  God  for  ts  prepares, 
I  meane  the  seede,  and  offspring  that  be  giues, 
To  any  wight  which  in  this  world  here  lyaes. 

Few  see  themselues,  but  each  man  seeth  bis 
cbylde, 
Such  care  for  them,  as  care  not  for  tbemselfe, 
We  care  for  them,  in  youth  when  witte  is  wilde, 
We  care  for  them,  in  age  to  gather  pelf: 
We  care  for  them,  to  keepe  them  from  the  shelf 
Of  such  quicke  sands,  as  we  our  selues  first  founde, 
When  headdy  will,  dyd  sett  our  shippes  on  grounde. 

The  care  which  Christ  dyd  take  to  saue  his 
sheepe, 
Hath  bene  compard,  to  fathers  care  on  child. 
And  as  the  hen,  her  harmles  chicks  can  keepe 
From  cruell  kyte :  so  must  the  father  shylde 
His  youthfoll  Sonnes,  that  they  be  not  beguylde. 
By  wicked  world,  by  fleshly  foule  desire, 
Which  seme  the  deuill,  with  fewell  for  his  fire. 

Fyrst  parentes  care,  to  bring  their  children  forth, 
To  breede  them  then,  to  bring  them  vp  in  youth, 
To  match  them  eke,  with  wightes  of  greatest  worth. 
To  see  them  taught,  the  trusty  tracks  of  trueth : 
To  braoe  excesse,  from  whence  all  sin  etisueth. 
And  yet  to  gene,  enough  for  common  neede. 
Least  lothsome  lacke  make  vice  for  virtue  breede. 

Let  shame  of  sinne,  thy  Cliiklrens  bridle  be. 
And  spurre  them  foorth,  with  bounty  wyscly  used : 
That  difference,  each  man  may  plainly  see, 
Tweene  parentes  care,  and  maisters  bodes  abused: 
So  Terence  taught,  whose  lore  is  not  refused, 


But  yet  where  youth  is  prone  to  follow  ill, 
There  spare  the  sparre,  and  use  the  brydell  stilL 

Thus  infinite,  the  cares  of  Parentes  are. 
Some  care  to  save  their  children  from'  myshappe, 
Some  care  for  welth,  and  some  for  honours  care. 
Whereby  their   Sonnes   may   sitte    in  fortunes 

lappe: 
Yet  they  which  cram  them  so  with  worldly  pappe. 
And  aeuer  care,  to  geue  them  heauenly  crommes. 
Shall  see  them  sterna,  when  happe  of    hunger 

comes. 

Said  Socrates;  that  man  which  careth  more 
To  leaue  hischyld,  much  good  and  rych  of  rent: 
Then  he  forseeth,  to  furnish  him  with  store 
Of  vertues  welth,  which  neuer  can  be  spent: 
Shall  make  him  lyke,  the  steed  that  styll  is  pent 
In  stable  close  :  which  may  be  fayre  in  sight. 
But  seldome  semes,  such  horse  in  field  to  fight. 

So  Xenophon,  his  freend  Dan  Tully  told. 
And  so  do  here,  Phylopoes'  and  his  pheare 
Phylocalus^  that  selfe  same  lesson  hold  : 
They  rather  loue  to  leaue  their  sonnes  in  feare 
Of  God  aboue  :  then  wealth  to  wallow  hearc. 
Which  godly  care,  O  God,  so  deigne  to  blisse. 
That  men  may  see  how  great  thy  glory  is. 


>  Characters  in  the  Glass  of  Gouemement, 
the  object  of  which  is  to  shew  the  errours  of  educa- 
tion.  The  other  chomsses  are  much  in  tbe  saraa 
strain.     C 
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LIFE  OF  GEORGE  TURBERVILE. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


JL  HIS  |>oet4  descended  from  a  family  of  considerable  note  in  Donetshife,  was  a  younger 
son  of  Nicholas  Turbervile  of  Whitchurch,  and  supposed  to  have  been  bom  about  the 
year  1530.  He  received  his  education  at  Winchester  school,  and  became  fellow  of 
New  College,  Oxford,  in  1561;  but  left  the  university  without  taking  a  degree,  and 
resided  for  some  time  in  one  of  the  inns  of  court.  He  appears  to  have  accumulated  a 
stock  of  classical  learning,  and  to  have  been  well  acquainted  with  modem  languages. 
He  formed  his  ideas  of  )>oetry  partly  on  the  classics,  and  partly  on  the  study  of  the 
Italian  school.  His  poetical  pursuits,  however,  did  not  interfere  with  more  important 
business,  as  his  well-known  abilities  recommended  bira  to  the  post  of  secretary  to 
Thomas  Randolph^  esq.  who  was  appointed  queen  Elizabeth's  ambassador  at  the  court 
of  Russia. 

While  in  thb  situation  he  wrote  three  poetical  epistles  to  as  many  friends,  Edward 
Davies,  Edmund  Spenser  (not  the  poet*),  and  Parker,  describing  the  manners  of  tha 
Russians.  These  may  be  seen  in  Hackluyt's  Voyages,  vol.  I.  p.  384*  After  his  return 
he  was  much  courted  as  a  man  of  accomplished  education  and  manners;  and  the  first 
edition  of  his  Songs  and  Sonnets,  published  in  1567>  seems  to  have  added  considerably 
to  his  feme.  A  second  edition  appeared  in  1570,  with  many  additions  and  corrections^. 

His  other  works  were,  translations  of  the  Heroical  l^istles  of  Ovid,  of  which  four 
editions  were  printed;  and  the  Eclogues  of  B.  Mantuan,  published  in  \567.  The  only 
copy  known  of  this  volume  is  in  the  royal  library.  Wood,  who  appears  to  have  seen  it, 
informs  us  that  one  Thomas  Harvey  afterwards  translated  the  same  Eclogues,  and 
availed  himself  of  Turbervile's  translation,  without  the  leaM  acknowledgement.  Among 
the  discoveries  of  literary  historians,  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  such  tricks  are  to  be  traced 
to  veiy  high  antiquity.    Another  veiy  rare  production  of  our  author,  although  twice 


■  Sach  at  least  U  Mr.  Park's  opinion,  preferable  in  this  instance  to  that  of  Dr.  Tanner,  and  certainly 
to  that  of  Dr.  Berkenhout.    C. 

*  A  perfect  copy  of  this  edition  \»  very  rare.  That  nsed  on  the  present  occasion  was  obligingly  lent 
by  Mr.  HilU    There  is  another  in  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  ti  present  from  Mr.  CapelL    C. 

VOL.  II.  P  F 
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priuted  in  1576  and  1587,  is  entitled  "  Tragical  Tales,  translated  by  Turberrile,  in  time 
of  bis  troubles,  out  of  Sundrie  Italians,  with  the  argument  and  L'Envoye  to  ech  tale.'' 
What  bis  troubles  were  we  are  not  told.  To  the  latter  edition  of  these  Tales  were 
annexed  "  Epitaphs  and  Sonets,  with  some  other  broken  pampblettes  and  Epistles,  seat 
to  certaine  of  bis  friends  in  England,  at  hb  being  in  Moscovia,  Anno  156^/'  Wood  has 
mistaken  this  for  his  **  Epitaphs,  Epigrams,  Songs  and  Sonets,"  from  which  it  totalW 
differs. 

Our  author  was  living  in  1594,  and  in  great  esteem;  but  we  have  no  account  of  hb 
death.  There  appear  to  hfivc  been  two  other  persons  of  both  his  names,  both  natives  of 
Dorsetshire,  and  nearly  contemporaries;  one  of  whom  was  a  commoner  of  Gloucester 
Hall  in  1581,  aged  eighteen,  and  the  other  a  student  of  Magdalen  Hall  in  15g5,  aged 
seventeen.  Wood  was  not  able  to  tell  which  of  the  three  was  the  author  of  **  Essays, 
politic  and  moral,*'  which  were  published  in  l608,  nor  of  tlie  *^  Booke  of  Falcoorye 
and  Hawking,  heretofore  published  by  G.Turbervile,  Gent,  and  now  revived,  corrected 
and  augmented  by  another  hand,  Lond.  16 11.*'  But  the  intelligent  editor  of  Phillipi's 
Theatrum  is  of  opinion  that  this  work  was  the  production  of  our  poet,  from  its  havinf 
commendatory  verses  prefixed  by  Gascoigne ;  and,  I  may  add,  that  the  present  collec- 
tion confirms  our  poets  intimacy  with  the  art  of  falconry  and  hawking.  The  curioiH 
biographical  tract  of  Whetstone  now  printed  in  this  volume  before  Gascoigne's  works, 
notices  a  production  of  that  author  on  hunting,  which  Mr.  Park  thinks  is  the  one 
printed  with  the  above  Booke  of  Falconrye,  and  usually  attributed  to  Turberrile. 
Besides  these,  our  poet  wrote  commendatoryverses  to  the  works  of  several  of  his  coo- 
temporaries'. 

Among  the  '*  Elegant  and  Witty  Epigrams  of  sir  John  Harrington,  iS'iS,"  we  find  tbr 
following  Epitaph  in  commendation  of  George  TurberviUe,  a  learned  gentleman, 

«*  When  times  were  yet  but  rude,  thy  pen  endeavour'd 

To  polish  barbarism  with  purer  style: 
When  times  were  grown  most  old,  thy  heart  persever'd. 

Sincere  and  just,  unstained  with  gifts  or  guile. 
Now  lives  thy  soul,  tho*  from  thy  corpse  dissever*d: 

There  high  in  bliss  here  clear  in  fame  the  while: 
To  which  I  pay  this  debt  of  due  thanksgiving: 
My  pen  doth  praise  thee  dead:  thioe  grac*d  me  living." 

Turbervile  has  a  place  in  these  volumes  as  a  sonnetteer  of  great  note  in  his  time; 
although,  except  Harrington,  his  contemporaries  and  successors  appear  to  have  Item 
sparing  of  their  praises.  It  is  probably  to  some  adverse  critics  that  he  alludes  m  hii 
address  to  Sycophants.    We  have  seen  Gascoigne  complain  of  the  Zoiius*s  of  his  time. 

There  is  a  considerable  diversity  of  fancy  and  sentiment  in  his  pieces;  the  verses  ia 
praise  of  the  countess  of  Warwick  are  ingeniously  imagined,  and  perhaps  io  his  best 
stile,  and  his  satirical  efiusions,  if  occasionally  flat  and  vulgar,  are  chaiacteristic  of  his 
i)gc«  Many  of  his  allusions,  as  was  then  the  fashion,  are  taken  from  the  amusement  of 
hawking,  and  these  and  his  occasional  strokes  on  large  noses  and  other  personal  re- 
dundancies or  defects,  descended  afterwards  to  Shakspeare,  and  other  dramatic  writers 
He  entitles  his  pieces  Epitaphs  and  Epigrams,  Songs  and  Sonnets,  bnt  the  reader  «ii 

i  See  Kitson's  Bibliographia,  art.  Turbervile.    C. 
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seldom  recognue  the  legitimate  characteristics  of  those  species  of  poetiy.  His  epitaphs 
are  without  pathetic  reflection,  being  stuffed  with  common  place  railing  against  "  the 
cursed  cruelty''  of  death ;  and  his  epigrams  are  often  conceits  without  point,  or,  in  some 
instances,  the  point  is  placed  first,  and  the  conclusion  left  *<  lame  and  impotent.*'  His 
love  sonnets,  although  seemingly  addressed  to  a  real  mistress,  are  full  of  the  borrowed 
passion  of  a  translator,  and  the  elaborate  and  unnatural  language  of  a  scholar.  The 
classics  in  his  age  began  to  be  studied  veiy  generally,  and  were  no  sooner  studied  than 
translated;  this  retarded  the  progress  of  invention  at  a  time  when  the  language  was 
certainly  improving:  and  hence  among  a  number  of  authors  who  flourished  m  this 
period,  we  seldom  meet  with  the  glow  of  pure  poetry.  It  may,  however,  be  added  in 
favour  of  Turbervile,  that  he  seldom  transgresses  against  morals  or  delicacy:  it  is  also 
necessaiy  to  apprize  his  readers  that  his  obsolete  words  are  almost  all  to  be  found  in 
the  glossaiy  to  Chaucer. 
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TO 
THE  RIGHT  NOBLE  AND  HIS  SINGULAR  GOOD  LADY, 

LADY  ANNE,  COUNTESSE  WARWICK,  &c. 

0EORGE  TDRB£RUILE   WISHETH   INCREASE    OF   HONOR   AND  ALL 

GOOD  HAPPES. 

A.t  at  what  tioM  (Madane)  I  Ant  publifhed  thif  fond  and  slender  treatiie  of  SoneU,  I  made  bolda 
with  yoa  in  dedi^atioD  of  lo  Tnworthf  a  booke  to  lo  wortbie  a  Ladie:  to  baue  I  now  also  rabde  mj 
browe  and  wiped  away  al  shame  in  this  respect,  adacnturing  not  to  cease,  but  to  increase  my  former 
Ibllie,  in  adding  moe  Sonets  to  those  1  wrote  before.  So  much  the  more  abusing  in  mine  owne  con* 
ceiie  yonr  Ladishippes  pacienoe,  in  that  I  had  pardon  before  of  my  rash  attempt.  But  see  (Madame) 
what  presomptioo  raignes  in  retchlesse  youth.  You  accepted  that  my  first  offer  of  honorable  and 
meere  curtesie,  and  I  thereby  encouraged^  blush  not  to  procede  to  the  lyke  trade  of  iblJie,  always 
hoping  for  the  like  acceptance  at  your  hands,  which  if  it  should  faile  me  (as  I  hope  it  shall  not  faile) 
then  should  I  hereafter  not  once  so  much  as  dare  to  set  pen  to  Fkper  for  feare  of  controlment  and 
check,  which  bowe  grieuous  it  is  to  a  yong  man  nowe  (as  it  were)  but  tasting  with  his  lippe  the  brim 
of  learnings  fountaine,  and  saluting  the  Muses  at  the  doore  and  thresboll,  neyther  is  yonr  Ladiship 
ignoraonty  and  T  my  selfe  presume  to  know.  Wherfore  as  I  haue  (Madame)  by  a  little  enlaiiging  this 
Booke,  enlarged  not  a  little  my  foUie:  so  is  my  humble  sute  to  you  a  little  to  inlarge  your  bounteous 
cnrtesie.  I  meane  in  well  accepting  the  increase  of  these  my  follies,  proceding  not  so  mAch  ypon 
any  light  affection,  as  desire  to  acknowledge  a  greater  dutie.  It  shall  not  be  long  (I  hope)  but  that 
my  hande  sliall  seeke  in  some  part  the  requitall  of  your  bountye  by  some  better  deuise,  though  not 
more  learned  treatise.  But  what  shoulde  I  stand  Tpon  terms  .of  skill }  knowing  that  it  is  not  the  worke 
that  your  Ladiship  doth  so  much  r^garde  as  the  Writer,  neither  the  worthinesse  of  the  thing,  as  the 
good  will  and  meaning  of  the  deuiser  thereof,  offering  his  dutie  in  such  wise  as  best  aunsweres  his 
abilitie  and  power.  For  as  if  subiectes  shoulde  haue  respect  more  to  the  ynworthinesse  of  such  things 
as  they  giue  their  Princes,  than  regard  the  wortbie  mindes  and  good  natures  of  their  Sooereignes  in 
well  accepting  such  slender  trifles  at  their  Tassels  handes,  they  should  quite  be  discouraged  from  ener 
offering  the  like  and  slender  giftes:  so  if  I  shoulde  cast  an  eie  rather  to  the  basenesse  of  my  Booke, 
than  account  of  your  NoUe  nature  and  accustomed  cnrtesie  in  well  reoejruing  the  same:  nether 
shoukl  I  heretofore  enboldned  my  selfe  so  forre  as  to  haue  offred  you  this  trifling  treatise,  nor  now 
bane  the  hart  to  aduentore  anew,  although  somewhat  purged  of  his  former  faults  and  scapes.  I 
cannot  Icaue  to  molest  your  noble  eies  with  suruey  of  my  rash  compiled  toyes.  It  may  please  your 
Ladyship  to  wey  my  well  meaning  heart,  at  what  time  occasion  ministers  you  the  perusing  of  my 
booke,  and  this  to  deeme,  that  desire  alone  to  manifest  my  duUe  to  you,  was  the  onely  cause  of  this 
my  enterprise.  Which  done,  I  haue  at  this  time  no  more  to  trouble  your  Ladiship,  but  ending  my 
Epistle,  to  craoe  the  Gods  your  happie  piesemation  of  present  Honor,  and  luckie  increase  of  blessed 
happet  in  all  your  life. 

Your  Ladiships  daily  Orator 

GEORGB  TURBERUILE. 
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Hbrb  haue  I  (Gentle  Retder)  acoordinp  to  promite  in  my  Tmn«Ution,  gioen  thee  m  fewe  Sooeti, 
the  Tnripe  teedes  of  my  bamine  braine,  to  plearare  and  recreate  thy  wearye  mind  and  troobled  bed 
witbaL  Trasting  that  tbou  wylte  not  loth  the  beitowing  thy  tyme  at  racant  honres  in  pervang  tlie 
aame.  Waying  that  for  thy  solace  alone  (the  bonnden  dntie  which  I  owed  the  noble  Coontese  i«- 
fenied)  I  Tndertoke  tbis  slender  toyle,  and  not  for  aoye  pleasure  I  did  my  sdfe  in  penning  thenoC 
As  I  deeme  tboa  canst  not,  so  do  I  hope  thon  wilt  not  misltke  it  at  all.  But  if  there  be  any  thing 
herein  that  may  offend  thee,  refose  it,  reade  and  penrse  the  reatt  with  pacienoe.  Let  not  the  mis- 
liking  of  one  member  procure  tbee  rashlye  to  condemne  the  whole.  I  stand  to  thy  iiKigeBeiit,  1 
expect  tby  ssqattie.  Reade  the  good,  and  reiect  the  euill:  yea  rather  condemne  it  to  perpetosO 
silence.  For  so  woulde  I  wyshe  tbee  to  deale  wyth  Tnwortbye  Bookes:  Hot  assnrediye  tbeie  ii 
nothing  in  thys  whole  slender  Volume  that  was  ment  amisse  of  me  the  Writer,  howsoener  the  Letter 
goe  in  thy  indgement  that  arte  the  Reader. 

Whatsoeuer  I  bane  penned,  I  write  not  to  tbis  pvrpose^  that  any  youthlie  head  shonlde  foknr  ot 
pursue  sucb  firaile  aflections,  or  taste  of  amorous  bait:  but  by  meere  fiction  of  these  Fantaiies,  I 
woulde  wame  (if  I  mighte)  all  tender  age  to  flee  that  Ibnde  and  filthie  affection  of  poy soiled  and  ii&- 
lawfiiU  lone.  Let  tbis.  be  a  Glasse  and  Myrror  lor  them  to  gaze  vpon :  the  soner  may  I  (I  trest) 
preuayle  in  my  perswasion,  for  that  my  sdfe  am  of  their  yeares  and  disposition.  And  as  I  am  sot 
the  first  that  in  this  sort  hath  written  and  imployde  hys  tjrme:  so  shall  I  not  be  the  last,  that  witkont 
desarte  (perhaps)  shall  be  misdeemed  for  attempting  the  same.  But  let  those  curious  Knightes  cast  ss 
eye  to  home,  and  looke  well  about  whether  they  themsdues  are  blamelesse,  or  as  wdl  worthie  repracbe 
as  others.  This  done  and  my  intent  considered,  hoping  of  tby  curtesie,  I  ende,  alwayes  readie  to 
pleasure  thee  by  my  pains,  wishing  vnto  thee,  that  arte  the  pacient  Reader,  as  to  my  self  tbe 
Writer  and  thy  verie  Friend 

GEORGE  TURBERUILE. 
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TO   THE  RAYUNG   ROUTE    OF 
SYCOPHANTS. 

TF  he  that  once  enoouotred  with  bis  Foes 
'''  III  open  fielde  at  sound  of  blastpd  Tnimpe, 
Doe  dare  to  yeelde  his  hewed  head  to  bloes, 
And  %o  again  to  heare  the  Canons  thumpe: 
"With  dreadlesse  hart  and  vnappalled  brest 
Not  fearing  till  he  be  by  Foes  upprest: 

If  such  as  earst  in  cutting  of  the  Surge 
By  passing  to  the  straunge  and  forraine  lande 
Bode  bitter  blast  and  scurneful  Neptunes  sciirge, 
Dreade  not  to  take  the  like  attempt  in  hand<-. 
But  rashly  runne  like  sturdie  ventruus  Wiebu 
Not  fearing  wind  nor  waue  when  Boreas  fights: 

If  these  (I  say)  doe  nothing  doubt  at  all 
But  valiantly  giue  freshe  assault  anew, 
Not  dreading  daunger  that  is  like  to  fall, 
As  they  long  earst  by  proufe  and  practiite  knew: 
Then  why  shctuld  I  of  yore  that  haue  assay  de 
The  force  of  Zuylls'  mouth,  be  ought  dismayde?. 

Then  why  should  I,  tike  one  that  fearde  to  fight 
Or  never  cnisht  his  bead  with  Helmet's  heft. 
Now  shew  my  seife  a  weak  and  coward  Wight 
As  long  as  life  or  lym  uncut  is  left? 
For  Ouid  earst  did  I  attempt  the  like, 
And  for  my  selfe  now  shall  I  stick  to  strike? 

No,  DO,  I  march  gainst  Momus  once  againe, 
My  courage  is  not  quailde  by  cruell  fo. 
Though  Zoyll  did  his  best  my  Flag  to  gaine, 
Twas  not  his  hap  to  haue  the  conquest  so : 
And  since  it  was  my  luck  to  scape  his  might, 
1  hert  aisaUe  Um  Beast  with  nouell  fight. 


'  ZoiluB. 


Thou  Sycophant,  unsheath  thy  shameful  I  blade 
Plucke  out  thy  bloudie  fawchon  (Dascard  thou) 
Wherewith  thou  hast  full  many  a  skirmish  made 
And  scotciit  the  braynes  of  many  a  learned  brow. 
Now  doe  thy  worst,  I  force  not  of  thy  stroke, 
Thou  shalt  not  bring  my  neck  to  servage  yoke. 

Though  thou  afliinne  with  rash  and  railing jawes 
That  I  inoila  have  Minerva  made 
My  other  Booke,  1  gave  thee  no  such  cause 
By  any  decde  of  mine  to  drawe  thy  blade: 
But  since   thou  bast  shot  out  that  sbamelesse 

worde, 
I  here  gainst  thee  uncote  my  cruell  swoiide. 

I  know  thou  wilt  eche  worde  and  sentence  wrie 
That  in  this  slender  Booke  of  me  is  write. 
And  wilt  the  same  unto  thy  sense  applie 
Hoping  for  loue  thereby  to  breede  dispite: 
And  looke  what  I  amisse  did  neuer  meane. 
Thou  wilt  mistake  and  eke  misconster  deane. 

Thou  wilt  the  wylie  braine  that  ought  is  bent 
To  fowie  suspect  and  spot  of  fell  distrust, 
Perswade  that  here  something  of  him  was  ment, 
And  Jealous  Coales  into  his  bosome  thrust. 
Thinking  thereby  thy  purpose  to  aspire 
In  setting  of  his  boyling  breast  a  fire. 

But  as  thou  art  in  all  thy  other  deedes 
Deseniing  no  beleefe  or  trust  at  all : 
Likewise  what  so  from  thy  vile  Jawes  proceedes, 
Is  loathsome  lie,  fowle  fitton,  bitter  Gall. 
Beleue  him  not  but  reade  the  Treatise  through. 
He  sowes  debate  with  heipe  of  hateful  Plough. 

The  modest  mind  that  meanes  but  vertues  trade 
And  shunnes  the  shameful  shop  of  bawdie  sect. 
This  spiteful!  Beast  will  (if  he  may)  perswade 
That  these  are  Toyes :  for  that  he  should  reject 
And  not  pervse  the  meaning  of  the  same. 
Thus  Zoyll  seekes  but  blot  of  black  defiime. 
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But  thou  that  vewste  this  stile  with  stayd  brow, 
Marke  erie  worde,  unjoint  eche  Verse  of  mine. 
Thy  judgement  1  and  censure  will  allow. 
Nor  once  will  seeme  for  rancour  to  repine: 
Thou  ai-t  the  man  whose  sentence  I  expect, 
I  scornc  the  scoffes  of  Zoylls  shameful  1  sect. 

FIHIt. 


INPRAYSE  OF  THE  RENOWMED  LADIE 
ANNE,LADIECOfVNTESSE  WARWICKE. 

Whem  nature  first  in  hande  did  take. 
The  Clay  to  frame  this  Countesse  corse 
The  earth  a  while  she  did  forsake. 
And  was  compelde  of  verie  force 
With  mowlde  in  hande  to  flee  to  Skles^ 
To  ende  the  worke  she  did  denies. 

The  Gods  that  tho>  in  counsel!  sate, 
Where  balfe  amazde  (against  their  kinde] 
To  see  so  neere  the  stoole  of  state 
Dame  Nature  stande,  that  was  assignde 
Among  hir  worldly  Impes  to  wosne. 
As  she  antill  that  day  had  donne. 

First  Jove  began:  what  (Daughter  deere) 
Hath  made  thee  scorne  thy  Fathers  will? 
Why  doe  I  see  thee  (Nature)  heere. 
That  oughtst  of  dutie  to  folfiU 
Thy  undertaken  charge  at  home: 
What  makes  thee  thus  abroade  to  rome? 

Disdainfbll  Dame,  how  didst  thou  dare 
So  retchlesse  to  depart  the  giownde, 
That  is  slotted  to  thy  share? 
(And  therewithal!  his  Godhead  frownde) 
I  will  (quoth  Nature)  out  of  hande 
Declare  the  cause  I  fled  the  lande. 

I  undertooke  of  late  a  peece 
Of  Clay  a  featnrde  lace  to  frame. 
To  match  the  courtly  Dames  of  Greece 
That  for  their  beautie  beare  the  name: 
But  (Oh  good  Father)  now  I  see 
This  worke  of  mine  it  will  not  bee. 

Vicegerent  since  you  mee  assignde 
Below  in  Earth,  and  gaoe  me  lawes 
On  mortal  Wightes,  and  willde  that  kinde 
Should  make  and  marre,  as  she  sawe  cause: 
Of  right  (I  thinke)  I  may  appeale 
)(Uid  crave  your  help  in  this  to  deale. 

When  Joue  saw  how  the  case  did  stande 
And  that  the  worke  was  well  begunne. 
Nee  prayde  to  have  the  helping  hande 
Of  other  Gods  till  he  had  donne: 
With  willing  mindes  they  all  agreede 
And  set  upon  the  day  with  speede. 

First  Jove  eche  limme  did  well  dispose 
And  makes  a  creature  of  the  Clay: 
Next  Ladie  Venus  she  bestowes 
Hir  gallant  giftes  as  best  she  may, 
From  face  to  fbote,  from  top  to  toe 
She  let  no  whit  ontoucht  to  goe. 

When  Venus  had  donne  what  she  coulde 
In  making  of  hir  carkas  braue. 
Then  Pallas  thought  she  might  be  bolde 
Among  the  reast  a  share  to  haue^ 

>  Then. 


A  passing  wyt  shee  did  conoaye 
Into  this  passing  peece  of  daye. 

Of  Bacchus  shee  no  member  had 
Saue  Angers  fiih*  and  feate  to  see. 
Her  head  with  beare  Apollo  clad 
That  Gods  had  thought  it  golde  to  bee: 
So  glistring  was  the  tresse  in  sight 
Of  this  new  formde  and  featurde  wight. 

Diana  held  hir  peace  a  space 
Untill  those  other  Gods  had  donoe: 
At  last  (quoth  shee)  in  Dian*s  chase 
Wyth  Bowe  in  hande  this  Nymph  shaB  ronn 
And  chiefe  of  all  my  Noble  traine 
I  will  this  Virgin  entertaine. 

Then  joyfuU  Juno  came  and  saydc 
Since  you  to  hir  so  friendly  are, 
I  doe  appoint  this  Noble  Mayde 
To  match  with  Mars  his  peere  for  wazre: 
She  shall  the  Cowntesse  Warwick  bee 
And  yedd  Diana's  Bowe  to  mee. 

When  to  so  good  eflbct  it  came 
And  every  member  had  his  grace. 
There  wanted  nothing  but  a  name: 
By  bap  was  Mercuric  then  in  place. 
That  sajrde:  pray  you  all  agree 
Pnndora  graunt  hir  name  to  bee. 

For  since  your  Godheads  forged  hane 
With  one  assent  this  Noble  Dame 
And  eche  to  hir  a  vertue  gaue. 
This  terme  agreeth  to  the  same: 
The  Gods  that  heard  Mercnrius  tdl 
This  tale,  did  lyke  it  passing  welL 

Report  was  Suomionde  then  in  hast 
And  willde  to  bring  his  Trumpe  in  hande 
To  blowe  therewith  a  sounding  blast 
That  might  be  heard  through  Brutus  lande: 
Pandora  streight  the  Trumpet  blewe 
That  eche  this  Cowntesse  Warwicke  knewe^ 

O  sidie  Nature  borne  to  paine, 
O  wofiill  wretched  kinde  (I  say) 
That  to  forsake  the  soile  were  finine 
To  make  this  Cowntesse  out  of  Claye: 
But  oh  most  friendly  Gods  that  woalde 
Vouchsafe  to  set  your  hands  to  mowlde. 


THE  ARGUMENT 

TO    TRB    WHOLE    DItCOOKW    AMD  TRSinu 
FOLLOWmO. 

Bt  sodaine  sight  of  vnacqoainted  shape 
Tymetes  fell  in  lone  with  .Pyndara, 

Whose  beautie  farre  excellde  Sir  Paris  rape. 
That  Poets  deape  the  famous  Helena. 

His  flame  at  first  he  durst  not  to  diapli^ef 
For  feare  be  should  ofi'ended  Pyndaia: 

But  conert  kept  his  torments  many  a  daye^ 
As  Paris  did  from  worthie  Hdena. 

At  length  tlie  Coaleio  fierie  redde  becaoMb 
Of  him  that  so  did  fande  Pyndaia, 

That  fuming  smoke  did  wrie  the  1 
To  hir  that  fane  eiceeded  Hdeuu 
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Tis  hee  that  makes  mee  bolde, 
i'is  hee  that  willes  me  sue 

To  thee  (my  late  acquainted  friende) 
Joues  tormeuts  to  eschue. 
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Wliich  when  shee  saw,  sbee  soemde  with  fnendif 
To  like  with  him  that  lyked  Pyndara:  [eye 

And  made  as  though  shee  would  eftsoone  applye 
To  him,  as  to  hir  guest  did  Helena. 

Tymetes  (louing  man)  then  hoped  well. 
And  mooode  bis  sute  to  Ladie  Pyndara : 

He  plyde  his  Penne  and4o  his  wryting  fell. 
And  sude  as  did  the  man  to  Helena. 

Within  a  while  dispayrtng  wretehed  Wight 
He  Ibuod  his  Loue  (the  Ladie  Pyndara)       [light 

So  stiaunge  and  coye,  as  tbou.Kh  she  tooke  de- 
To  paine  hir  frieml,  as  did  Cure  Helena. 

A  nother  time  hir  cheere  was  such  to  see. 
That  poore  Tymetes  hopte  tliat  Pyndara 

Would  yeelde  him  grace:  But  long  it  would  not 
Shee  kept  aloofe  as  did  Dame  Helena.  [bee, 

Thus  twixt  dispaire  and  hope  the  doubtfull  man 
Ix>Dg  space  did  liue  that  loued  Pyndara, 

In  wofoU  plight:  At  last  the  Nymph  began 
To  quite  bis  loue  as  did  faire  Helena. 

Then  ioyed  hee,  and  cheerefult  ditties  made 
In  prayse  of  his  atchiued  Pyndara: 

But  soone  (God  wote)  his  pleasure  went  to 
Another  tooke  to  wife  this  Helena.  [glade. 


Thus  ener  as  Tymetes  had  the  i 

Of  ioy  or  smart,  of  comfort  or  refuse : 

He  glad  or  griefull  woxe,  and  euer  drawes 
.Hjs  present  state  with  Penne  as  here  ensues. 


TO  A  LATE  ACStUAINTED  FRIEND. 

Ir  Vulcan  durst  presume 

that  was  a  Bnboffie  to  see. 
And  strake  with  Hammer  on  the  Stithe 

a  cunning  Smith  to  bee, 

Whose  chiefe  and  whole  delight 

was  aye  to  firye  at  Forge, 
And  listen  to  that  melodie 

Smithes  sorrowes  to  disgoi|pe: 

If  Vulcan  durst  (I  saye) 

Dame  Venus  to  assaile 
That  was  the  worthyste  Wight  of  all, 

if  witnesse  may  preuaile: 

Then  may  ywi  muse  the  lesse 

though  fensie  force  mee  wright 
To  you  a  second  Venus  (friende) 

and  Helen  in  my  sight. 

For  what  he  sawe  in  hir 

a  Goddesse  by  hir  kindc. 
That  1  in  yon  (my  choeen  friend) 

and  somewhat  ebe  doe  flnde. 

And  as  that  sillie  Smyth 

by  Cupid  was  procnrde 
To  fiswne  on  hir,  to  whome  in  flne 

hee  firmely  was  atiurde: 

So  by  none  other  meanet 

my  senses  are  in  thrall. 
But  by  procurement  of  the  Ood 

that  conqoeiB  Godi  and  alL 


Not  too  this  day  was  i 
'  that  any  durst  rebell 
Or  kicke  at  Cupid  Prince  of  Lone, 
as  antique  Poets  tell : 

But  rather  would  with  free 

and  yncoacted  minde 
Applie  to  please  in  any  case 

what  so  the  God  assignde. 

What  neede  I  here  displaye 
the  spoyles  by  Cupid  wonne? 

Not  I,  but  you  (my  iiriende)  woulde  feint 
ere  halfe  the  tale  were  donne. 

His  Banner  doth  declare 
what  hearts  haoe  bene  subdude; 

Where  they  are  all  in  Sabells  set 
with  blood  and  gore  imbrude. 

Not  mightie  Mars  alone, 

nor  Hercules  the  stoute: 
But  other  Gods  of  greater  state, 

there  standing  in  a  route. 

There  may  you  plaindy  see 
how  Joue  was  once  a  Swsnne, 

To  lure  feire  Leda  to  his  lust 
when  raging  Loue  beganne. 

Some  other  when  a  Bull, 

some  other  time  a  showre 
Of  golden  drops:  as  when  he  coydt 

the  closed  Nunne  in  towre.  ^ 

Apollos  Loue  appeares 

and  euer  will  be  knowne. 
As  long  as  Lawrell  leaues  shall  last, 

and  Daphnes  brute  be  blowne. 

May  brainsick  Bacchus  brag 

or  boast  himselfe  as  free  ? 
Not  I,  but  Aryadnas  crowne 

shewes  him  in  loue  to  bee. 

Since  these  and  other  mo 
that  Gods  were  made  b^  kinde 

Might  not  auoide  that  guilefull  God 
that  winged  is  and  blinde: 

Should  I  haue  hope  to  scape 

by  force,  or  else  by  flight. 
That  in  respect  of  those  his  thralls 

am  of  so  slender  might  ? 

As  they  did  yeelde  to  Loue 

for  feare  of  Cupids  yre: 
Euen  so  am  I  become  his  thrall 

by  force  of  flaming  fyre. 

What  time  1  first  displayde 

mine  eyes  vpon  thy  fece, 
(That  doth  allure  eche  lookers  heart) 

I  did  the  P.  imbrace. 

And  since  that  time  I  feele 

within  my  breast  such  ioye, 
As  Paris  neuer  felt  the  lyke 

whea  Helen  was  at  Troye. 
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How  coulde  to  tMrraine  soyle 

bring  forth  so  good  a  Oraffe, 
To  whom  the  reast  that  seeme  good  Corne 

are  in  respect  bat  Chaffe? 

(O  God)  that  Cupid  woalde 

ypon  thy  breast  bestowe 
His  goldeD  stiaft,  that  thou  the  force 

of  liking  loue  mighut  knowe. 

Then  should  I  stande  in  hope 

and  well  assured  bee, 
That  thou  wouldst  be  as  friendly  (P.) 

as  I  am  now  to  thee. 

Whoroe  (tyll  thy  friendship  fayle, 
and  plighted  Hest  doe  sirarue) 

I  vaunt  and  vowe  by  mightie  loue, 
with  heart  and  hande  to  sarue. 

My  senses  all  take  heede, 

and  yee  my  wittes  beware 
That  you  attentiue  be  on  bir 

and  for  none  other  care. 

You  eyes  that  woonted  were 

light  louing  lookes  to  caJt, 
I  giue  commauiidment  on  hir  hue 

that  yee  be  ankred  £Eist. 

Mine  eares  admit  no  sounde 

ne  womans  woords  at  all: 
Be  shutte  against  such  Syrens  Songes 

repleate  with  lurcking  gall. 

Tongue  see  that  thou  be  tyde, 

and  vse  no  wanton  stile : 
By  lawe  of  lioue  I  thee  coniure 

such  fonde  toyes  to  exile. 

Legges  looke  that  yee  be  lame 
when  you  should  reache  a  place 

To  take  the  vewe  of  Venus  Nymphes 
P.  beautie  to  deface. 

For  such  a  one  is  shee 
whome  I  would  will  you  seme. 

As  to  be  plaste  for  Pallas  peere 
for  wlsedome  may  deserue. 

So  constant  are  hir  lookes . 

and  eake  so  chaste  a  face : 
As  if  that  Lucrece  liuing  were, 

shee  Lucrece  would  disgrace. 

So  modest  is  bir  mirth 

in  euery  time  and  tyde,    . 
As  they  that  prick  most  nearste  of  all 

their  shiuerde  shafts  are  wyde. 

Pause  Pen  awhile  therefore, 

and  vse  thy  woonted  meane : 
For  Boucas  braine,  and  Chancers  Suill 

in  this  were  foyled  cleane. 

Of  both  might  neither  boast 

if  they  did  Hue  againe: 
For  P.  would  put  them  to  their  shifts 

to  Pen  hir  vertues  plaine. 

Yet  one  thing  will  I  vaunt 

and  after  make  an  ende. 
That  Momus  can  not  for  his  lyfe 

deuise  one  iot<  to  mende. 


Thus  to  conclude  at  length, 
see  thou  (my  friend)  pervse 

This  slender  verse,  till  leysure  tenie 
abrode  to  bring  my  Muse. 

For 

by 
That 


then  you  shall  perceiue 
y  that  which  you  shall  aee. 


that  which  you  shall  aee, 
—  haue  made  ypur  choyce  as  well 
chooinz  P. 


Dae  you  naue  mane 
as  1  by  chooing  P. 


THE  LOXTER 

BXTOLLJBTH    THE    SINGULAR     BEADTIB    OF    HIS 
LADYE. 

Let  Myron  muse  at  Natur«>s  passing  might. 
And  quite  rtsigne  his  pieuish  Painters  right; 
For  sure  bee  can  not  frame  hir  featurde  shape 
That  for  hir  face  excelis  the  Greekishe  rape. 

Let  Zeuxis  Grapes  not  make  him  pronde  at  a]. 
Though  Fowles  for  them  did  skyr  against  a  wal: 
For  if  bee  should  assay  my  Loue  to  paint. 
His  Art  would  fayle,  his  conning  fist  would  faint 

Let  Praxitell  presume  with  Pencill  rode 
Base  things  to  blaze  the  people  to  delude: 
Hir  featurde  limmes  to  drawe  let  him  not  dare 
That  with  the  fayre  Diana  may  compare. 

Though  Venus  forme  Apelles  made  so  well. 
As  Greece  did  iudge  the  Painter  to  exoefl: 
Yet  let  not  that  enbolde  the  Greeke  to  graoe 
Hir  shape,  that  beauties  pniyse  deseraes  to  bane. 

For  Nature  when  shee  made  hir,  did  enteode 
To  paint  a  peece  that  no  man  might  amende: 
A  paterne  for  the  reast  that  after  shoulde 
Be  made  by  hande,  or  cast  in  cunning  mocilde. 


THE  LOUER 

DECLARCTH    HOW    FIRST    HE    WAS  TAXBll   AlO 
ENAMOURED  BY  THE  SIGHT  OF  HIS  LAOIE. 

I  THAT  had  neoer  earrt 

the  craft  of  Cupid  tride, 
Ne  yet  the  wylle  wanton  wayes 

of  Ladie  Venus  spide. 
But  spent  my  time  in  sporte 

as  youth  is  woont  by  kinde, 
Not  forcing  Fancies  pinching  powra 

that  other  Weights  did  blinde: 
By  fortune  founde  a  Face 

that  likte  my  heart  so  well. 
As  by  the  sodaine  vewe  thereof 

to  fancies  frame  I  fell. 

No  sooner  had  mine  eyes 

▼pon  hir  beautie  stayde. 
But  Wit  and  Will  without  respect 

were  altogither  wayde. 

Unwarely  so  was  none 

in  such  a  snare  before: 
The  more  I  gazde  Tpon  hir  lace, 

I  lyke  my  Loue  the  more. 

Forthwith  I  thoncht  my  heart 

oute  of  his  roome  was  rapte: 
And  witts  (that  woonted  were  to  wayte 

on  Reason)  yerc  iotrapte. 
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Downe  by  mine  eyes  the  stroke 

descended  to  the,  barte : 
Which  Cupid  neuer  crasde  before 

by  force  of  Golden  darte. 

My  blood  that  thought  it  bounde 

his  Maisters  part  to  take» 
No  longer  durst  abide  abrode, 

but  outwarde  limmes  forsake. 

When  it  had  bene  in  breast 
and  frostye  colde  dlsmayde: 

It  basted  from  the  heart  againe 
exteniall  parts  to  ayde. 

And  brought  with  it  such  beate 

as  did  inflame  the  face, 
Distayning  it  with  Scarlet  redde 

by  rashnesse  of  the  race. 

And  since  that  time  Iifeele 

sDCb  pang^es  and  inwarde  fitts, 

As  now  with  bop^,  and  then  with  fearc 
encombred  are  my  witts. 

Thus  must  I  Myser  line 

till  shee  by  friendly  ruth 
Doe  pitle  mee  hir  loouing  thrall 

whose  deedes  shall  trie  his  truth. 

Thrite  luckie  was  the  daye, 
thrise  happie  eake  the  place. 

And  yee  (mine  eyes)  thrise  blessed  were 
that  lighted  on  hir  face. 

If  1  in  fine  may  force 

hirpittie  by  my  plaint: 
I  shall  in  cunntngste  verse  I  may 

hir  worthie  prayse  depaint. 

Thereis  one  thing  makes  mee  toy 
and  bids  me  thinke  the  best: 

That  cruell  rigor  can  not  lodge 
where  Beautie  is  possest 

And  sure  vnlesse  she  salue , 
and  heale  this  cankred  woonde 

By  yeeldiug  grace,  it  must  in  time 
of  force  my  corps  confounde. 

For  long  it  may  not  last 

that  in  such  anguish  lyes: 
Eztreames  in  no  case  can  endure 

as  Sages  did  deuite. 

Mo  Tyger  gaue  hir  Teate, 

she  is  no  Lyons  whelpe: 
Me  was  she  bred  of  craell  rockes, 

nor  will  renounce  to  helpe 

Soch  as  she  paynes  with  loue, 

and  doth  procure  to  wo: 
She  is  not  of  the  Currish  kynde, 

hir  nature  is  not  so. 


MAJSTTER  OEORGE  HIS  SONET  OF  THE 
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TIIRBKRUILC*8  AUNSWERE  AND  DISTICH  TO  THB 
SAMB. 

Two  lines  shall  teach  you  how 

to  purchase  loue  anewe: 
Let  reason  rule  where  Loue  di4  raigne 

and  ydle  thoughts  eschewe. 


AN  EPITAPH  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DAME 
ELYZABETH  ARHUNDLE. 

Herb  graued  is  a  good  and  godly  wight, 
That  yeelded  hath  bir  cynders  to  the  soyle. 
Who  ran  hir  race  in  vertues  tylt  aright 
And  neuer  had  at  Fortunes  hande  the  foyle: 
The  guide  was  Ood  whome  shee  did  aye  ennie. 
And  Vertue  was  the  marke  whereat  she  thrue. 

Descending  of  a  house  of  worthie  fame 
Shee  linckt  at  length  with  one  of  egall  state. 
Who  though  did  chaunge  hir  .first  and  former 


Did  not  enforce  hir  virtues  to  rebate: 
For  Dannat  shee  Dame  Arundel  was  bight. 
Whose  Feere  was  knowne  to  be  a  worthy  Knight. 

Hir  beautie  I  not  blaze  ne  brute  at  all« 
(Though  i^ith  the  best  she  might  therin  compare) 
For  that  it  was  to  age  and  fortune  thrall: 
Hir  thewes  I  touch  which  were  so  passing  rare. 
As  being  eartbt  and  reft  hir  vital  breath, 
Hir  chidPest  part  doth  line  and  conquer  death. 

Let  Spite  not  spare  to  speake  of  hir  the  wurst. 
Let  En  vie  feede  upon  hir  godly  life^ 
TiCt  Rancour  rage,  let  Hatreds  bellie  burst. 
Let  Zoill  now  unsheath  his  cutting  knife: 
For  death  bath  closde  hir  corse  in  marble  grane, 
Hir  soole  is  fled  in  Skies  bis  seate  to  haue 

Let  Leyster  laugh  that  such  a  Mirronr  bred: 
Let  Matrons  mourne  for  losse  of  their  renowne. 
Let  Cornwall  crie  since  Dannat  now  is  ded. 
Let  Vertue  eke  doe  on  hir  mourning  gowne: 
For  she  is  reft  that  was  at  Vertues  beck 
Whome  Fortune  had  no  power  to  giue  the  check. 


Two  lines  shall  tell  the  griefe, 
that  I  by  loue  snsUioe: 

I  bnme,  I  flame,  1  foint,  I  freeze, 
•fHeUIMetbepaine. 


TO  PIERO  OF  PRIDE. 

Fribhd  Piero,  Pride  infects  a  friendly  minde. 
The  haughtie  are  pursued  with  deadly  hate: 
Wherefore  eschue  the  proude  and  Peacocks  kinde 
That  greedie  are  to  sit  on  stoole  of  state: 
The  lowly  hart  doth  winne  the  loue  of  all. 
But  Pride  at  last  is  sure  of  shamefull  folL 


PIBRO  TO  TURBBRUILB. 

Good  is  the  counsell  (Turberuile)  yxm  giue 
It  is  a  vertue  rare  well  to  aduise, 
But  if  your  selfe  in  Peacocks  sort  doe  line 
Men  may  deeme  you  are  not  perflte  wise: 
Whose  cbiefest  point  in  act  oonsisteth  aye, 
Well  doing  forre  ezcelleth  wdl  to  saye. 
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TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


VJBE8E  m  PRAYSE  OF  LOBDE  HBNRIE 
HOWARDE  ERLB  OP  SURREY, 

What  shoald  I  speake  in  praise  of  Surreys  skil 
UDlesse  I  bad  a  tbousaod  tongues  at  will? 
No  one  is  able  to  depaint  at  fiill, 
The  flowing  fbaotaine  of  bis  sacred  idEttU. 
Whose  PeDoe  approoude  what  wit  be  had  in  mue 
Where  such  a  skill  in  making  Sonets  grue. 
Ecbe  worde  in  place  with  such  a  sleight  is  ooucht, 
JEchc  thing  whereof  be  treates  so  firmely  toucht. 
As  Pallas  seemde  within  bis  noble  breast 
To  baue  soiournde,  and  bene  a  dayly  guest. 
Our  mother  tongue  by  him  bath  got  such  light, 
As  ruder  speach  thereby  is  banisbt  quight: 
Reproue  him  not  for  fancies  that  he  wrought, 
For  Fame  thereby  and  nothing  else  he  sought. 
What  tbougb  his  verse  with  pleaaanttoies  are  fright  ? 
Yet  was  his  honours  life  a  Lampe  of  ligbL 
A  myrrour  be  the  simple  sort  to  traine, 
That  euer  bcate  his  brayne  fi>r  Britans  gaine. 
By  him  the  Nobles  had  their  vertues  blaacde. 
When  spiteful  death  their  honors  Hues  had  razde. 
Eche  that  in  life  had  well  deserued  aught. 
By  Surreys  meanes  an  endles  Fame  bath  caught 
To  quite  his  boone  and  aye  well  meaning  minde. 
Whereby  he  did  his  Sequdl  seeme  to  binde: 
Though  want  of  skill  to  silence  me  procures, 
I  write  of  him  whose  fiune  for  ajre  endures, 
A  worthie  Wight,  a  NoU^  for  bis  race, 
A  learned  Lord  that  bad  an  Earics  place. 


OP  lALOUSIE. 

A  tTRAUiroB  disease,  a  griefe  exceeding  great, 
A  man  to  baue  his  heart  in  flame  inrolde, 
In  sort  that  be  can  neuer  choose  but  sweat, 
And  feele  his  feete  benumde  with  frostie  colde. 
No  doubt  if  he  continue  in  this  heate. 
He  will  become  a  Cooke  hereafter  oMe, 
Of  such  diseases  such  is  the  effect. 
And  this  in  him  we  may  full  well  suspect 


TO  HIS  LADIE, 

TAAT  BY  HAP  WHSgr  BB  KI8SBD  BTR  AND 
MADB  HIR  LIPFE  BLBEDE,  CONTROLDB  HIM 
AMD  TOOKB  DISDAINS. 

DllCHARGE  thy  dole. 

Thou  subtile  soule. 
It  sUndes  in  little  steede 

To  cnrsse  the  kisse 

That  causer  is 
Thy  chirrie  lippe  doth  bleede. 

Thy  blond  ascends 

To  make  amends 
For  domage  thou  hast  donne : 

For  by  the  same 

I  fidt  a  flame 
More  scorching  than  the  Sonne. 

Thou  reftst  my  harte 

By  secret  Arte, 
My  sprites  were  quite  tubdude: 

My  Senses  fled 

And  I  was  ded. 
Thy  lippes  wen  miu^  imbnide. 


The  kisse  was  thine, 
The  hurt  was  mine. 
My  hart  felt  all  the  peine: 
.  Twas  it  that  bled 

And  lookte  so  red, 
I  tell  thee  once  againe. 

But  if  you  long 

To  wreake  your  wrong 
Upon  your  friendly  fb: 

Come  kisse  againe 

And  put  to  paine 
The  man  that  hurt  you  so. 


MAYSTER  GOOGE  HIS  S02<iET. 

Accuse  not  God  if  fansie  foiide 

doe  moue  thy  foolishe  braiue 
To  wayle  for  loue,  for  thou  thy  selfe 

art  cause  of  all  the  paine. 


TURBERVILB*S  ADN8WBRB. 

Not  God  (firiend  Googe)  the  loner  blame* 

as  worker  of  bis  woes : 
But  Cupid  that  his  fierie  flames 

so  frantickly  bestowes. 


A  COMPARISON 


OF   THE  LOOBRS  ESTATE  WITH  THE  MOlDIOmp 
PAINBFCJL  LYFB. 

Ip  Souldiers  may  for  seruice  done^ 

and  labours  lont;  sustainde. 
For  wearie  watch,  anH  perils  past, 

and  armcs  with  armour  painde: 

For  push  of  pike,  for  holbers  stroke, 

for  standing  in  the  front. 
If  they  expect  rewarde  (I  say) 

for  byding  battayles  brunt: 

tlien  what  shall  Cupids  Captainea  cimoe, 

what  recompense  desire. 
That  warde  the  day,  and  wake  the  night 

consumde  with  fretting  fire? 

No  roome  of  rest,  no  time  of  trace, 

no  pleading  for  a  peace: 
When  Cupid  soundes  hr^  warlike  Trampe, 

the  fight  will  neuer  cease. 

First  you  shall  see  the  shivering  shafts 

and  view  the  thirled  darts 
Which  from  their  eies  they  cast  by  coone 

to  pi>  rce  their  enmiea  harts. 

But  if  the  Foe  doe  atande  akiofe 

(as  is  the  Louens  guise) 
Then  Canons  with  their  craeU  cmeks 

as  thicke  as  thunder  flies- 

Sweete  wordes  in  place  of  powder  AliRde 

by  force  which  thinke  to  wiu« 
That  louing  lookes  of  late  bad  loft 

when  fight  did  first  begin. 
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Bat  oa  the  breast  to  beare  the  bmat 
and  keepe  them  Irom  the  bait, 

A  sure  and  priuie  cote  is  worne 
repelling  pellets  smart. 

They  stop  their  eares  i^inst  the  sonnd, 

which  is  the  surest  sbielde 
Against  the  dreadful  shot  of  wqrdes 

that  thousandes  had  beguilde. 

But  when  Cupidians  flatly  see 
nor  gunne,  nor  bo  we  prevaile. 

Then  they  begin  their  friendly  fbes 
with  other  fight  t'  assaile. 

Then  let  the  daskardes  dread  aside 

and  to  the  walles  they  nm^ 
As  though  they  would  subdue  the  Forte 

or  ere  the  fight  begun. 

Forthwith  the  scaling  Ladders  come, 

and  to  the  walles  are  set. 
Then  sighs  and  sobbes  begin  to  clime, 

but  they  are  quickly  met. 

Thus  Cupid  and  his  Souldiers  all 
the  aharpe  repulse  sustaine: 

Wbome  Beauty  batters  from  the  walles 
whose  Captaine  is  Disdaine. 

When  all  are  gone  and  yeelde  it  lost, 
comes  Hope  and  whot  Desire, 

To  see  where  they  can  haue  the  hap 
to  set  the  Fort  a  fire. 

But  naught  preuailes  their  lingring  fight 

they  can  not  Beautie  win: 
Yet  doe  they  skirmish  still  bebinde 

in  hope  to  enter  in. 
At  length  when  Beautie  doth  perceyve 

those  soldiers  are  so  true. 
That  they  will  nener  from  the  walles 

till  they  the  holde  subdue : 

She  calles  for  Pittie  for  the  keyes 

and  bids  hirlet  them  in: 
In  hope  they  will  be  true  to  hir 

as  they  to  Loue  bad  bin. 

The  gates  no  sooner  are  anlockt, 

but  souldiers  all  retire : 
And  enter  into  Beaoties  Forte 

with  Hope  and  bote  Desire. 
Now  judge  by  this  that  I  haue  saide 

of  these  two  fightes  aright, 
Which  is  the  greatest  toyle  of  both 

when  warlike  Tents  are  pight 
For  Man  his  men  sometime  haue  ease, 

nod  from  their  battaile  blhi: 
Bat  Cupids  soaldiers  eaeraerue 

till  they  Dame  Beantie  win. 


THE  LOUEn 

AOAIHtT  ONB  THAT  OOMFABBD  HIS    MX8TREMB 
WITH  Bit  LADIB. 

A  MADBBMB  to  cootpare 

the  Pipler  with  the  Pinci 
Whereof  the  Mariner  makes  his  Mast 

and  bangea  it  all  with  liite. 


A  follie  to  prefena 

a  Lampe  before  the  SuuM^ 
Or  brag  that  Balam's  lumpish  aase 

with  Bncephall  shall  runne. 

Then  cease  for  shame  to  vaunt, 
and  crowe  in  craking  wise 

Of  hir  jthat  least  deseroes  to  baua 
hir  beauties  fame  arise. 

Thou  foolish  Dame  beware 
of  haughtie  Peacocks  pride: 

The  firuite  thereof  in  former  age 
hath  Bundrie  times  been  tride. 

Amchne  can  ezpresse 

how  angrie  Pallas  was. 
When  shee  in  needle  worke  would 

the  Heauenly  Wight  to  passe. 

The  Spider  showes  the  spite 
that  she  (good  wench)  abid. 

In  token  of  hir  pride  shee  haoges 
at  roofe  by  rutten  thrid. 

No  foode  she  hath  allowde 
lesse  Fortune  sende  the  Flie: 

The  Cobweb  is  hir  costly  Couch 
appointed  hir  to  lie. 

With  venim  ranck  and  vile 
hir  wombe  is  like  to  burst, 

A  token  of  hir  inward  hate 
and  hawtie  minde  at  fnrst. 

And  thou  that  surely  thinkst 

thy  Ladie  to  excell. 
Example  take  of  others  harme 

for  judgement  that  befell: 

When  Pan  the  Pastors  prime, 
and  Rex  of  rustick  route. 

To  passe  Apollo  in  his  play 
and  Musick  went  aboute: 

Mount  Tmolus  was  the  Judge 
that  there  the  roome  possest, 

To  giue  his  verdite  for  them  both 
which  uttered  Musick  best. 


First  came  the  Rustick  forth 

with  Pipe  and  puffed  bag. 
That  made  his  eies  to  runne  like  t treamts, 

and  both  his  lips  to  wag. 

The  noyse  was  somewhat  rude 

and  ragged  to  the  eare : 
The  simplest  man  aline  would  gesse 

that  pievish  Pan  was  there. 

Then  Phoebus  framde  his  frets, 

and  wrested  all  his  pi  noes. 
And  on  his)  curious  strings  to  strike 

the  skilfull  God  beginnet. 

So  passing  was  his  play 

as  made  the  trees  to  dauncci 
And  stubborn  Rocks  in  deepest  vales 

for  gladsome  ioy  to  praunce. 

Amphyon  Unsht  as  red 

as  any  glowing  flame: 
And  Orpheus  durst  not  shew  his  face, 

but  bide  bis  head  for  shame. 
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Ynough  quoth  Tmolus  tho» 
my  judgement  is  that  Pan 

May  pipe  among  the  ruder  sort 
that  little  Musickcan. 

Apo?lo8  playe  doth  passe 
.  of  all  thai  ere  I  bearde : 
Wherefore  (as  reason  is)  of  mee 
the  Luter  is  preferde. 

Meanwhile  was  Mydas  prest 
not  pointed  ludge  in  place: 

But  (lyke  a  dolt  that  went  about 
Apollo  to  deface) 

Tashe  Tmolus,  tushe  quoth  hee^ 

Pan  hath  the  better  skill: 
For  bee  the  emptie  bagge  with  winde 

and  strowling  blast  doth  fill. 

Apollo  wagges  his  ioints 
and  makes  a  jarrin|p  sounde: 

Lyke  pleasure  is  not  m  the  Lute 
as  in  the  Bagpipe  fbunde. 

No  sooner  had  bee  spoke 
those  witlesse  wordes  and  sed. 

But  Phoebus  graft  on  Asses  eares 
vpon  his  beastly  bed. 

In  proof  of  judgement  wrong 
that  Mydas  did  maintaine. 

He  .had  a  paire  of  sowsing  eares 
to  shilde  him  from  the  raine. 

Wherefore  (my  Friend)  take  heede 

of  afterclaps  that  fall : 
And  deeme  not  hir  a  Dearling  that 

deserues  no  prayse  at  all. 

Your  iudgement  is  beguilde, 

your  Senses  suffer  shame  : 
That  so  doe  seeke  to  blaze  hir  armes, 

and  to  aduaunce  hir  fame. 

Let  hir  go  hide  hir  head 

in  lothsome  lurcking  mue, 
For  crabbed  Crowfoote  marres  hir  face 

and  quite  distaines  hir  hue. 


THE  LOUER 

TO  A  OENTLEWOMA.N,TH  AT  AFTER  GREAT  FRIEND- 
SNIP  WITHOUT  DE8ART  OR  CAUSE  OF  MISLYK- 
ING,  REFUSED  HIM. 

Haub  3rou  not  heard  it  long  ago 

of  cuiming  Fawkeners  ioidey 
,  That  Hauks  which  loue  their  kepers  Cal 

are  woorth  their  weight  in  Golde  ? 
And  such  as  knowe  the  luring  voice 

of  him  that  feedes  them  still : 
And  neuer  rangle  iarre  abrode 

against  the  Keepers  will. 

Doe  farre  exceede  the  haggarde  Hanke 

that  stoopeth  to  no  stale  : 
Nor  forceth  on  the  Lure  awhit, 

but  mounts  with  euery  gale  ? 

Yes,  yes,  I  knowe  you.  know  it  well, 

and  I  by  proufe  haue  tride. 
That  wilde  and  haggard  Hawkea  are  worse 

than  such  as  will  abide* 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


Yet  is  there  eke  another  ktnde, 

iarre  worser  than  the  rest : 
And  those  are  tbey  that  fiie  at  cbeck^ 

and  stoupe  to  euerie  gest. 

They  leaue  the  lawe  that  nature  tauf^t 
and  shunne  their  wonted  kinde. 

In  fleeing  after  euerie  Foule 
that  mounteth  with  the  winde. 

You  know  what  I  doe  meane  by  this, 

if  not,  giue  eare  a  while: 
And  1  shall  shewe  you  my  conceite 

in  plaine  and  simple  stile. 

You  were  sometime  a  gentle  Hawke, 

and  woont  to  feede  on  fist: 
And  knew  my  luring  voice  right  well 

and  would  repaire  at  list. 

I  could  qo  sooner  make  a  t>eck 

or  token  with  my  hand, 
But  you  would  quickly  iudge  my  will 

and  how  the  case  did  stand. 

But  now  you  are  become  so  wylde 

and  rammage  to  be  seene. 
As  though  you  were  a  haggard  Hawks 

your  maners  altred  cleene. 
You  now  refuse  to  come  to  fist, 

you  shun  my  wonted  call : 
My  luring  liketh  not  your  eare, 

you  force  mee  not  at  all. 

You  flee  with  winges  of  often  chauage 
attandom  where  you  please: 

But  that  in  time  will  breede  in  yon 
some  fowle  and  fell  disease. 

Line  like  a  baggmxl  still  therefore, 

and  for  no  luring  care: 
For  best  (I  see)  contents  thy  minde 

at  wishe  and  will  to  fare. 

So  some  perhaps  will  line  in  hope 

at  length  to  light  on  thee. 
That  earst  reclaimde  so  gentle  weite 

and  louing  birde  to  mee. 

But  if  thou  chaunce  to  iail  to  check, 

and  force  on  erie  fowle, 
Thou  Shalt  be  worse  detested  then, 

than  is  the  nigbtish  Owle. 

This  counsell  take  of  him  that  onoe 

did  keepe  thee  at  his  beck : 
But  now  giues  up  in  open  field 

for  feare  of  filthie  check. 


THE  LOUER 

OBTATNINO  HIS  WIIHB  BT  AU.  LYKKLTBODK, 
YET  ROTABLE  TO  ATTAINS  m%  DBtUtB,  COM- 
PARES HIMSELF  TO  TAMTALUS. 

Of  Tantalus  plight. 
The  Poets  wright, 
Complayning 
And  fayning 
In  sorrowfull  sownding  songes: 
Who  feeles  (they  saye) 
For  Apples  gaye 
Such  payning 
Not  gayning 
The  fruite  for  which  hee  loogei  r 
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For  when  hee  thinkes  to  feede  therone, 
The  fickle  flattriof  Tree  is  fcone: 
And  all  in  vaine  hee  hopes  to  haae 

his  famine  to  expell 
The  flitting  fraite  that  lookes  so  braue 

and  likes  his  eie  so  well : 
And  thas  his  hun^^er  doth  increase. 
And  hee  can  nener  finde  release. 

As  want  of  Meate 
Doth  make  him  freate 
With  raging 
And  gazing, 
To  catch  the  fruite  that  ftees.: 
Euen  so  for  drythe 
The  Miser  crythe. 
Not  swaging 
But  waging, 
For  Hcoor  that  he  sees : 
Tor  to  his  painefall  parched  mouth 
The  long  desired  water  flouth, 
And  when  he  gapes  full  gredilie 

anthriilie  thirst  to  slake, 
The  river  wasteth  speedilie, 

and  away warde  goen  the  Uke : 
That  all  the  licour  from  his  lips 
And  diyed  chaps  away  it  slips. 

This  kind  of  peine 
Doth  be  sustaine 
Not  ceasing 
Increasing, 
His  pittifuH  pining  wo: 
In  plenties  place, 
Devoide  of  ^race, 
Releasing 
Or  ceasing 
The  pangs  that  pinch  him  so : 
Of  all  the  fretting  fits  of  Hell 
This  Tantals  torment  is  most  fell : 
For  that  the  reast  can  haue  no  hope 

their  fireedome  to  attaine, 
And  he  hath  graanted  him  such  scope 

aa  makes  the  Myser  faine : 
Bat  all  for  naught  in  fine  it  serues. 
For  he  with  drytb  and  hunger  sterues. 

Euen  so  fare  I 
That  am  as  nie 
My  pleasure. 

My  treasure, 
As  f  might  wishe  to  bee : 
And  haue  at  will 
My  Ladie  still 
At  leasure. 
In  measure. 
As  well  it  lykcth  mee. 
The  amorous  biyncks  flee  to  and  fro, 
With  sugred  wordes  that  make  a  show 
That  fansie  is  well  pleasde  withall 

and  Andes  itfselfe  content : 
Ecbe  other  friendly  friend  doth  call 

and  eche  of  us  consent : 
And  thus  we  seeme  for  to  possesse 
£che  others  hart  and  ftaue  redresse 

We  coll,  we  chip, 
We  kisse  with  lip. 

Delighted, 

Requighted, 


And  merely  apend  the  day : 
The  tales  I  tell 
Are  fancide  well, 
Recited, 
Not  spited. 
Thus  weares  the  time  away. 
Looke  what  I  like  shee  doth  imbrace. 
She  giues  good  eare  vnto  my  ease 
And  yeeldes  mee  lawfiill  libertie 
To  frame  my  dolorus  plaint. 
To  quite  hir  friend  from  ieopardie 

Whome  Cupid  hath  attaint: 
Respecting  nought  at  all  his  welth 
But  seeking  meane  to  woork  his  helth. 

I  seeme  to  haue 
The  thing  I  craue, 
Shee  banres  not, 
Shee  iarred  not. 
But  with  a  verie  good  will 
Shee  heares  my  sute, 
And  for  the  frute 
Shee  warres  not. 
But  dares  not 
To  let  mee  feede  my  fill. 
Shee  would  (I  know)  with  heart  agree. 
The  fault  is  neyther  in  hir  nor  mee, 
I  dare  aoowe  full  willinglie 

shee  would  consent  thereto. 
And  gladly  would  mee  remedie 

to  banish  away  my  wo  : 
I/)  thus  my  wish  1  doe  possesse. 
And  am  a  Tantal  naytheleste. 

For  though  I  stande 
And  touch  with  hande 
Allured, 
Procured, 
The  Sainct  I  doe  desire: 
And  may  be  bolde 
For  to  enfolde. 
Assured, 
Indured, 
The  Corps  that  I  require: 
Yet  by  no  meanes  may  I  attaine 
To  haue  the  fruite  I  would  so  fisine 
To  ryd  mee  from  extremitie 

and  cruell  oppressing  care, 
Ruen  thus  with  Tantala  penaltie 

my  destnie  may  compare : 
Who  though  endure  ezoeasiue  paine. 
Yet  mine  is  not  the  least  of  twaine. 


THE  LOUER 

TO  THB  TBM8  OF  LONDOV  TO  FAUOR  Hit  LADIl 
PASSING  THEREON. 

Thou  stately  Streame  that  with  the  swelling  Tide 
Gainst  London  walles  incessantly  dost  beate. 
Thou  Terns  (I  say)  where  barge  and  bote  doth 

ride. 
And  snowhite  Swans  do  fish  for  needefuU  meate : 

When  so  my  Lone  offeree,  or  pleasure  shall 
Flit  on  thy  flood  as  costome  is  to  do : 
Seeke  not  with  dread  hir  courage  to  appall. 
But  calme  thy  tyde,  and  smoothly  let  it  go : 
As  shee  may  ioy,  arriude  to  siker  shore. 
To  passe  the  pleasant  streame  shee  did  before. 
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To  weltre  rp  and  surge  in  wrathfull  wise, 
(As  did  the  floud  where  Helle  drenched  was,) 
Would  but  procure  defame  of  thee  to  rise : 
Wherefore  let  all  such  rutblesse  rigor  passe. 
So  wish  I  that  thou  mayst  with  bending  side 
Haue  powre  for  aye  in  woouted  Goulfe  to  glide. 


TO  HIS  RING 

CIVBlf  TO  ait   LADIB,  WBBRBIN   WAS    GRAUBN 
THIS  VBR8B. 

Mr  HEART  IS  YOURS. 

Though  thou  (my  Ring)  be  small, 

and  slender  be  thy  price : 
Yet  hast  thou  in  thy  compasse  coucht 

a  Louers  true  deuice. 

And  though  no  Ruble  redde, 

ne  Turkesse  trimme  tliy  toppe. 
Nor  other  luell  that  commends 

the  golden  Vulcans  shoppe : 

Yet  mayst  thou  boldely  vannt 

and  make  a  true  report 
For  mee  that  am  thy  Mayster  yet 

in  snch  a  semUant  sort, 

That  aye  (my  heart  is  hirs) 

of  thee  I  aske  no  more : 
My  Pen  and  1  will  shew  the  reast, 

which  yet  I  keepe  in  store. 

Be  mindefbll  of  thy  charge, 

and  of  thy  Maysters  case : 
Forget  not  that  (my  heart  is  hirs) 

though  1  be  not  in  place. 

When  thcwi  hast  tolde  thy  Ule 

which  is  but  short  and  sweete : 
Then  let  my  Loue  ooniect  the  reast 

till  she  and  1  doe  meete. 

For  as  (my  heart  is  hirs) 

so  shall  it  be  for  aye: 
My  heart,  my  hand,  my  life,  my  limmes 

are  hirs  till  dying  day. 

Yea  when  the  spirite  gines  Tp 
and  bodie  breathes  his  last. 
Say  naythelesse  (my  heart  is  hirs) 
when  life  and  all  is  past. 
Sit  fast  to  hir  finger. 
But  doe  thou  not  wring  her. 


THE  DISPAIRISG  LOUER 

CRAUES  BITMBR  MERCIE  IN  TIME  AT  HIS  LADYBt 
HARDS,  OR  CRUELL  DEATH. 

LiKB  as  the  fearefuU  Foole 

within  the  Fawcons  foote 
Doth  yeelde  him  selfe  to  die, 

and  sees  none  other  boote  ^ 

Euen  so  dread  T  (my  Deare) 

least  ruth  in  thee  will  want. 
To  mee  that  am  thy  thrall, 

who  fearing  death  doe  pant. 


So  fast  I  am  in  Gyne 

within  yoar  Beanties  Gayle,  . 
As  thenoe  to  make  a  breach 

no  engin  may  preoayle. 

The  heart  within  my  breast 

with  trembling  feare  doth  quake: 

And  saoe  your  loue  (my  Oeare) 
nought  can  my  fconneoi  slake. 

To  slea  a  yeeldiug  pray 
I  iudge  it  not  your  kiode: 

Your  Beautie  bids  mee  hope 
more  ruth  in  yon  to  fiode. 

Where  Nature  hath  yfonnde 
such  featurde  shape  to  showe. 

There  hath  she  dosde  in  breast 
a  heart  for  grace  to  growe. 

Wherefore  my  liugring  painea 
redresse  with  ruthfuU  hart : 

And  doe  in  time  become 
Phisition  to  my  smart. 

Oh  showe  thy  selfe  a  Irinde 
and  Natures  Impe  to  bee. 

As  thuu  c  Woman  art  by  kindc 
to  Womans  kinde  agree. 

But  if  you  can  not  finde 
in  heart  my  lyfe  to  sane, 

But  tb^t  you  long  to  see 
your  thrall  lye  dead  in  gnuie : 

Send  mee  the  fetal]  bole, 
andcruell  cutting  Knife: 

And  thou  shalt  see  me  rid 
my  wretched  limmes  of  lyfe. 

No  lesse  to  like  thy  minde 
than  to  abridge  ray  smart : 

Which  were  an  yil  rewarde 
for  such  a  good  desart. 

Of  both  I  count  it  least 

by  cursed  fete  to  fell. 
Than  rutblesse  here  to  line 

and  aye  to  be  a  thrall. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND 

TO  BV  CORSTANT  AFTBR  CUOTC^ 

What  made  Vlysses  Wife 

to  be  renoamed  so  ? 
What  forced  Fame  hIr  eodlesse  bmte 

in  blasting  trumpe  to  blow  ? 

What  Cleopatra  causde 

to  haue  immortall  prayse  ? 
What  did  procure  Lucrecias  laade 

to  lasten  to  our  dayes  ? 

Cause  they  thetr  plighted  hestes 

▼nbroken  aye  resarude; 
And  planted  Constance  in  their  bearta 

from  whome  they  neoer  swarade. 

What  makes  the  Marble  stone 

and  Diamonde  so  deare  ? 
Saue  that  they  longest  last  of  all, 

and  alwayes  one  appeare  ? 
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What  makes  the  waxen  forme 

t9  be  of  slender  price  ? 
Bat  cause  with  force  of  fire  it  melts 

and  wasteth  with  a  trice. 

Then  if  thoo  long  for  prayse 

or  blasted  Fame  to  finde, 
(My  friend)  thou  mast  not  chaunge  thy  cbc^ce 

or  tome  lyke  Cock  with  winde« 

Be  constant  in  thy  worde 

and  stable  in  thy  deede: 
This  is  the  rediest  way  to  winne 

and  purchase  prayse  with  speede. 


THAT     I4>UBRS     MUST    NOT    DISPAIRE    THOUGH 
THEIR  LADIES  SEEMS  STRAUNOE. 

Though  Neptune  in  his  rage 

the  swelling  Seas  doe  tosse, 
And  crack  the  Cables  in  despite 

To  further  Shipmens  losse : 

Though  Anckre  holde  doe  ikyle, 

and  Mysson  go  to  wrack, 
Though  Sayleswitb  blustring  blast  be  ren^ 

and  Keale  begin  to  crack : 

Yet  those  that  are  a  booide 

and  guide  the  Ship  with  steare, 
AHbough  they  see  such  daungers  prest  * 

and  perils  to  appeare : 

Yet  hope  to  light  at  last 

▼pen  some  harbour  holde. 
And  finde  a  Porte  where  they  to  cast 

their  Anckers  may  be  bolde. 

Though  Theeues  be  kept  in  Gayle 

fast  bound  in  surest  Gyues, 
They  lay  not  all  good  hope  aside 

for  saning  of  their  lyues. 

They  trust  at  length  to  see 

such  mercie  in  the  ludge, 
As  they  in  open  presence  quit 

may  from  the  Prison  trudge. 

And  those  for  gieedie  gaine 

and  hope  of  hidden  golde 
In  deepest  Mynes  and  Dongeon  darke 

that  bide  the  bitter  colde: 

In  fine  doe  looke  to  light 

vpon  some  Golden  vaine, 
Which  may  be  thought  a  recompence 

lor  all  their  passed  paine. 

The  Ploughman  eke  that  toyles 

aod  tames  the  ground  for  graine. 
And  sowes  his  seede  (perhaps  to  losse) 

yet  standee  in  hope  of  gaine. 

He  will  not  once  dispaire, 

but  hope  till  Haruestfall: 
And  then  will  looke  assuredly 

to  stufie  his  Barnes  withall. 

Since  these  in  perils  poynt 

will  neuer  once  dispaire» 
Then  why  should  Louers  sUnd  in  dread 

of  stormes  in  weather  faire  ? 
vol..  u. 


Why  should  they  bane  mistrust 

some  better  hap  to  finde. 
Or  thinck  that  women  will  not  chaunge 

as  is  their  woonted  kinde? 


Though  straunge  they  seeme  a  while 

and  cruell  for  a  space: 
Yet  see  thou  hope  at  length  by  hap 

to  finde  some  better  grace. 

For  TygCTS  will  be  tame, 

and  Lyons  shat  were  woode. 
In  time  their  Keepers  learne  to  knowe 

and  come  to  them  for  fbode. 

What  though  they  scome  as  now 

to  listen  to  thy  sute  ? 
Yet  thou  in  time  when  fortune  semes 

Shalt  reape  some  better  frute. 

And  though  thy  sighes  they  scorne 

and  mock  thy  Welling  teares: 
Yet  hope  (I  say)  for  after  stormes 

the  shining  Sunne  appeares. 

And  neuer  cease  to  sue» 

nor  from  lamenting  stint: 
Fur  often  drops  of  falling  ralne 

in  time  doe  pierce  the  Flint. 

Was  neuer  stone  so  strong 

nor  womaus  heart  so  harde, 
But  th*  one  with  toole,  and  th'  other  with  teares 

in  processe  might  be  scarde. 


COUN8ELL  RETURNED  BY  PTNDARE  TO  TTMETE8, 
or  CONSTANCIE. 

What  made  the  Troyan  Duke 

that  wandring  Prince  to  haue 
Such  yll  report,  and  foule  defame 

as  him  Carthago  gaue  ? 

What  faythlesse  lason  forst 

a  Tray  tors  name  to  gaine  ? 
When  he  to  Colchos  came,  and  did 

the  golden  Flecse  attaine  ? 

What  Theseus  causde  to  bee 

reported  of  so  yll. 
As  yet  record  thereof  remaynes 

(I  think)  and  euer  wyli? 

Cause  they  their  faythfull  Friendes 

that  savde  their  doubtfuU  lyues 
Forsooke  at  last,  and  did  disdaine 

to  take  them  to  their  wyues. 

They  broke  their  vowed  hestes, 

by  ship  away  they  went: 
And  so  betrayde  those  siely  soules 

that  craft  nor  falsehood  ment. 

Wherefore  if  you  (my  Friend) 

the  like  report  will  flee 
Stand  euer  to  the  promise  made, 

and  plighted  troth  to  mee. 

Those  Dames  of  whome  you  spake 

were  consUnt  (as  you  say) 
But  sure  these  Lovers  I  alleage 

un&ithfull  partes  did  play. 
Q  Q 
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More  cause  haue  Ito  doubt 
of  you,  Tymetes,  then. 

For  (as  you  see)  we  Women  are 
more  tnistie  thaa  you  men. 


A     LBTTBR    8BNT     BY    TTMBTBt  TO  Hit  LADIB 
PYNDARA  AT  THB  TIMB  OB  HIS  DBPABTURB. 

Of  Pennes  I  bad  good  store, 

ne  Paper  did  I  want 
Wben  I  began  to  write  to  thee: 

but  Inck  was  somewhat  scant. 

Yet  Loue  denisde  a  fetchi 

m  friendly  sleight  at  neede: 
For  I  with  pointed  Pensill  made 

my  middle  finger  bleede. 

From  whence  the  bioud  as  from 

a  clouen  Conduite  flue. 
And  these  fewe  rude  and  skillesse  lines 

with  quaking  quill  1  dme. 

Now  Friend  I  must  depart 

aud  leaue  this  lyked  lande: 
Now  cankred  Hap  doth  force  mee  take 

a  new  founde  toyle  in  hande. 

Shee  spites  that  I  shouM  liue, 

or  leade  a  quiet  life: 
Aye  seeking  how  to  breede  my  bale 

and  make  my  sorrowes  rife. 

From  whence  I  passe  I  knowe, 

a  place  of  pleasant  blisse: 
But  whither  I  shall  I  wote  not  well* 

I  know  not  where  it  is. 

Where  she  by  Sea  or  Lande 

me  (cruelO  will  eompell 
To  passe,  or  by  the  Desert  Dales, 

were  yerie  hard  to  tell. 

But  needes  I  must  awsiy, 

the  Westeme  winde  doth  blowe 
So  full  against  my  back  that  1 

of  force  from  hence  doe  go. 

Yet  naythelesse  in  pawne 

(O  Friend)  I  leaue  with  you 
A  faithfoll  Heart,  that  lasUng  lyfe 

will  shew  it  selfe  as  true. 

As  loouing  earst  it  hatb: 

-  and  if  mee  trust  you  dare. 
Fill  Tp  the  emptie  place  with  yours, 
if  you  the  same  may  spare. 

Inclose  it  in  my  breast, 

in  safetie  shall  it  lie: 
And  thou  sbalt  bane  thy  Heart  againe 

if  I  doe  chaunce  to  die. 

Thus  dubble  is  your  gaine, 

a  dubble  Heart  to  haue: 
To  purchase  thee  another  Heart, 

and  eke  thine  owne  to  sane. 

Line  mindefoll  of  tby  Friend, 

forget  no  promise  past: 
Be  stouta  gainst  the  stubbume  strokes 

of  frowaide  Fortunes  blast. 


TURBERV1LE*S  POEMS. 


Penelope  be  true 

to  thy  Vlysses  still: 
Let  no  newe  chosen  Friend  break  off 

the  thieed  of  our  good  wiU. 

Though  I  on  seas  doe  passe, 
the  surge  will  have  no  powre 

To  quench  the  flame  that  in  my  breast 
increaseth  day  and  honre. 

And  thus  (the  heart  that  is 
your  owne)  doth  wtshe  thee  well. 

With  good  increase  of  blessed  haps 
sinister  channce  to  qnelL 

Adue  my  chosen  Friend, 

if  fortune  say  Amen, 
From  hence  I  go  thine  owne,  and  will 

thine  owne  retume  agen. 


PTMDARa'S  AUKSWBRB  TO  THB  URTEK  WHICH 
TTMETB8  SBMT  HIR  AT  TBB  TUfB  OP  HIS  OE- 
PARTDRB. 

When  first  thy  Letters  came 

(O  louing  Friend)  to  mee 
I  leapt  for  joy,  in  hope  to  haue 

receyvde  good  newes  of  thee. 

I  never  stayde  upon 

those  lines  that  were  without: 
But  rashly  ript  the  seale,  to  rid 

my  minde  from  dreadfull  dont. 

Which  done  (O  cradl  griefo) 

I  saw  a  moumfull  sight 
This  Verse  "  Of  Pennes  I  had  good  store** 

with  purple  bloud  ywright. 

With  flonds  of  flowing  teares 

straight  drowned  were  mine  eies. 
On  eyther  Cheeke  they  trickled  fast 

and  ranne  in  river  wies. 

My  minde  did  yll  abode, 

it  yrkt  to  reade  the  rest: 
Fur  when  I  saw  the  Inck  was  such, 

I  thought  I  saw  the  best. 

Long  stoode  1  in  a  dumpe, 

my  hart  began  to  ake: 
My  Liver  leapt  within  my  bulck, 

my  trembling  bands  did  shake. 

My  Senses  were  bereft, 

my  bowing  knees  did  bende: 
Out  firom  my  node  the  blond  it  brake 

much  like  the  Letter  pende. 

Up  start  my  staring  Lock«, 

I  lay  for  dead  a  space: 
And  what  with  bloud  and  brine  I  all 

bedewde  the  dreerie  place. 

From  out  my  feeble  fist 

fell  Needle,  cloth  and  all, 
1  knewe  no  Wight,  I  saw  no  Sonne, 

as  deaf  as  stone  in  wall.    . 

At  last  when  stauders  by 

had  brought  my  Sense  againe. 
And  force  of  life  had  conquerd  griefb 

and  banish t  deadly  jnune: 
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that  my  Tymetes  shall 

Depart  the  presence  of  his  Friend : 
yet  80  doe  guide  the  ball 
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I  thought  the  worft  was  part, 

I  deemde  I  doald  abide 
No  greater  torment  than  I  had, 

nnlease  I  should  haoe  dtde. 

To  Tewing  then  againe 

of  blondie  lynes  T  go : 
And  euer  as  I  read  the  wordes« 

mee  thought  I  saw  the  bio. 

Which  pointed  Pensell  gave, 

from  whence  that  dolefull  Inck 
As  from  a  cloven  Conduit  flue: 

remembraunce  made  me  sbrinck. 

Oh  Friend  Tymetes  why 

so  cruell  were  thou  than  ? 
What  didst  thou  meane  to  hurt  thy  flesh 

thou  rasbe  and  retchlesse  man? 

Whati  didst  thou  deeme  that  I 

could  vew  that  gone  scrole 
Withouten  anguishe  of  the  minde? 

or  thittke  upon  the  hole 

Of  that  thy  friendly  fist 

and  fia^r  that  did  bleede? 
Ko,  no,  I  haue  a  womans  hart, 

1  am  no  Tygers  seede. 

As  great  a  griefe  it  was 

for  me  to  think  in  hart 
Of  thy  mishap,  as  if  my  selfe 

had  felt  the  present  smart. 

O  cruell  cursed  want 

of  fitter  Inck  to  write : 
Good  figiyth  that  lycour  was  unmeete 

Such  loving  lines  t'indite. 

But  yet  in  some  respect 

it  fitted  with  the  case: 
For  (out  alas)  I  read  therein 

that  thou  hast  fled  the  place, 

♦Where  friendly  we  were  woont 
'     like  ikithfuU  friends  to  bee: 
Where  thou  mougbtst  chat  with  mee  thy  fill 
And  1  conferre  with  thee. 

Ob  spitefoll  cruell  Channce 

oh  cursed  caockred  Fate: 
Art  thou  a  Goddesse  (Monster  vile) 

deseruing  stoole  of  state  ? 

O  blinde  and  muflled  Dame, 

couldst  thou  not  see  to  spare 
Fwo  frithlull  harts,  but  reauing  th'  one 

must  breede  the  others  care? 

No  wonder  'tis  that  thou 
dost  stande  on  whirling  whelle : 

For  by  thy  deedes  thou  dost  declare 
thou  canst  doe  naught  but  reele. 

Art  thoQ  of  Womans  kinde 

and  ruthfull  Goddesse  race, 
Aud  hast  no  more  respect  unto 

a  sielie  womans  case  ? 

Avaunt  thou  froward  Fiend, 

thou  so  my  Friend  dost  driue 
From  shore  well  knowne  to  forraine  coast 

our  sugrod  ioyes  to  riue. 


As  he  at  land  may  liue 

not  trying  surge  of  seas: 
Nor  ship  him  from  the  Hauens  mouth 

to  breede  him  more  unease. 

(Good  Friend)  aduenture  not 

so  rashly  on  the  flould, 
As  earst  thou  did  in  writing  of 

this  Letter  with  thy  bloud. 

Seek  not  tincrease  my  cares 

or  dabble  griefe  begoon: 
Think  of  Leanders  bolde  attempt 

the  lyke  distresse  to  shoon. 

What  suretie  is  in  ship? 

what  trust  in  oken  plancks? 
What  credit  doe  the  windes  descrue 

at  land  that  play  such  prancksf 

If  houses  strongly  built 

and  Towers  battled  hie. 
By  force  of  blast  be  ouerthrowne 

when  JBols  impes  doe  flie : 

In  puffing  windes  the  Pine 

and  aged  Oke  doe  teare. 
And  from  the  bodies  rent  the  bonghes 

and  lofty  lugges  they  beare: 

Then  why  shouldst  thou  affie 

in  Keale  or  Cable  so. 
Or  hazard  thus  thy  selfe  upon 

the  tossing  Seas  to  go? 

Hast  thou  not  harde  of  yore 

how  good  Vlysses  was  ' 
With  stormie  tempest  chased  sore 

when  he  to  Greece  did  passe? 

A  wearie  trauaile  hee 

fur  ten  yeares  space  abid. 
And  all  the  while  this  noble  Greeke 

on  waltring  wallow  slid. 

Hast  thou  not  read  in  Bookes 

of  fell  Charybdis  goulfe. 
And  Scyllas  Dogs,  whom  ships  do  dread 

as  Lambes  doe  feare  the  Woulfe? 

Nor  of  the  raggie  Rocks 

that  under  lurck  the  wane  ? 
And  rent  the  Barcks  that  Moh  blasts 

into  their  bosome  draue? 

Nor  of  the  Monster  huge 
that  belch  out  frothie  fleame. 

And  singing  Sirens  that  doe  drowne 
both  man  and  ship  in  strcame? 

Alas  the  thought  of  Seas» 

and  of  thy  passage  paines 
(If  once  thou  gage  thy  selfe  to  surge) 

my  hart  and  members  straines 

The  present  fits  of  feare 

of  alterclaps  to  cum. 
Amaze  my  louing  tender  breast 

And  senses  doe  beuum. 
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But  needes  thou  must  away, 

(oh  Friend)  what  hap  is  this 
That  ere  thou  flee  this  friendly  coast 

thy  lips  I  can  not  kisse? 

Nor  with  my  folded  annes 

imbrace  that  neck  of  thine: 
Nor  clap  unto  thy  manly  breast 

these  louing  Dugs  of  mine  ? 

Nor  shed  my  trilling  teares 

upon  thy  moisted  face  ? 
Nor  say  to  thee,  Tymet  adue, 

when  thou  departst  the  place? 

O  that  I  had  thy  forme 

in  waxen  table  now. 
To  represent  thy  liuely  lookes 

and  friendly  louing  brow. 

That  mought  perhaps  abridge 

some  part  of  pinching  paine: 
And  comfort  me  till  better  channce 

did  send  thee  home  agaioe. 

Both  winde  and  waue  at  once 

conspire  to  worke  my  wo, 
Or  else  thou  shouldst  not  so  be  forste 

from  me  (thine  owne)  to  go. 

0  wayward  Westerne  blast 
what  didst  thou  meane  so  full 

Against  Tymetes  back  to  blow, 
and  him  from  hence  to  pull  ? 

Hast  thou  been  counted  earst 

a  gentle  gale  of  winde. 
And  dost  thou  now  at  length  bewray 

thy  fierce  and  froward  kinde? 

1  thought  the  Northren  blast 

from  frostie  Pole  that  came 
Had  beene  the  worst  of  all  the  windes 
and  most  deserued  blame. 

But  nowe  I  plainly  see 

that  Poets  did  but  faine: 
When  they  of  Borias  spake  so  yll 

and  of  bis  cruell  raigne. 

For  thou  of  iEols  brats 

thy  selfe  the  woorst  dost  showe: 
And  hauing  no  just  cause  to  rage 

to  soone  beginst  to  blowe. 

If  needes  thou  wouldst  have  usde 

thy  force  and  fretting  moode, 
Thou  shouldst  have  broylde  among  the  trees 

that  in  the  Mountaines  stoodet 

And  let  us  friends  alone 

that  livde  in  perfite  blisse. 
But  to  request  the  windes  of  ruth 

but  labor  lost  it  is. 

Well  Friend  though  cruell  bap. 

and  windes  did  both  agree, 
That  thou  on  sodaine  shouldst  forgo 

both  countrie  coast  and  mee. 

Yet  haue  T  founde  the  pawne 
which  thou  didst  leave  behinde: 

I  meane  thy  louing  faithful  hart, 
that  ncuer  was  unkinde. 


And  for  that  firme  behest 
and  plighted  truth  of  youre. 

Wherein  you  vow  that  lone  begoon 
shall  to  the  death  endure : 

To  yeelde  thee  thy  demaunde 

my  written  lines  protest. 
Inclose  my  hart  within  thy  bolck 

as  I  will  thine  itf  brest. 

Shrine  up  that  little  lumpe 
of  friendly  flesh  (my  Friend) 

And  I  will  lodge  in  louing  wise 
the  guest  that  thou  didst  send. 

I  ioy  at  this  exchaunge 

for  I  assured  stande. 
Thy  tender  hart  that  I  doe  keepe 

shall  safelie  lie  at  lande. 

Nor  doe  I  doubt  at  all 

but  thou  wilt  haue  regarde 
Of  that  thy  charge,  and  womans  hart, 

committed  to  thy  warde. 

Why  dost  thou  write  of  death? 

I  trust  thou  Shalt  not  die. 
As  long  as  in  thy  manly  breast 

a  womans  hart  doth  lie. 

To  cruell  were  the  case, 
the  Sisters  eke  were  shroes: 

If  they  would  seeke  the  death  of  us 
that  are  such  friendly  foes. 

But  if  the  worst  should  fall 

and  that  the  cruell  death 
Doc  stop  the  spindles  of  our  life, 

and  reave  us  both  of  breath: 

Yet  this  doth  make  me  joy, 
that  thou  shalt  be  the  graue 

Unto  my  hnrt,  and  in  my  brest 
thy  hart  his  Hierce  shall  haue. 

For  sure  a  sunder  shall 

these  members  neuer  go. 
As  long  as  life  in  limmes  doth  lodge 

and  breath  in  lungs  by  low. 

I  mindefull  liue  of  thee, 

and  of  my  promise  past: 
1  will  not  seeke  to  chaunge  my  choise^ 

my  love  is  fixed  fast. 

To  my  Tymetes  I 

as  faithfull  will  be  found: 
As  to  Vlysses  was  bis  wife 

while  Troic  was  laide  on  ground. 

As  for  new  chnise  of  Friends 

presume  upon  thy  P. 
Thou  knowst  I  haue  thy  hart  in  breast 

and  it  will  none  but  thee. 

Abandon  all  distrust 

and  dread  of  mlstie  minde: 
For  to  the  hart  (that  is  mine  owne) 

I  will  not  be  unkinde. 

Adue  my  chosen  Friend, 

adue  to  thee  agen: 
Remaine  my  loue,  but  pray  the  write 

no  more  with  bloudte  Pen. 
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Thine  owoe  in  lifis,  thine  owne  death. 
Thine  owne  whilst  lung^  shall  lende  me  breath : 
Thine  owne  whilst  I  on  earth  doe  wonne 
'I'hine  owne  whilst  eie  shall  see  the  Sunne. 


TO  HIS  ABSBirr  FRIEND  THE  LOUER  TTRITBS  OF 
HIS  VMQUIET  AND  RESTLESSB  STATE. 

Though  curious  skill  I  want  to  wel  endlte, 
And  I  of  sacred  Nymphs  and  Muses  nine 
"Was  never  taught  with  Poets  pen  to  write, 
Nor  barrain  braine  to  learninsr  did  incline 
To  purchase  praise,  or  with  the  best  to  shine: 
Yet  cause  my  Friend  shall  tinde  no  want  of  will, 
1  write,  let  hir  accuse  the  lack  of  skill. 

No  lesse  deserues  the  Lamme  to  be  imbrast 
Of  lowring  looe  at  sacred  Altar  slaine, 
If  with  good  zeale  it  offered  be  at  last 
By  Iras,  that  doe  Croesus  bullocks  twaine: 
For  no  respect  is  to  be  had  of  gaine 
In  such  aCbyres,  but  to  the  giuers  hart 
And  his  good  will  our  Senses  must  conuart. 

Wherefore  to    thee    (my    Friend)  these  lines  I 

As  perfite  proofe  of  no  dissembling  minde,     [send 

But  of  a  hart  that  truely  doth  intend 

To  show  it  selfe  as  louing  and  as  kindc. 

As  woman  woulde  hir  Louer  wish  to  finde: 

And  more  than  this  my  Paper  can  declare, 

I  loue  thee  (Friend)  and  wishe  thee  well  to  fare. 

I  would  thou  wist  the  torment  I  sustaine 

For  lack  of  hir  that  should  my  wo  redresse. 

And  that  you  knew  some  parcell  of  my  paine. 

Which  none  may  wel  by  deeming  judgement  gesse, 

Nor  I  with  quill  haue  cunning  to  expresse : 

I  know  thou  couldst  but  rue  my  wofull  chaunce. 

That  by  thy  meanes  was  brought  into  this  traunce. 

The   day  doth  breede  my  doole,  and  ranckling 

rage 
Of  secret  smart  in  wounded  breast  doth  boyle. 
No  pleasant  pangue  oiy  sorrowes  may  asswage,    - 
Nor  giue  an  ende  unto  my  wofull  toyle: 
The  golden  Sunne  that  glads  the  earthly  soyle^ 
And  erie  other  thing  that  breedes  delight 
Of  kinde,  to  mee  are  forgers  of  my  spite. 

I  long  for  Phoebus  glade  and  going  downei 
My  drearie  teares  more  couertly  to  shed: 
But  when  the  night  with  uglie  face  doth  frowne, 
And  that  1  am  yplaste  in  quiet  bed. 
In  hope  to  be  with  wished  pleasure  fed : 
A  greater  griefe,  a  worser  paine  ensues. 
My  vaporde  eies  their  hoped  slecpe  refues. 

Then  rowle  I  in  my  deepe  dispairing  brest 
The  sweete  disdaines,  and  pleasant  anger  past. 
The  lonely  strifes;  when  Stars  doe  counsel  1  rest 
Incroching  cares  renue  my  griefe  as  faste. 
And  thus  desired  nii;ht  in  wo  I  waste : 
And  to  expresse  the  harts  excessiue  paine, 
Mine  eies  their  deawie  teares  distill  amaine. 

And  reason  why  they  should  be  moysted  so. 
Is  for  they  bred  my  hart  this  bitter  bale: 
They  were  the  onely  cause  of  cruell  wo 
Unto  the  hart,  they  were  the  guilefbll  stale  >. 
Thus  day  and  night  yiost  with  churlish  Qale 

>  Decoy. 


Of  sighes  in  Sea  of  suiging  brine  I  bide, 

Not  knowing  how  to  scape  the  scowring  Tide. 

At  last  the  shining  Rayes  of  Hope  to  finde 
Your  friendship  flrme,  these  cloudy  thoughts  repels 
And  calmed  Skie  returns  to  mistie  minde:    . 
Which  deepe  dispaire  againe  eftsoone  compels 
To  fade,  and  ease  by  Dolours  drift  expels : 
That  Gods  themselves  (I  judge)  lament  my  fate. 
And  doe  repine  to  see  my  wofiiU  state. 

Wherefore  to  purchase  prayse,  and  glorie  gaine. 
Do  ease  your  Friend  that  lines  in  wretched  plight. 
Doe  not  to  death  a  louing  hart  constraine. 
But  seeke  with  loue  his  service  to  requight. 
Doe  not  exchange  a  Fawlconfor  a  Kite: 
Refuse  him  not  for  any  friendship  nue 
A  worse  may  chaunce,  but  none  more  just  and 
true. 

Let  Cressed  mirror  bee  that  did  forgo 

Hir  former  faythfull  friend  king  Priams  Sonne, 

And  Diomed  the  Greeke  imbraced  so. 

And  left  the  loue  so  well  that  was  begonne: 

But  when  his  Cards  were  tolde  and  twist  ysponne 

She  found  hir  Troian  friend  the  best  of  both 

For  he  renownst  hir  not,  but  kept  his  oth. 

This  don,  my  griping  griefs  wil  somwhat  swage 
And  sorrow  cease  to  grow  in  pensiue  breast. 
Which  otherwise  will  neuer  blim«  to  rage 
And  crash  the  hart  within  his  careful  Chest 
Of  both  for  you  and  mee  it  were  the  best. 
To  sane  my  life  and  win  immortall  fame. 
And  thus  my  Muse  shall  blase  your  noble  name 
For  mine  on  my  wofntl  case. 


THE  AUN8WERE  OF  A  WOMAN  TO  HIR  LOUER,  tVP' 
POSING  HIS  COMPLAINT  TO  BE  BUT  FAYNED. 

YOU  want  no  skill  to  paint 

or  shew  your  pangues  with  Pen, 
It  is  a  worlde  to  see  the  craft 

that  is  in  subtile  men. 

You  seeme  to  write  of  woes 

and  wayle  for  deadly  smart. 
As  though  there  were  no  griefe,  but  that 

which  gripes  your  (aythlesse  hart 

Though  we  but  women  are 
.    and  weake  by  law  of  kinde. 
Yet  well  we  can  discerne  a  Friende,  ^ 

we  winke,  but  are  not  blinde. 

Not  every  thing  that  giues 

a  gleame  and  glittering  showe. 
Is  to  be  counted  Gold  in  deede    '  ' 

this  prouerbe  well  you  knowe: 

Nor  euery  man  that  beares 

a  faire  and  fawning  cheere. 
Is  to  be  taken  for  a  Friend 

or  chosen  for  a  Feere: 

Not  euerie  teare  declares 

the  troubles  of  the  hart. 
For  some  doe  weepe  that  feele  no  W9 

some  crie  that  taste  no  smart. 

«  Or  blio,  to 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  more  you  seeme  to  me 

in  wofull  wise  to  playne, 
The  sooner  I  perswade  my  selfe 

that  you  doe  naught  but  fayne. 

The  Crocodile  by  kinde 

a  fkmd  of  teares  doth  shed 
Yet  hath  so  cause  of  cruell  crie 

by  craft  this  Fiend  is  led. 

For  when  the  tiely  soule 

that  ment  no  hurt  at  all 
Approcheth  neere,  the  slipper  ground 

doth  give  the  beast  a  fall* 

Which  is  no  sooner  done 

but  straight  the  monster  vyle» 

For  sorrow  that  did  weepe  so  sore 
for  ioy  beginnes  to  smyle : 

Euen  so  yon  men  are  woottt 
by  frawde  your  friends  to  traine 

And  make  in  wise  you  could  not  steepe 
in  carefull  Couch  for  paine : 

When  you  in  deede  doe  naught 

but  take  your  nightly  nap. 
Or  hauing  slept  doe  set  your  snare 

and  tylle  your  guileftill  trap. 

Your  braypes  as  busy  bee 

in  thinking  how  to  snare 
Us  women,  as  your  pillowes  soft 

and  bowlsters  pleasant  are. 

As  for  3rour  dayes  deUgbts 

our  selues  can  witnesse  well 
To  sundrie  women  sundrie  tales 

of  sundrie  iestes  you  tell : 

And  all  to  win  their  loues : 

which  when  you  doe  attaine 
Within  a  whyle  you  shew  your  kindcs, 

and  giue  them  up  in  plaine. 

A  Fawcon  is  foil  hard 

amongst  joa  men  to  finde. 
For  all  your  maners  more  agree 

unto  the  Kytish  kinde: 

For  gentle  is  the  one 

and  loues  his  keepers  bande» 
But  thother  Busserdlike  doth  seome 

on  Fawconers  fist  to  stande» 

For  one  good  tnme  th^  one 

a  thousand  will  requitCi 
But  use  the  other  neere  so  welT 

be  sbewth  himselfe  a  Kite. 

If  Cresyd  did  amisse 

the  Trojan  to  forsake 
Then  Dyomedes  did  not  well 

that  did  the  Ladie  take. 

Was  neyer  woman  false, 

but  man  as  false  as  shee 
And  commonly  the  men  doe  make 

that  women  slipper  bee. 

Wherefore  leaue  off  your  plaintes 

and  take  the  tbeete  of  shame 
To  shrowde  your  cloking  hands  from  oolde 

and  foyning  browes  fiom  blame. 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


If  she  that  reades  this  rime, 

be  wise  as  I  could  wishe, 
She  should  auoyde  the  bayted  booke 

that  takes  the  byting  fishe. 

And  shoon  the  lymed  twig 
the  flying  fowie  that  tyes 

Tis  good  to  feare  of  erie  bushe 
where  threed  of  thraldome  lyes. 


THE  LOUER 

EXHORTBTH  HIS   LADIE  TO  TAKB  TTXB, 
TIMBIS. 

Though  braue  your  beautie  bee 

and  feature  passiog  foire. 
Such  as  Apelles  to  depaint 

might  vtterly  dispaiie: 

Yet  drowsie  drowping  Age 

incroching  on  apace. 
With  pensiue  Plough  will  raze  your  fane 

and  Beauties  beames  deface. 

Wherefore  in  tender  yeares 

how  crooked  Age  doth  haste 
Reuoke  to  minde,  so  shall  you  not 

your  time  consume  in  waste. 

Whilst  that  you  may,  and  youth 

in  you  is  fresh  and  greene. 
Delight  your  selfe:  for  yeares  to  flit 

as  fickle  Flouds  are  seene. 

For  water  slipped  by 

may  not  be  callde  againe: 
And  to  reuoke  forepassed  bowres 

were  labour  lost  in  vaine. 

Take  time  whilst  time  applies 

with  nimble  foote  it  goes: 
Nor  to  compare  with  passed  Prime 

thy  after  age  suppoes. 

The  Holtes  that  now  are  hoare, 

both  bud  and  Uoume  1  sawe : 
I  ware  a  Garland  of  the  Bryer 

that  puts  mee  now  in  awe. 

The  time  will  be  when  thou 

that  doste  thy  Friendes  defye, 
A  colde  and  crooked  Beldam  shalt 

in  kithsome  Cabbin  lye: 

.  .         ''  • 

Nor  with  such  nightlie  brawles 
thy  posteme  Gate  shall  sounde. 

Nor  Rotes  strawde  aftont  thy  dore 
in  dawning  shall  be  founde. 

How  soone  are  Corpses  (Lorde) 

with  filtie  forrowes  fildf 
How  quickly  Beantie,.braue  of  late, 

and  seemely  shape  is  ^ild? 

Euen  thou  that  fhmi  thy  youth 

to  haue  bene  so,  wilt  sweare: 
With  tume  of  band  in  all  thy  bead 

ibalt  haue  graye  powdred  heare. 

The  Snakes  with  shifted  skiuiet 

their  lothsome  age  doo  waye : 
The  Bunk  doth  faai^  his  bead  on  pide 

to  line  a  longer  daye. 
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Your  good  without  recure 

doth  passe,  receiue  the  flowre : 

Which  if  yoa  pluck  not  from  the  stalke 
will  fall  within  this  howre. 


THE  LOUEH 


WISBETH  TO   BE    CONIOYNED  AND  FAST  LIMCKT 
WITH  HIS  LADIB  MBUBR  TO  BUNDER. 

I  READS  how  Salmacis  sometime  with  sight 
On  suddain  looade  Cyllenos  Sonne,  and  sought 
Forthwith  with  all  hir  powre  and  forced  might 
Too  bring  to  passe  hir  close  conceyued  thought: 
Whome  as  by  hap  shee  saw  in  open  mead 
Shee  snde  vnto,  in  hope  to  haue  bene  spead. 

With    sngred    words   she   wood  and  sparde  no 

speachy 
Bat  bourded  him  with  many  a  pleasant  tale. 
Requesting  him  of  roth  to  be  hir  Leach 
For  whome  shee  had  abyd  suph  bitter  bale : 
But  hee  repleate  with  pride  and  soomefull  cheare 
Disdainde  hir  earnest  sute  and  Songs  to  beare. 

Away  shee  went  a  wofuU  wretched  Wight, 
And  shrouded  hir  not  farre  from  thence  a  space: 
When  that  at  lenght  tbe  stripling  saw  in  sight 
No  creature  there,  but  all  were  out  of  place, 
Hee  shifts  his  robes  and  to  the  riuer  ran, 
And  there  to  bath  him  bare  the  Boy  began. 

The  Nymph  in  hope  as  then  to  haue  attainde 
Hir  long  desired  Loue,  retirde  to  flood 
And  in  hir  armes  the  naked  Noorie  straiode: 
Whereat  tbe  Boy  began  to  striue  a  good. 
But  strugling  nought  auailed  in  that  plight 
For  why  the  Nymph  surpast  the  Boy  in  might. 

O  Gods  (quoth  tho  tbe  Girle)  this  gift  I  craue 

This  Boy  and  I  may  neuer  part  againe. 

But  so  our  corpses  may  conioyned  haue^ 

As  one  we  may  appeare,  not  bodies  twaine: 

The  Gods  agreed,  the  water  so  it  wrought. 

As  both  were  one,  thy  selfe  would  so  haue  thought. 

As  from  a  tree  we  sundrie  times  espie 
A  twissell  grow  by  Natures  subtile  might. 
And  beeing  two,  for  cause  they  grow  so  nic 
For  one  are  taoe,  and  so  appeare  in  sight: 
So  was  the  Nymph  and  Noorie  ioyndc  yfere, 
As  two  no  more  but  one  selfe  thing  they  were. 

O  Ladie  mine,  howe  might  we  seeme  yblest? 

How  friendly  monght  we  Gods  accoumpt  to  bee? 

In  semblant  sort  if  they  would  breede  my  rest 

By  lincking  of  my  carkasse  Tnto  thee? 

So  that  we  might  no  more  asunder  go. 

Bat  limmes  to  limmes,  and  coTse  to  carkasse  grow? 

O,  where  is  now  become  that  blessed  Lake 
Wherein  those  two  did  bath  to  both  their  ioy  ? 
How  might  we  doe,  or  such  prouision  make 
To  haue  the  hap  as  had  the  Mayden  Boy? 
To  alter  forme  and  shape  of  eyther  kinde. 
And  yet  in  proufe  of  both  a  share  to  finde? 

Then   should  our  limmes    with  lonely  linck  be 

tide. 
And  hearts  of  hate  no  taste  sotUine  at  all. 
But  both  for  aye^in  perfect  leagoe  abida 
And  aeht  to  othtr  line  ai  finandly  thnU : 
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That  th*  one  might  feele  the  pangues  the  other  had 
And  partner  be  of  ought  that  made  him  glad. 

0  blessed  Nymph,  O  Salmacys  1  say. 
Would  thy  good  luck  vnto  hir  lot  woidd  light 
Whom  I  imbrace,  and  louen  shall  for  aye, 

By  force  of  flood  to  chaunge  hir  nature  quigbt: 
And  that  I  might  haue  hap  as  had  the  Boy 
To  neuer  part  from  hir  that  is  my  Joy. 

1  would  not  striue,  I  would  not  stirre  awhit, 
(As  did  Cyllenus  Sonne  that  stately  Wight:) 
But  well  content  to  be  Hermaphrodit, 
Would  cling  as  close  to  thee  as  ere  I  might. 
And  laugh  to  thinke  my  hap  so  good  to  bee. 
As  in  such  sort  fost  to  be  linckt  with  thee. 


THE  LOUER 

HOPING  ASSUREDLY  OF  ATtAYHING  HIS  PURPOSE, 
AFTER  LONG  8UTB,  BEGINS  TO  IOY  REROUNC- 
mO  DOLORS. 

Be  farre  from  mee  you  woful  woonted  cries, 
Adue  Dispaire,  that  madste  my  heart  agrics: 
Ye  sobbing  sighes  farewel  and  pensiue  plaint, 
Resigne  your  rooms  to  ioy,  the  long  restraint 

Without  desart  endurde. 
Reiect  those  mthfoll  Rymes  you  (quaking  Suill) 
Which  both  declarde  my  wo  and  want  of  skill: 
(Mine  eyes)  that  long  haue  had  my  Loue  in  chase. 
With  teares  no  more  imbrue  your  Mistresse  face 

But  to  your  Springs  retyre. 
And    thou   (my    heart)  that  long  for  lacke  of 

Grace 
Forepinde  hast  bene  and  in  a  doolefull  case, 
Lament  no  more,  let  all  such  gripings  go 
As  bred  thy  bale,  and  norst  thy  cankretl  wo 

With  Milke  of  moumefull  Dug. 
To  Venus  doe  your  due  (you  Senses  oil) 
And  to  hir  Sonne  to  whome  you  are  in  thrall: 
To  Cupid  bend  thy  knee  and  thankes  repay 
That  after  lingred  sute,  and  long  delay 

Hath  brought  thy  shippe  to  shore 

Let  crabbed  Fortune  now  expresse  hir  might, 
And  doe  thy  worst  to  mee  thou  stinging  Spite: 
My  heart  is  well  defenst  against  your  force. 
For  she  hath  yowde  on  mee  to  haue  remorce 
Whome  I  haue  looode  so  long. 

Henceforth    exchaunge   thy   cheere   and  wofoU 

voice 
That  hast  yfounde  such  matter  to  reioyce: 
With  mirvie  2uiU  and  Pen  of  pleasant  plight 
Thy  blisfull  haps  and  fortune  to  endight 
Enforce  thy  barraine  skull. 


THE  LOUER 

TO  UIB  CAREFULL  BED  DECLARING  RIS  RBSTLESSB 
STATE. 

Thou  that  wert  earst  a  restfull  place 

dost  now  renue  my  smart. 
And  woonted  eake  to  salue  my  sore 

that  now  increasest  wo, 
Unto  my  carefull  Corse  an  ease, 

a  torment  to  my  hart. 
Once  quieter  of  minde  pcrdie, 

BOW  anvnqnietfo: 
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The  place  sometime  of  slumbring  sleepe 

wherein  1  may  but  wake, 
Drenchod  in  Sea  of  saltish  brine 

(O  bed)  I  thee  forsake. 

No  Ise  of  Apenynus  top 

my  flaming  fire  may  quent, 
Ne  heate  of  brightest  Phoebus  beames 

may  bate  my  chillie  colde, 
Nought  is  of  stately  strength  ynough 

my  sorrowes  to  relent. 
Bat  (such  is  hap)  renewed  cares 

are  added  to  the  olde: 
Such  furious  fits  and  fonde  affects 

in  mee  my  fancies  make, 
That  bathed  all  in  trickling  teares 

(O  bed)  I  thee  forsake. 

The  dreames  that  daunt  my  dazed  bed 

are  pleasant  for  a  apace, 
Whilst  yet  Hie  in  slumbring  sleepe 

my  carkasse  feeles  no  wo, 
For  cause  1  seeme  with  clasped  armes 

my  Louerto  imbrace: 
But*  when  I  wake,  and  finde  away 

that  did  delight  me  so, 
Then  in  comes  Care  to  Pleasures  place 

that  makes  my  limmes  to  quake. 
That  all  besprent  with  brackish  bryae 

(O  bed)  I  thee  forsake. 

No  sooner  styrres  Auroras  Starre, 

the  lightest  Lampe  of  all. 
But  they  that  rousted  were  in  rest 

not  fraught  with  fearefull  dreames. 
Bo  pack  apace  to  labours  left 

and  to  their  taske  doe  fall: 
When  I  awaking  all  inragde 

doe  baine  my  breast  with  streames. 
And  make  my  smokie  sighes  to  Skyes 

their  vpwarde  waie  to  take. 
Thus  with  a  Surge  of  teares  bedewde 

(O  bed)  I  thee  forsake. 

Thus  hurlde  from  hungrie  Hope  by  Hap 

I  die,  yet  am  aliue 
From  pangues  of  plaint  to  fits  of  fume 

my  reslesse  minde  doth  runne. 
With  Rage  and  Fancie  Reason  fights, 

they  altogither  striue, 
Resistaunce  vayleth  nough  at  all, 
,  for  I  am  quickly  wunne : 
Thus  seeking  rest  no  roth  1  finde 

that  gladsome  ioy  may  make, 
Wherfore  consumde  with  flowing  teares 

(Obed)  I  thee  forsake. 


jm  EPITAPH  AND  WOFUf.  VERSE 

OF  THB  DEATH  OF  SIR  lORN  TREGONWBLL 
KHIOHT,  AND  LEARNED  DOCTOR  OF  BOTH 
LAWE8. 

And  can  yoa  cease  from  plaint^ 

or  keepe  your  Conduits  drie? 
May  saltish  brine  within  your  breasts 

in  such  a  tempest  lie? 

Where  are  your  scalding  Sighes 

the  fittest  foode  of  peine  ? 
And  where  are  now  thy  welling  toupet 

1  aske  thee  once  againe  ? 


Hast  then  not  beard  of  late 

the  losse  that  hath  befell? 
If  not,  my  selfe  (vnhappie  Wight) 

will  now  begin  to  tell: 

(Though  griefe  perhaps  will  gratcb, 

and  stay  my  foltring  tongoe) 
^rom  whence  this  ragged  roote  of  rath. 

and  mouniing  moode  is  sprong. 

Was  dwelling  in  this  sheere 

a  man  of  worth  ie  fiame: 
A  Justicer  for  his  desart, 

Tregonwell  was  his  name. 

A  Doctor  at  the  Lawes, 

.  a  Knight  amoug  the  mo: 
A  Cato  for  good  counsell  callde 
as  he  in  yeares  did  grow. 

A  Patrone  to  the  poore, 

a  Rampire  to  the  rest: 
As  leefe  vnto  the  simple  sort 

as  friendly  to  the  best 

No  blinde  Afiect  his  eye 

in  iudgement  bleard  at  alt: 
Whose  rightous  veidtt  and  decree 

was  quite  deuoide  of  gall. 

If  hee  in  batefull  hearts 
(where  roote  of  rancour  grew) 

Of  faythfull  friendship  seedes  might  sov» 
no  paynes  he  would  eschew. 

Minerna  thought  of  like 

and  Nature  did  consent. 
To  proue  in  him  by  skilftiU  Arte 

what  eyther  could  inuent. 

A  plot  of  such  a  price 

was  neuer  framde  before: 
To  show  their  powre  the  Heauens  had 

Tregonwell  kept  in  store. 

The  Prince  did  him  imbrace, 

and  sought  him  to  adaaunce. 
And  better  former  state  of  byith 

by  furthering  of  his  chaunce. 

He  still  was  readie  bent 

his  seruice  to  bestowe. 
Thereby  vnto  his  natiue  soyte 

if  grateful!  gaine  might  growe. 

If  sage  aduice  were  scarce 

and  wholsome  connsell  scant. 
Then  should  you  see  Tregonwels  helpe 

ne  wisedome  would  not  want. 


When  Legats  came  from  farre 

(as  is  there  woonted  gise) 
To  treate  of  trace,  or  talke  of 
as  matters  did  arise: 


Tregonwell  then  was  callde 

his  verdit  to  ezpresse: 
Who  for  the  most  part  in  the  caae 

of  fruitfiiU  things  could  gesse. 

Or  if  him  seUe  were  sent 
(which  hap  Tregonwell  had) 

Into  a  farre  and  forraine  lande^ 
then  wa»  Treg^nweRglad. 
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For  so  he  might  procure 

weajepubltck  by  his  paioe: 
It  was  no  corsie  to  this  Knight 

long  tniuaile  to  snstaine. 

But  what?  vndannted  death 

that  seelces  to  conquer  ally 
And  Atropos  that  Goddesse  Sterne 

at  length  hane  spit  their  g^ll: 

And  reft  vb  such  a  one 

as  was  a  Phcenix  true, 
Saue  that  now  of  his  cindrie  Corse 

there  ryseth  not  a  nue. 

Where  may  you  see  hit  mdtch  ? 

where  shall  you  find  his  leeke? 
None,  though  you  from  the  farthest  East 

Tnto  the  Ocean  seeke. 

O  house  without  thy  head, 

O  ship  without  a  steare: 
Thy  Palynurus  now  in  dead 

as  shortly  will  appeare. 

In  daunger  of  distresse 

this  Knight  was  euer  woont 
To  yeelde  him  selfe  to  perils  prest, 

and  bide  the  greatest  broont 

No  tumults  tempest  could 

subdue  his  constant  hart: 
Ne  would  the  man  by  any  meanes 

once  from  his  Countrie  start. 

But  (oh)  it  nought  auayles. 

for  death  doth  strike  the  stroke 
In  things  humaine,  no  worldly  wealth 

his  friendship  may  prouoke. 

Let  Troians  now  leaue  off 

By  mourning  to  lament 
The  losse  of  Priam  and  his  towne, 

when  ten  yearet  wane  was  spent 

Yee  Romaynes  lay  your  Hoods 

and  black  attyre  away: 
Bewaile  no  more  your  Fabians  frdi, 

nor  that  sinister  day 

That  reft  a  noble  race 

which  might  haue  flowrisht  long: 
For  neyther  losse  is  like  to  this 

our  not  deterued  wrong. 

Now  Cornewall  thou  mayst  crake, 

and  Dorset  thou  majrst  crie: 
For  th*  one  hath  bred,  and  th'other  lost 

Tregonwell  sodainlie. 
Whose  corps  though  earthed  bee 

in  lothsome  lompes  of  soyle, 
His  peerlesse  prayse  by  vertue  woonne 

shall  neuer  feare  the  foyle. 

Who  so  therefore  shalt  see 

this  Maible  where  he  lyes: 
Wish  that  Tregonwels  soule  may  find 

a  place  aboue  the  Skies, 

And  reach  a  rowme  of  rest 

appointed  for  the  nones: 
For  in  this  Tombe  interred  is 

but  flesh  and  bared  bones* 


THE  LOVER 


C0NFES8ETH    HIM  SBLFE  TO    BE    IN    LOUB   ANB 
ENAMORED  Of  MAI9TRE88E  F. 

If  banisbt  sleepe,  and  watcbfull  care, 
If  minde  affright  with  dreadfull  dreames: 
If  torments  rife,  and  pleasure  rare, 
If  face  besmearde  with  often  streames : 

If  channge  of  cheare  from  ioy  to  smart. 
If  altred  hue  from  pale  to  redde: 
If  foltring  tongue  with  trembling  hart. 
If  sobbing  sighes  with  furie  fied: 

If  sodaine  hope  by  feare  opprest. 
If  feare  by  hope  supprest  againe, 
Be  prooues  that  loue  within  the  brest 
Hath  bound  the  heart  with  fancies  chaine: 

Then  I  of  force  no  longer  may 
In  couert  keepe  my  piersing  fiame. 
Which  euer  doth  it  selfe  bewray 
But  yeelde  my  selfe  to  fancies  frame. 

And  now  in  fine  to  be  a  thrall 
To  hir  that  hath  my  heart  in  Oyue, 
Shee  may  enforce  mee  rise  or  h\l 
Till  Death  my  limmes  of  life  depriue. 

P.  witb  hir  beautie  hath  bereft 
My  freedome  from  my  thralled  minde. 
And  with  hir  louing  lookes  ycleft 
My  Reason  through  both  Barke  and  Rinde. 

Yet  well  therewith  I  am  content 
In  minde  to  take  it  paciently. 
Since  sure  I  am  she  will  relent 
And  not  enforce  hir  Friend  to  die. 

So  I  in  recompence  may  haue 
Naught  but  a  faythfull  hart  againe: 
Then  other  friendship  will  I  craue. 
But  thing  my  loue  ylent  to  gaine. 


THAT  ALL  THINGS  HAUE  RELEASE  OF  PAINB  SAUE 
THE  LOUER,  THAT  HOPING  AND  DREADING 
NEUER  TAKFTH  BASE. 

Wbatso  the  Golden  Sonne 

beholds  with  blazing  light. 
When  paine  is  past  hath  time  to  take 

his  comfort  and  delight. 

The  Oxe  with  lumpish  pace 

and  leysure  that  doth  dmwe. 
Hath  respite  afier  toyle  is  past 

to  fill  his  emptie  mawe. 

The  lolearde  Asse  that  beares 

the  burden  on  his  back. 
His  dutie  done  to  stable  plods. 

And  reacheth  to  the  rack. 

The  Deere  hath  woonted  soyle 

his  fervent  heate  to  swage: 
When  worke  hath  ende  to  respite  rnnnes 

the  Peasant  and  the  Page. 

The  Owle  that  hates  the  day 

and  loues  to  flee  by  night. 
Hath  queachie  bushes  to  defeude 

him  from  Apollos  sight. 
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Eche  Connie  hath  a  Cave, 

eche  little  foule  a  neaat 
To  shroud  them  in  at  needefuU  times 

to  take  their  needefuH  reast.    . 

Thus  Tewing  coarse  of  kinde 

it  is  not  on  the  gronnde. 
That  at  sometime  doth  not  resort 

where  is  his  comfort  founder 

Sane  me  (O  cursed  man) 

whome  neither  Sunoe  ne  shade 

Doth  serue  the  hurthen  (tf  my  breast 
and  sorrowes  to  unlade. 

Bche  sport  procures  my  smart, 

eche  seemely  sight  annoy: 
Eche  pleasaqnt  tnne  torments  mine  ease 

and  reaves  my  hoped  ioy. 

No  Mnsick  souades  so  sweete 

as  doth  the  doolel^ll  drum. 
For  somewhat  neare  unto  my  smart 

that  moumfull  sounde  doth  cum. 


A  Gaily  slave  1 1 

unto  my  selfe  ta  bee: 
The  Maister  that  doth  guide  the  ship 

hath  neare  an.eie  to  see. 

You  know  were  such  a  one 

as  Cupid  is  doth  stei^re. 
Amid  the  Ooulfe  of  deepe  dispaire 

great  perill  most  appeare. 
• 
Insteade  of  streaming  sayles 

hee  wishes  hanges  aloft: 
Which  if  in  tempest  chaunce  to  teare 

the  Barck  will  come  to  nought. 

For  winde  are  scalding  sighes 
and  secrets  sobbings  prest: 

Mixt  with  a  clowde  of  stormie  teares 
to  baine  the  Loners  brest. 

Though  Cupid  neare  so  well 
his  beaten  Barck  doe  guie. 

By  fleeing  flats  and  sinking  sandes 
that  in  the  wallow  lie: 

Yet  those  that  are  a  boarde 

must  ever  stand  in  awe. 
For  cause  a  Bussard  is  their  guide 

not  forcing  any  flawe : 

That  foUowes  none  aduice, 
but  bluntly  runnes  on  bed. 

As  proude  as  Peacock  over  those 
that  in  his  chaine  are  led. 

Thus  you  Okay  plainly  see 
that  eche  thing  hath  release 

Of  pensive  paine,  save  Cupids  thrallt 
whose  torments  aye  increase. 


A  POOR!   PLOUGHMAII   TO  A  OBMTLBMAJr,  FOB 
WHOM  HB  HAD  TAKBB  A  UTILE  FAIMBi. 

YouB  Culter  cuts  the  soyle  that  earst  was  sowne 
Your  Harvest  was  foreieaped  long  agoe> 


Your  Sickle  sheares  the  Medowe  that  was  mowite. 
Ere  you  the  toyle  of  Tilmans  trade  did  knowe: 
Good  iayth  you  are  beholding  to  the  man 
That  so  for  you  your  husbandrie  began. 

He  craues  of  yon  no  Silner  for  his  Seeder 
Ne  doth  demannde  a  penny  for  his  Graioe, 
Bat  if  you  stande  at  any  time  in  neede, 
(Good  Maister)  be  as  bolde  with  him  againe. 
You  can  not  doe  a  greater  pleasure  than 
To  choose  you  such  a  one  to  be  year  maik 


TO  HIS  FBIBNDB  P.  OP  OODBTING,  TBAUAILiVO, 
DYBIVG  ABD  TCNVS. 

To  liue  in  Court  among  the  True  is  care. 
Is  nothing  ihere  but  daylie  diligence. 
Nor  cap  nor  knee,  nor  money  must  thou  spare. 
The  Prince  his  Haule  is  place  of  great  ezpencc. 

In  rotten  ribbed  Barck  to  passe  the  ,Seas 
The  forraine  landes  and  straungie  sites  to  see. 
Doth  dannger  dwell :  the  passage  breedes  uneaae. 
Not  safe  the  soyle,  the  men  unfriendly  bee. 

Admit  thou  see  the  straungest  things  of  aB : 
When  eye  is  turnde  the  pleasant  sight  is  gone: 
The  treasure  then  of  trauatle  is  but  s&mll. 
Wherefore  (friende  P.)  let  all  sach  toyes  alone. 

To  shake  the  bones  and  cog  the  craftie  Dice 
To  carde  in  care  of  sodaine  iofse  of  Penoe, 
Unseemely  is,  and  taken  for  a  vice : 
Unlawfall  play  can  baue  no  good  pretence. 

To  band  the  Ball  doth  cause  the  Coine  to  wast 
It  melts  as  Butter  doth  against  the  Sunne, 
Naught  sane  thy  payne,  when  play  doth  cease,  you 
To  study  then  is  best  when  all  is  donne.       [hast: 
For  studte  stayes  and  brings  a  pleasant  gaine. 
When  play  doth  passe  as  glare  with  gushing  mine. 


THE  LOUER 

DBCLABBS  THAT    TBLnSB  HB    mBB   Hll  SOB- 
BOWES  BT  SUTB,  OP  FOBCB  HB  DTETB. 

Lykb  as  the  Gunne  that  hath  to  great  a  efaaige. 
And  Pellet  to  the  Powder  ramde  so  sore. 
As  neyther  of  both  bath  powre  to  go  at  lar^e. 
Till  shiuerd  flawes  in  sounding  Skies -doe  rore: 

Euen  so  my  carefoll  breast  that  franghted  is 
With  Cupids  ware,  and  cloide  with  lureking  loae, 
Unlesse  I  should  disclose  my  drerinis. 
And  out  of  hande  my  troubled  Uiougfats  remone: 

A  sunder  would  my  cumbred  Carcasse  flee. 
The  hart  would  breake  the  ouercharged  Chase 
Of  pensioe  breast,  and  you  (my  Lone)  should  see 
Your  fiiythfoll  Friend  in  lamentable  < 


Wherefore  doe  what  you  may  in  gentle  wyes 
The  Gunner  to  assist  in  time  of  neede. 
And  when  yon  see  the  Pellet  pierce  the  Sky^ 
And  Powder  make  a  proofe  of  hidden  gieede: 
Rne  on  his  case,  and  seeke  to  quite  his  vo. 
Least  in  short  time  his  Gunne  to  peeces  go. 
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TO  A  FRIEMDE  THAT  WROTE  HIM  THIS  SENTENCE, 
'*  YOURS  ASSURED  TO  THE  DEATH." 

O  FAITHFVLL  Friend  thrise  faappie  was  the  fist 
la  so  few  words  to  such  effect  tbat  wiooght: 

0  friendly  hart  a  thousand  foike  yblist 

That  bath  oonoeivde  so  iust  and  ioyfuU  thought. 
As  not  till  death  from  pawned  loue  to  bende 
Bat  Friend  at  first  and  Friend  to  be  at  ende. 

Wherefore  to  counteraaile  those  wordes  of  thine* 
And  quit  thy  loue  with  fsithftdl  hart  againe, 

1  TOW  that  I  will  neuer  once  decline 

A  foote  from  that  I  am  for  losse  or  gaine: 
If  thou  be  mine  «  till  death/*  I  thee  assure 
To  be  thy  Friend  «  as  long  as  life  shall  dure.** 


OF  CERTAINE  FLOWERS 

•EMT  HIM   BY  HIS  LOUE  VPON  SUSPICIOM  09 
CBAUNGE. 

Tour  Flowers  for  their  hue 

were  fiesh  and  faire  to  see: 
Yet  was  your  meaning  not  so  true 

as  you  it  thought  to  bee. 

In  that  yon  sent  me  Bame, 

I  iudge  you  ment  thereby 
That  cleane  extinct  was  all  my  flame 

from  whence  no  sparkes  did  flie. 

Your  Fenell  did  declare 

(as  simple  men  can  show) 
That  flattrie  in  my  breast  I  bare 

where  friendship  ought  to  grow. 

A  Dasie  doth  expresse 

great  follie  to  remaine, 
I  speake  it  not  by  roat  or  gesse» 

your  meaning  was  so  plaine, 

Roseoiarie  put  in  minde 

the  Bayes  weare  out  of  thought: 
And  LoQcinydlc  came  behinde 

for  Loue  that  long  was  sought. 

Your  Cowslips  did  portend 

that  Care  was  layd  away: 
And  Eglantme  did  make  an  ende 

where  sweete  with  sower  lay : 

As  though  the  leaues  at  ftirst 

were  sweete  when  Lone  began: 
But  now  in  proofie  the  pricks  were  curst, 

and  hortfiiU  to  the  Man. 


THE  AUMSWBRB  TO  THE  IAMB. 

PBRIMB I  neede  no  Bame 

ne  forced  heate  by  channe, 
To  set  my  burning  breast  in  flame 

whom  Cupids  gleames  do  waime 

On  Bayes  is  my  delight, 
Remembraunce  is  not  past: 

Though  Daysee  hit  the  nayle  aright 
my  fHendship  aye  shall  last. 
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Though  Loue  in  ydle  bee, 

yet  will  I  not  forgoe 
Ne  cast  off  care  as  you  shall  see, 

and  time  the  trouth  shall  showe. 

So  I  may  tast  the  sweete, 

I  force  not  on  the  sowre: 
The  more  is  ioy  when  friends  doe  meete, 

that  Fortune  earst  did  lowre. 

Your  Fenell  foiled  quight 

where  such  good  foyth  is  ment: 
For  Bayes  are  onely  my  delight 

though  I  for  Bayes  be  shent. 


OF  A  FOXE  THAT  WOULD  EATE  NO 
GRAPES. 

By  fortune  came  a  Foxe, 

where  grue  a  loftie  Vine, 
I  will  no  Grapes  (quoth  hee) . 

this  yarde  is  none  of  mine: 
The  Foxe  would  none  bicause  that  hee 
Perceiude  the  highnesse  of  the  Tree. 

So  men  that  Foxlie  are, 

and  long  their  lust  to  haue. 
But  cannot  come  thereby, 

make  wise  they  would  not  craue: 
Those  subtle  Merchants  will  no  Wine 
Bicause  they  cannot  reach  the  Vine. 


OF  THE  STRAUNGE  COUNTENANCE  OF 
AN  AGED  GENTLEWOMAN 

It  makes  mee  laugh  a  good  to  see  thee  lowre, 

and  long  to  looken  sad: 
For  when  thy  crabbed  countnance  is  so  sowre, 

thou  art  to  seeming  glad. 
I  blame  not  thee  but  Nature  in  this  case. 
That  mougbt  bestowde  on  thee  a  better  grace. 


TO  THE  ROUING  FYRAT. 

Thou  winste  thy  wealth  by  warre 

Fngodly  way  to  gaine: 
And  in  an  houre  thy  ship  is  sunck 

goods  drowndy  the  Pirat  slaine. 

The  Gunne  is  all  thy  trust, 

it  semes  thy  cruell  foe 
Then  brag  not  on  thy  Canon  shotte 

as  though  there  were  no  mo. 


OF  ONE  THAT  HAD  LITTLE  WJTTE. 

I  THBB  aduise 
If  thou  be  wise 
To  keepe  thy  wit 
Though  it  be  small: 
>Ti8  rare  to  get 
And  forre  to  fet, 
'Twas  euer  yit 
Dearste  ware  of  all. 
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turbervile's  poems. 


IN  COMMENDATION  OF  WIT. 

Wit  farre  exceedeth  wealth. 

Wit  Princely  pompe  excels, 
Wit  better  is  than  Beauties  beames 

Where  Pride  and  Daunger  dwels* 

Wit  matcheth  Kingly  Crowne^ 

Wit  masters  Witlesse  rage: 
Wit  rules  the  fonde  affects  of  youth. 

Wit  guides  the  steps  of  Age. 

Wit  wants  no  reasons  skill 

a  faithfull  Friend  to  know: 
Wit  wotes  full  well  the  way  to  voide 

the  smooth  and  fleering  fo. 

Wit  knowes  what  best  becommes 

and  what  unseemely  showes : 
Wit  hath  a  wile  to  ware  the  worst. 

Wit  all  good  fashion  knowes. 

Since  Wit  Jby  wisdome  can 

doe  this  and  all  the  rest. 
That  I  imploy  my  painefuU  head 

to  come  by  Wit  is  best. 

Whome  if  I  might  attaine, 

then  Wit  and  I  were  one: 
But  'tilt  time  Wit  and  I  doe  cope, 

I  shall  be  post  alone. 


AN  AUItSWBRE  IN  DI8PRAT9I  OF  WIT. 

Thb  Wit  you  so  commend 

with  wealth  cannot  compare: 
For  wealth  is  able  Wit  to  win 

when  Wit  is  waxen  bare. 

Wit  bath  no  Beauties  beames, 

to  Kingly  crowne  it  yeeldes: 
Wit  subject  is  to  wilfull  rage, 

Rage  Wit  and  Reason  weeldes. 

Wit  rules  not  witlesse  youth, 

nor  aged  steps  doth  guide: 
Wit  knowes  not  how  to  win  a  friende. 

Wit  is  so  full  of  pride. 

Wit  wota  not  how  to  flie 

the  smooth  and  flattering  gest: 
Wit  cannpt  well  discern  the  thing 

that  doth  become  it  best. 

Wit  hath  no  wyle  to  ware 

mishap  before  it  fall. 
Wit  knows  not  what  good  fiuhion  meanes. 

Wit  can  do  naught  at  all. 

Since  Wit  by  wisdome  can 

doe  nothing  as  you  weene, 
If  you  doe  toyle  to  come  by  Wit, 

then  are  you  over  seene. 

Whome  when  you  doe  attaine, 
though  Wit  and  you  seeme  one: 

Yet  Wit  will  to  another  when 
your  backe  is  tumde  and  gone. 


THE  LOUER  TO  CUPID  FOR  MERCIE, 

DECLARING  BOW  FIRST  HE  BECAME  HIl  THRALL, 
WITH  THE  OCCASION  OP  HIS  DEFTINO  LOCE, 
AND  NOW  AT  LAST  WHAT  CACSED  HIM  T» 
CONVERT. 

0  MI6HTIB  Lord  of  Loue 
Dame  Venus  ouely  toy 

Whose  Princely  powre  doth  iarre  surmount 
all  other  heavenly  Roy: 

1  that  baue  swarvde  thy  lawes 

and  wandred  farre  astray : 
Haue  now  retumd  to  thee  againe 
thy  statutes  to  obay. 

And  so  thou  wonldst  vouchsafe 

to  let  me  pleade  for  grace: 
1  would  before  thy  Barre  declare 

a  sielie  Louers  case. 

I  would  depaint  at  full 

how  first  I  was  thy  man: 
And  show  to  the?  what  was  the  cause 

that  I  from  Cupid  ran. 

And  how  I  haue  since  that 

yspeot  my  wearie  time: 
As  I  shall  tell,  so  thou  shalt  here 

declarde  in  doolefnll  rime. 

In  greene  and  tender  age 

(my  Lorde)  till  xviii  yeares, 
I  spent  my  time  as  fitted  youth 

in  schole  among  my  Feeres. 

As  then  no  beard  at  all 

was  growne  upon  my  Chin, 
Which  well  approoude  that  mans  estate 

1  was  not  entred  in. 
I  neede  not  tell  the  names 

of  Authors  which  1  read. 
Of  Proes  and  Verse  we  had  ynough 

to  fine  the  dullest  head. 

But  I  was  chiefly  bent 

to  Poets  famous  Art, 
To  them  with  all  my  devor  I 

my  studie  did  conuert 

Where  when  I  had  with  ioy 

yspent  my  time  a  while : 
The  reast  refusde,  I  gave  me  whole 

To  Nasos  noble  stile. 

Whole  volumes  when  1  saw 

with  pleasant  stories  fright: 
In  him  (I  say)  above  the  rest 

I  laide  my  whole  delight. 

What  should  I  here  reherse . 

with  base  and  barraine  Pen, 
The  lincked  tales  and  filed  atuflTe 

that  1  perused  then  ? 

In  fine  it  was  my  loare 

upon  that  part  to  Kght 
Wherein  he  teacheth  youth  to  loae, 

and  women  win  by  slight. 

Which  Treatise  when  I  bad 

with  indging  eie  suruayde: 
At  last  I  found  thy  Godly  kinde 

and  Prinoeiy  powre  displayde. 
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or  Cnptd  all  that  Booke 

and  of  his  raigne  did  ring. 
The  Poet  there  of  Venus  did 

in  sagred  Dittie  sing. 

There  read  I  of  thy  shafts 

And  of  thy  golden  Bow, 
Thy  shafts  which  by  their  diners  heads 

their  diners  kindes  did  show. 

I  saw  how  by  thy  force 

thou  madest  men  to  stoope : 

And  grisely  Sods  by  secret  slight 
and  Deuilish  Imps  to  droope. 

There  were  depainted  plaine 
thy  quick  and  quiver  wings, 

And  what  so  elK  doth  touch  thy  powre 
there  Ovid  sweetely  sings. 

There  I  thy  conquests  sawe 

and  many  a  noble  spoyle.* 
VTith  names  annexed  to  the  same 

of  such  as  had  the  fojrle. 

There  Matrones  mareht  along 

and  Maydens  in  their  roe, 
Both  Faunes  and  Satyrs  there  I  saw 

with  Neptunes  troupe  also. 

IVith  other  thousands  else 
Which  Naso  there  doth  write. 

But  not  my  Pen  or  barraine  skull 
is  able  to  recite. 

O  mightie  Prince  (quoth  I) 

of  such  a  fearefull  force. 
How  blest  were  I,  so  thou  of  mee 

would  daine  to  take  remorce? 

And  choose  mee  for  thy  tbrall 

among  the  rest  to  bee, 
That  Hue  in  hope  and  serue  in  trust 

as  waged  men  to  thee? 

With  that  (thy  Godhead  knowes) 
thou  gavste  a  friendly  looke: 

And  (though  unworthie  such  a  place) 
mee  to  thy  seruice  tooke* 

In  token  I  was  thine 

I  had  a  badge  of  Blue 
With  Sables  set,  and  charge  withall 

that  1  should  aye  be  true. 

Thou  badste  me  follow  Hope 

who  tho  thy  Ensigne  bare. 
And  so  I  might  not  doe  amisse, 

thus  didst  thy  selfe  declare. 

Then  who  reioyst  but  I  ? 

who  thought  himselfie  yblest  ? 
That  was  in  Cupids  seruice  plasta 

as  brauely  as  the  best? 

And  thus  in  lustie  youth 

I  gnic  to  be  your  thrall. 
And  was  (1  witnesse  of  thy  Dame) 

right  well  content  withall. 

But  nowe  I  minde  to  showe 

(as  promise  was  to  doe) 
How  first  1  fled  thy  TenU,  and  why 

thy  campe  1  did  forgoe. 


When  I  had  been  retainde 

well  nigh  a  yeare  or  more. 
And  serude  in  place  of  wage  and  meadc 

as  is  the  Sonldiours  lore: 

I  chaunst  by  hap  to  cast 

my  floting  eyes  awrie. 
And  80  a  Dame  of  passing  shape 

my  fbitune  was  to  spie. 

On  whom  Dame  Nature  thought 

such  beautie  to  bestowe. 
As  she  had  neuer  framde  before 

as  proufe  did  playnely  showe. 

On  hir  I  gazde  a  whyle 

till  use  of  sense  was  fled : 
And  colour  paper  white  before 

was  woxen  Scarlet  red. 

1  felt  the  kindled  sparkes 

to  flashing  flames  to  growe: 
And  so  on  sodainc  I  did  loue 

the  Wight  I  did  not  knowe. 

Then  to  thy  Pallacc  I 

with  frowarde  foote  did  run. 
And  what  1  saide,  1  minde  it  yet, 

for  thus  my  tale  begun. 

0  noble  Sir  (quoth  I) 
this  is  your  free  assent 

1  should  pursue  a  Game  unknowne 

within  your  stately  Tent? 

If  so  (quoth  I)  thou  wilt, 

and  givste  the  same  in  chaige: 

I  mynde  of  all  my  brydled  lust 
to  let  the  Raynes  at  laige. 

Then  Hope  did  prick  me  forth 

and  bad  mee  be  of  cheere: 
Who  said  I  should  within  a  while 

subdue  my  Noble  Teere. 

He  counselde  me  to  shun 

no  dreadful!  daungers  place. 
But  follo^r  him -who  Banner  bore 

unto  your  Noble  grace. 

He  would  maintaine  my  right 

and  further  aye  my  cause. 
And  bannish  all  dispaire  that  grewe 

by  frowarde  Fortunes  flawes. 

Tis  Cupids  will  (quoth  hee) 

our  Maister  and  our  Lorde 
That  thou  with  manly  hart  and  hande 

Shouldst  lay  the  Barck  aborde. 

She  shall  not  choose  but  yeelde 

the  fruite  for  passed  paines: 
For  shee  is  one  of  Cupids  thralls, 

and  bound  in  Venus  Chaines. 

Thinkst  thou  our  maister  will 

bis  serrant  live  in  woe^ 
No  not  for  all  his  Golden  darts 

ne  yet  his  crooked  Bo  we. 

Wherefore  with  luckie  Mart 

giue  charge  unto  the  Wight: 
Take  Speare  in  hande,  and  Targe  on  arme, 

and  doe  with  courage  fight. 
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With  that  I  armde  me  well 

as  fits  a  warring  man. 
And  to  the  place  of  friendly  fight 

with  lustie  foote  t  ran. 

My  Foe  was  there  before 

I  came  unto  the  fielde, 
I  thought  Bellona  had  bene  there 

or  Pallas  with  hir  shielde. 

So  well  shee  was  beset 

with  Plate  and  privie  Maile 

As  for  my  life  my  lunber  Launce 
might  not  a  whit  preoaile. 

Yet  naythelesse  with  Speare 
and  Shielde,  we  fought  a  space: 

And  last  of  all  we  tooke  our  Bowes 
and  Arrowes  from  the  case. 

Then  Dartes  we  gan  to  fling 
in  wide  and  weigh tlesse  Skies: 

And  then  the  fiercest  fight  of  all 
and  combat  did  arise.    - 

Instead  of  shivering  shafts, 
light  louinglookes  we  cast, 

And  there  1  founde  my  selfe  to  weake 
hir  Arrowes  went  so  &st» 

But  one  above  the  reast 
did  cleave  my  breast  so  farre. 

As  downe  it  went,  where  lay  my  hart, 
and  there  it  gave  a  jarre. 

So  cruel  was  the  stroke, 
so  sodaine  eke  tbe^wounde. 

As  by  the  fearefiiU  force  1  fell 
into  a  senselesse  sounde. 

Thus  having  no  refuge 

to  quite  my  selfe  from  death: 

I  made  a  vowe  to  loue  hir  well 
whilst  Lungs  should  lende  me  breath. 

And  since  that  Ume  I  have 

endeuorde  with  my  might 
To  win  hir  loue,  but  naught  preuailes 

ikoe  wayes  it  not  a  Mite, 

Shee  scorns  my  yeelding  hart 

not  forcing  on  my  best: 
But  by  disdaine  of  elowdy  browe 

doth  further  my  unrest. 

Yet  ruthlesse  though  she  were, 

and  forsed  foil  of  yre: 
I  lovde  hir  well  as  hart  could  think, 

or  woman  might  desire. 

I  sought  to  frame  my  speach 
and  countnance  in  such  sort^ 

As  she  my  couert  hart  might  see 
by  shewe  of  outward  port. 

Tp  Troilns  halfe  so  true 

unto  his  Creside  was 
And  I  to  hir,  who  for  hir  fiice 

did  Trojan  Creside  passe. 

At  length  when  Reason  saw 

mee  sotted  so  in  loue 
As  I  ne  would,  ne  might  at  all 

my  fancie  thence  remoue: 
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She  cause  hir  Trampe  be  bl<nnie 

to  cyte  hir  servaunts  all 
Into  the  place,  by  i^ose  adnise 

I  might  be  rid  from  thrall. 

Then  Plato  first  appearde 
with  sage  and  solemne  sawes^ 

And  in  bis  hande  a  golden  booke 
of  good  and  Greekish  lawea. 

Whose  honnie  mouth  such  wise 
and  weightie  wordes  did  tell : 

Gainst  thee  and  all  thy  troape  at 
as  Reason  lykte  it  well. 

When  Platoes  tale  was  done^ 

then  Tullie  prest  in  place: 
Whose  filed  tongue  with  sogied  fajy^ 

wouM  good  a  simple  case. 

With  open  mouth  I  heazd 

and  jawes  ystrecht  awyde. 
How  hee  gainst  Venus  dearling s  att 

and  Cupids  captiues  cryde* 

Then  Plutarcbe  gan  to  pieache 

and  by  examples  provoi 
That  thousand  mischiefes  were  procorde 

by  meane  of  guilefoll  loue. 

Whole  Cities  brooghito  spoyle, 
and  Realmes  to  shamefoU  sack: 

Where  Kings  and  Rulers  good  advice 
by  meane  of  Loue  did  lack. 

Next  Plutarch,  Senec  came, 

seuere  in  all  his  sawes; 
Who  cleane  defide  your  wanton  tricks, 

and  soomde  your  childish  lawes. 

1  neede  not  name  the  reast 

that  stoode  as  then  in  place: 
But  thousandes  more  there  were  that 

your  Godhead  to  defoce^ 

When  all  the  HaU  was  husbt^ 

and  Sages  all  had  donne: 
Then  Reason  that  in  iudgement  sate 

hir  skilfuil  talke  begonne. 

Gramercie  Friends  (quoth  .shee) 

your  counsell  likes  me  well : 
But  now  lend  eare  to  Reasons  woniei 

and  listen  what  I  telL 

What  madnesse  may  be  more 

than  such  a  Lorde  to  haue. 
Who  makes  the  chiefMaine  of  his  bende 

a  ruke  and  raskall  slave? 

Who  woonted  is  to  yeelde 

in  recompense  of  peine? 
A  ragged  recompense  God  wote 

that  tumes  to  meere  disdune? 

Who  gladly  would  ensue 

a  Conduct  that  is  bliode? 
Or  thrall  himselfe  to  such  a  one 

as  showes  himselfe  unkinde  } 

What  Ploughman  would  be  gfad 

to  sowe  his  seede  for  gaine. 
And  reape  when  Harvest  time  comes  on 

but  trauaile  for  his  paine? 
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What  madman  might  endure 
to  watch  and  ward  for  nought? 

To  ride,  to  ronne,  and  laat  to  loose 
the  recompeme  he  sought? 

To  waste  the  day  in  wo, 

and  restless  night  in  care. 
And  haoe  in  tHekd  of  better  foode 

but  sobbing  for  his  fisre } 

To  bleare  his  eies  with  brine 

and  salted  teares  yshend: 
To  force  his  iainting  flesh  to  fade, 

his  colour  pale  and  dead? 

And  to  fordoe  with  carke 

his  wretched  witherde  hart? 
And  so  to  breede  his  bitter  bale 

and  hatch  his  deadly  sinart? 

I  speake  it  to  this  fine, 

that  plainely  might  appere 
Capidos  craft  and  gnileftill  guise 

to  him  that  standeth  here. 

Whose  eies  with  fancies  mist 

and  errors  dowdes  are  dim. 
By  meane  that  bee  in  Venus  lake 

and  Cupids  goulfe  doth  swim. 

And  hath  by  sodaine  sight 

of  unacquainted  shape 
So  fixt  his  hart,  as  hope  is  past 

for  euer  to  escape. 

Uolesse  to  these  my  woides 

a  listaing  eare  he  lende: 
Which  oft  are  woont  the  Loners  minde 

and  fanne  to  ofiende. 

But  he  that  would  his  health 

sowre  Sirops  must  assay : 
For  erie  griefe  hath  cure  againe 

by  cleane  repngnaunt  way. 

And  who  so  mindes  to  quite 

and  rid  himselfe  from  wo. 
Must  seeke  in  time  for  to  remoore 

the  thing  that  hurts  him  so. 

For  longer  that  it  lastes 

it  frets  the  farder  in 
Untill  it  growe  to  curelesse  maine 
•  by  passing  fell  and  skin. 

The  Pyne  that  beares  his  head 

up  to  the  haughtie  skie, 
WouM  well  bane  been  reihooTde  at  first 

as  day  lie  proofe  doth  trie: 

Which  now  no  force  of  man 

nor  engine  may  subvart: 
So  wide  the  creeping  rootes  are  run 

by  Natures  subtle  Art: 

So  Loue  by  slender  sleight 

and  little  paine  at  furst 
Would  have  beene  stopt,  but  hardly  now 

though  thou  wouldst  do  thy  wurst 

The  woonted  saw  is  true, 
shun  Loue,  and  Loue  will  flee. 

Bat  follow  Loue  and  spite  thy  nose 
then  Loue  will  follow  thee. 


No  Otaunt  for  his  lyfe 

can  cleaue  a  knarrie  oke. 
Though  he  would  seeke  to  doo  his  wnrst 

and  utmost  at  a  stroke. 

But  let  the  meanest  man 
have  space  to  fell  him  downe. 

And  he  will  make  him  bende  his  head 
and  bring  his  boughes  to  grownde. 

No  force  of  falling  showre 
can  pierce  the  Marble*stone, 

As  will  the  often  drops  of  mine 
that  from  the  gutters  gone : 

Wherefore  thou  retchlesse  man 

my  counsell  with  the  mo 
Is,  ijiat  thou  peecemeale  do  expel! 
•    the  loue  that  paines  thee.  so. 

Renounce  the  place  where  shoe 
doth  make  sojourne  and  stay: 

Force  not  bir  trayning  truthlesse  eies, 
but  tome  thy  face  away. 

Thinke  that  the  hurtfiill  hooke 

is  couerde  with  such  baite: . 
And  that  in  such  a  pleasant  plot 

the  Seipent  lurkes  in  waiter 

Waie  well  his  scomefull  cheere, 
and  thinke  shee  seekes  thy  spoyle : 

And  though  thy  conquest  were  atchivde 
may  not  acquite  thy  toyle: 

Not  ydle  see  thou  bee, 

take  aye  some  charge  in  hande : 
And  quickly  shalt  thou  quench  the  flame 

of  carelesse  Cupids  brande. 

For  what  (I  pray  you)  bred 

JEgistus  foule  deftime? 
And  made  him  spoken  of  so  yll? 

what  put  him  to  the  shame  ? 

What  forste  the  Foole  to  loue 

his  beastly  ydle  lyfe 
Was  cause  that  he  besotted  was 

of  Agamemnons  Wyfe. 

If  he  had  fought  in  field 

encountring  with  his  Foe, 
On  stately  steede,  or  else  on  footc 

with  glave  had  giuen  the  bloc : 

If  he  that  Lecher  lewde 

had  warlick  walles  assailde 
With  Cannon  shot,  or  bownsing  Ramme 

his  fenced  enmies  quailde : 

He  had  not  felt  such  force 

of  vile  and  beastly  sin, 
Cupidos  shafts  had  fallen  short 

if  he  had  busie  bin. 

What  Myrrha  made  to  loue, 

or  Byblos  to  desire 
To  quench  the  heate  of  hungrie  lust 

and  flames  of  filthy  fire? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(k)8 

What  Canace  enforcde 

to  firie  with  Iraotick  brandes, 
la  sort  as  up  to  yeelde  hir  selfe 

unto  hir  brotbisrs  handei? 

And  other  thousand  mo 

of  whom  the  Poets  wright? 
Kought  else  (good  fayth)  but  for  they  had 

in  ydle  thoughts  delif^t. 

They  spent  their  youthfiill  yeares 

in  foule  and  filthie  trade, 
They  busied  not  their  ydle  braines 

but  God  of  Pleasure  made. 

Wherefore  if  thou  (I  say) 

dost  couet  to  avjoide 
That  bedlam  Boyes  deceitfiiU  Bowe 

that  others  hath  anoyde: 

Eschewe  the  ydle  life, 

flee,  flee  from  doin^  nought: 
For  neuer  was  their  ydle  braine 

but  bred  an  ydle  thought. 

And  when  those  stormes  are  past 

and  clowdes  remoorde  away: 
I  know  thou  wilt  no  Reason  think 

and  minde  the  wordes  I  say. 

Which  are:  that  lone  is  roote 

and  onely  crop  of  care. 
The  bodies  foe,  the  harts  annoy, 

and  cause  of  pleasures  rare. 

The  sicknesse  of  the  minde, 

the  Fountaine  of  unrest: 
The  goulfe  of  guile,  the  pit  of  paine, 

of  griefe  the  hollow  Chest 

A  fierie  frost,  a  flame 

that  frozen  is  with  ise, 
A  heavie  burthen  light  to  beare, 

A  Vertue  fraught  with  Vice. 

It  is  a  warlike  peace, 

a  safetie  set  in  dred, 
A  deepe  dispaire  annext  to  hope, 

a  femine  that  is  fed. 

Sweete  poyson  for  his  taste, 

a  Porte  Charybdis  leeke, 
A  Scylla  for  his  safetie  thought, 

a  Lyon  that  is  meeke. 

And  (by  my  Crown  I  sweare) 

the  longer  thou  dost  loue. 
The  longer  shalt  thou  Hue  a  Thrall 

as  tract  of  time  will  proue. 

Wherefore  retire  in  haste 

and  speede  thee  home  agaioe. 

And  pardned  shall  thy  trespasse  bee, 
and  thou  exempt  from  paiue. 

Take  Reason  for  thy  guide 

as  thou  hast  done  of  yore: 
And  spite  of  Lone  thou  shalt  not  loue 

ne  be  a  thrall  no  more. 

Repaire  to  Platoes  schoole 

and  TuUies  true  aduice : 
Let  Plutarch  be  and  Seneca 

thy  teachers  to  be  wise. 
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This  long  and  learned  tale 

had  broosed  so  my  braine; 
As  I  forthwith  to  Reason  ran 

and  gave  thee  up  in  plaine. 

Fie,  fie  on  Lone  quoth  T, 

I  now  perceiue  his  craft : 
For  Reason  hath  declarde  at  large 

how  hee  my  freedome  raft, 

I  see  his  promise  is 

farre  feyrer  than  his  pay: 
I  find*  how  Cupid  blearde  mine  eies, 

and  made  me  run  astray. 

I  wote  how  hungrie  Hope 

hath  led  me  by  the  lip. 
And  made  me  moue  an  endlesse  sate 

well  worth  an  oken  chip. 

Hee  traiode  mee  all  by  trust, 
I  ferde  as  Hoande  at  hatch: 

The  lesser  fruite  1  founde,  the  more 
I  was  procurde  to  watch. 

Thus  (mightie  Lorde)  I  left 
thy  lawes  and  statutes  strong 

For  rayling  Reasons  trifling  talke 
and  oflerd  thee  a  wrong. 

But  now  Dame  Venus  knowes, 
and  thou  hir  sonne  canst  tell 

That  I  within  my  cooert  hart 
doe  loue  thee  passing  welL 

Now  fuUy  bent  to  be    . 

(so  thou  wilt  cleane  put  oat 
Of  minde  my  passed  injuries) 

thy  man  and  souldier  stout: 

Prest  to  obey  thy  will 

and  neuer  swarre  againe. 
As  long  as  Venus  is  of  force 

and  thou  shalt  keepe  thy  Raigne. 

I  weigh  not  TulKes  Ule, 

ne  prating  Platoes  talke: 
Let  Plutarch  vouch  what  Platarch  cun, 

let  skurvey  Senec  walke. 

Olde  Quid  will  I  reade, 
whose  pleasant  wit  doth  passe 

The  reast,  aa  far  as  stubborae  Steele 
ezcdls  the  brickie  Glasse. 

In  him  thy  deedes  of  Armes 

and  manly  Marts  appeere. 
In  him  thy  stately  spoyles  are  teeoe 

as  in  a  Mirrour  cleere. 

Thy  mothers  prayse  and  thine 

in  him  are  to  be  founde. 
For  conquests  which  you  had  in  heavea 

and  here  by  low  on  grounde. 

Forgiue  my  former  guilt, 

forget  my  passed  toyes: 
And  graunt  I  may  aspire  againe 

unto  my  woonted  ioyes. 

If  euer  man  did  loue 

or  seme  in  better  steade. 
Then  shape  uiy  wages  to  the  same 

and  doe  restraine  my  meede» 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 


609 


But  80  I  fight  in  fielde 

as  fiercely  an  the  best: 
I  hope  that  then  your  Godhead  will 

reward  me  with  the  rest. 


j§FtER  MISADVENTURES  COME  GOOD 
HAPS. 

I  HBUBR  thought  but  this  that  luck  in  fine 
Would  to  my  will  and  fansie  well  incline. 
For  daylie  proofe  doth  make  an  open  show 
That  common  course  of  things  would  have  it  so. 
When  storm ie  cloud ji  from  darkned  skyes  are  fled. 
Then  Phosbas  sbewes  bis  gay  and  goklen  bed. 
His  princely  pride  appeeres  when  showreu  are  past, 
And  after  day  the  night  ensues  as  fost. 
When  winter  hath  his  trembling  carkas  showne, 
And  with  his  firostie  foote  the  spring  down  throwne, 
Then  in  leapes  ^stas  gay  with  gladsome  gleames 
That  harvest  brings  and  dries  up  winter  streamea:. 
The  Barck  that  broylde  in  rough.and  churlish  Seas 
At  length  doth  reach  a  port  and  place  of  ease. 
The  wailefuil  warre  iu  time  doth  yeelde  to  peace. 
The  Lamms  lowde  and  Trumpets  sounde  doth 

cease: 
Thus  may  we  see  that  chaunce  is  full  of  chaunge. 
And  Fortune  feedes  ua  foode  that  is  full  straunge^ 
Wherefore  doe  not  dispaire  thou  louing  Wight, 
For  Seas  doe  ebbe  and  flow  by  Natures  might: 
From  worse  to  good  our  haps  are  chaunged  oft, 
And  basest  things  sometimes  are  raysde  aloft, 
fc  Gods  would  have,  and  Fortune  doth  agree, 
Which  proofe  appeeres  and  is  exprest  by  mee. 


TO  HIS  LOUE 

THAT  GONTROLDE  HIS  UOGGB  FOR  FAWNING  ON 
HIR. 

In  deede  (my  Deare)  you  wrong  my  Dog  in  this 
And  shew  your  selfe  to  be  of  crabbed  kinde. 
That  will  not  let  my  fawning  whelp  to  kisse 
You  first,  that  faiue  would  shew   bys   Maisters 

miude: 
A  Mastife  were  more  fit  for  such  a  one, 
.That  can  not  let  hir  Louers  dog  alone. 

He  in  his  kinde  for  mee  did  seeme  to  sue. 
That  earst  did  stande  so  highly  in  your  grace, 
His  Maisters  minde  the  wittie  Spanell  knewe. 
And  thought  his  woonted  Mi^tresse  was  in  place: 
But  now  at  last  (good  faith)  I  plainely  sec 
That  Dogs  more  wibe  than  women  friendly  bee. 

Wherefore  since  you  so  craelly  entreate 
My  whelp,  not  forcing  of  his  fawning  cheerc, 
You  shew  your  selfe  with  pride  to  be  repleate. 
And  to  your  Friend  your  nature  doth  appeere: 
The  Prouerbe  olde  is  verifide  in  you, 
Loue  mee  and  loue  my  Dog,  and  so  adue. 

Both  I  and  bee  that  siely  Beast  sustaine 
For  louing  well  and  bearing  faitbfull  bait?, 
Despitous  checks,  and  rigorous  disdaine. 
Where  both  hath  well  deteruad  for  our  parti* 

VOL.  II. 


For  Friendship  I,  for  offred  seruice  hee. 

And  yet  thou  neyther  loouste  the  Dog  nor  mee. 


VPON  THE   DEATH  OF  TH^  APORBNAMED  DAME 
EUZABETH  ARHUNDLE  OF  CORNBWALI.. 

What  Tongue  can  tell  the  wo  } 

what  Pen  expresse  the  plaint? 
Unlesse  the  Muses  helpe  at  oeede 

I  feel  my  wittes  to  faint. 

Yee  that  frequent  the  hilles 

and  highest  Holtes  of  all, 
Assist  mee  with  your  skilful!  2uiIIes 

and  listen  when  I  call. 

And  Phcebus,  thou  that  first 

amidst  the  learned  route. 
Doe  way  thy  Bowe,  and  reach  thy  Lute 

and  say  to  sounde  it  oute. 

Helpe  (learned  Pallas)  helpe 

to  write  the  fata  11  fall 
Of  hir,  whose  lyfe  deserues  to  be 

a  Mirronr  to  us  all. 

Whose  Parents  were  of  fame 

as  Lejrster  well  can  shower 
Where  they  in  worship  long  had  liude, 

with  yeares  did  worship  growe. 

Of  worship  was  the  boose 

from  whence  she  tooke  hir  line; 
And  shec  a  Dannat  by  discent  j 

to  worship  did  incline. 

What  neede  I  pen  the  prayse 

of  hir  that  liude  so  well. 
That  of  it  selfe  doth  yeelde  a  sounde 

we  neede  not  ring  the  Bell. 

Wliilst  Dannat  did  ensue 

Diana  in  the  race, 
A  truer  Nymph  than  Dannat  was 

was  neoer  earst  in  place. 

With  Beautie  so  adrest 

with  Vertue  so  adomde : 
Was  not  that  more  imbraste  the  good 

nor  at  the  wicked  scornde. 

When  fleeing  Fame  with  Trumpe 

and  blasted  brute  had  brought 
This  Dannats  thewes  to  Courtlike  eares 

(which  Dannat  neuer  sought) 

To  Court  she  was  procurde 

on  Princesse  to  attende: 
A  seruice  fit  for  such  a  one 

hir  flowring  yeares  to  speiide. 

Where  when  she  had  remaynde 

and  senide  the  Princesse  well. 
Not  rashly  but  with  good  aduice 

to  lonos  yoke  shee  fell. 

A  Woulfe  by  hap  esptde 

this  sielie  Lambe  in  place, 
And  thought  hir  fittest  for  his  pray: 

not  gastly  was  his  face, 
R  R 
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Not  Woalfllke  were  his  eyes, 

ne  barrish  was  his  voyce: 
Nor  such  as  Lambes  might  feare  to  heare 

but  rather  might  teioyce. 

A  heart  not  bent  to  hate 

or  yeeldiDg  pray  to  spill; 
Unto  LicaoD  ferre  vnlike 

whose  pleasure  was  to  kiiU 

Arhundle  was  his  name, 

his  stock  of  great  discent: 
Whose  predecessors  all  thteir  liaet 

in  Vertues  path  bad  spent. 

Hee  not  vnlike  the  rest 

bebaude  him  selfe  so  well, 
As  he  in  fine  became  a  Knight, 

so  to  his  share  it  fell. 

Thus  was  this  Ladie  last 

conioynde  in  sacred  knot: 
Whose  prime  and  tender  yeres  were  spent 

deuoyde  of  slaunders  blot. 

The  match  no  sooner  made, 

when  manage  rites  were  donne: 

But  Dannat  ranne  hir  race  as  right 
as  she  hir  course  begonne. 

And  sooth  it  is,  she  liude 

in  wiuely  bond  so  well, 
As  she  from  Collatinus  wife 

of  Chastice  bore  the  bell. 

Vl3rises  wife  did  blush 

to  heare  of  Dannats  prayse: 
Admetus  Make  (the  good  Alcest) 

did  yeelde  vp  all  hir  Kayes. 

The  Greeks  might  take  in  griefe 

of  such  a  one  to  heere. 
Who  for  hir  well  deserued  fame 

could  haue  no  Oreekish  Peere. 

Thus  manie  yearcs  were  spent 

with  good  and  soothfast  life, 
Twixt  Arhundle  that  worth ie  Knight 

and  his  approued  wife. 

Of  whome  such  Impes  did  spring, 

such  fruite  began  to  grow, 
Such  issue  did  proceede  as  we 

them  by  their  braunches  know. 

The  Oke  will  yeelde  no  grapes, 
the  Vine  will  beare  no  Hawes : 

£ch  thing  must  follow  kindely  course 
by  Natures  fixed  lawes. 

Euen  so  that  worthie  Tree 

such  fruite  is  seene  to  beare. 
As  yet  commends  the  with  red  stocks 

and  them  to  Welkin  reare. 

Thus  did  they  liue  in  ioy, 

till  chaunce  and  spiteAill  death 

These  louing  Turtles  did  deuide 
and  left  the  Cock  his  breath. 


Then  first  ^he  bale  began, 

then  black  attire  came  on: 
And  Dannats  dreerie  do«le  was  seene 

with  neuer  stinting  mone. 

Nought  might  hir  sorrow  swage, 

but  still  she  did  bewatle 
The  Cinders  of  hir  seuerd  Make 

with  teares  of  none  aoaile. 

Seuen  yeares  she  spent' in  wo 

refusing  other  Make: 
For  such  is  Turtles  kinde  jrou  know 

they  will  none  other  take. 

I  doubt  where  Dido  fealt 

the  like  tormenting  rage. 
When  that  the  guileful  Guest  was  gone 

that  layde  his  iayth  to  gage. 

This  Dannats  vertues  were 

so  rife  and  eke  so  rare, 
As  few  with  hir  for  honest  life 

and  wisedome  might  compare. 

Minerua  did  soiourne 

within  that  wifely  brest: 
Hir  deedes  declarde  that  in  hir  bead 

Dame  Pallas  was  a  guest. 

But  what  we  couet  most 

or  chiefest  holde  in  price, 
With  greedte  gripe  of  darting  death 

is  reaued  with  a  trice. 

The  craell  Sisters  three 

were  all  in  one  agreede. 
To  let  the  spindle  runne  no  more 

but  shrid  the  fatall  tbreede. 

And  Fortune,  (to  expresse 
what  swing  and  sway  she  bare) 

AUowde  them  leaue  to  vse  their  force 
vpon  this  Jewell  rare. 

Thus  hath  the  Welkin  wnnne, 

and  we  a  losse  sustainde : 
Thus  hath  htr  corse  a  Vaute  found  oat, 

hir  sprite  the  Heauens  gainde. 

Since  sobbing  will  not  seme, 

ne  shedding  teares  auaile 
To  bring  the  soule  to  corps  againe . 

his  olde  and  woonted  Gaile: 

Leaue  off  to  bath  hir  stone 

with  Nlobs  teares  to  long. 
For  thou  Shalt  aide  hir  noogfatmt  alt 

but  put  thy  selfe  to  wrong. 

Wish  that  hir  soule  may  reach 
the  place  from  whence  it  came: 

And  shee  be  guerdond  for  hir  life 
with  neuer  dying  fame. 

For  sure  she  well  deserude 

to  haue  immortall  prayse. 
And  laud  more  light  than  clearest  sanne 

or  Phoebus  golden  rayes. 

if  ought  my  tlender  skill 

or  writing  were  of  powre. 
No  processe  of  ingratefoll 

hir  Vertues  should  deuoor. 
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•ItPKATIS  OF  WOMEN  THAT  ALC.URS  AND  LOVE 
MOT. 

When  fo  you  vew  in  Veree 

and  Poets  rimes  the  prajse, 
Of  Luci-ece  and  Vlywes  wife 

80  famous  in  their  dtye«: 

When  Hippo  comes  by  hap 

or  good  Alcest  yfeare, 
And  other  some  that  by  desert 

with  fame  reaovmed  weare. 

Then  yoo  with  hastie  doome 

and  rashfull  sentence  straight, 
Will  vaunt  that  women  in  that  agt 

were  all  with  Vertue  fraigbt. 

And  for  those  fewe  that  liude 

in  wiuely  bonde  *o  well:  .   . 

You  will  esteeme  the  reast  by  those 

that  onely  bare  the  bell. 

Bot  follow  sound  adnice, 

let  ecbe  receyue  hir  doome. 
As  eche  in  vertue  did  surmount 

or  sit  in  highest  ruome. 

So  deane  was  neuer  seede 

ysifted,  but  among 
For  all  their  paynes  were  weedes  that  grew 

to  put  the  graine  to  wrong. 

That  troupe  of  honest  Dames 

those  6 risels  ail  are  gone: 
No  Lucrece  now  is  left  aliue, 

ne  Cleopatra  none. 

Those  dayes  are  all  ypast, 

that  date  is  fleeted  by : 
They  myrrors  were  Dame  Nature  made, 

hir  skilful!  hapde  to  try. 

Now  course  of  kinde  exchaungde 

doth  yeelde  a  worser  graine, 
And  women  in  these  latter  yeares 

those  modest  Matrons  staine. 

Deoeite  in  their  delight, 

great  fraude  in  friendly  lookes: 
Tbey  spoyle  the  fish  for  friendships  sake 

that  houer  on  their  Hookes. 

They  buie  the  bayte  to  deare 

that  so  their  freedome  lose : 
And  tbey  the  more  deceitfull  are 

that  so  can  craft  and  glose.  ' 

With  beautie  to  aHure, 

and  murder  with  disdaine : 
What  more  mav  be  gainst  womens  kind 

where  ruth  of  right  should  laigne? 

So  Memphite  Crocodile 

(as  we  in  Poets  fine) 
Whei«  Nylus  with  his  seuenfold  streamc 

to  Seaward  doth  incline. 

With  truthlea se  tricking  teares 

and  lamentable  sound. 
The  siely  beast  with  pitie  mooude 

dotti  cruelly  confound. 


So  Marmaides  iti  the  floud 

and  Syrens  sweetely  sing, 
Till  they  the  musing  Mariner 

to  speedie  fate  doe  bring. 

Now  Helen  for  hir  traine 

with  Dian  may  compare: 
Such  sundrie  Helens  now  are  found, 

and  Dians  Nymphes  so  rare. 

Who  if  by  craft  ^spie 

thy  Senses  once  to  bende. 
And  bow  by  Cupids  subtile  breach 

that  burning  gleames  doth  sender 

Then  will  they  seeke  in  hast 

by  force  of  firiendly  blinck. 
And  wrested  looke  into  the  breast 

their  beauties  shape  to  siuck. 

Which  if  be  brought  to  passe, 

then  haue  they  their  desire : 
And  standing  farre  doe  smile  to  see 

the  flaming  of  the  fire. 

Then  looke  they  on  a  loofe, 

and  neuer  once  repaire 
To  ende  the  strife  that  they  haue  stirrde 

twist  Loner  and  Dispaire. 

As  shepheirdes  when  they  sec 

the  Ganders  foe  in  snare 
Reioyce,  tnat  from  their  foldes  of  late 

their  siely  cattle  bare : 

Or  Boy  that  knowes  the  Foule 

to  be  in  pithole  caught. 
That  woonted  was  to  steaie  the  stale 

and  set  the  snare  at  naught: 

So  wily  women  woont 

to  laugh,  when  so  they  spie 
The  louing  Wight  ytrainde  by  trust 

in  point  and  pinch  to  die. 

But  if  such  chaunce  doe  chaunce 

(as  often  chaunce  we  see) 
The  fish  that  earst  was  hangde  on  Hooke 

by  better  chaunce  be  free. 

If  he  by  happie  hap 

doe  cast  off  Cupids  yoke, 
Not  setting  of  hir  Loue  a  Leeke 

that  gaue  the  cruell  stroke: 

Then  are  remooude  the  cloudes 

of  hir  disdainefuli  brow: 
And  friendsbipa  flood  tbat  earst  was  drie 

a  fresh  begins  to  flow. 

Then  wresteth  shee  bir  grace, 

and  makes  a  seeming  show 
As  though  she  meant  no  chaunge  at  all, 

ne  would  hir  Hestes  forgo. 

Thus  are  tbey  fright  with  wiles 
whome  Nature  made  so  plaine. 

Thus  Sinons  shifts  they  put  in  vrs 
their  purpose  to  attaine. 
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Wherefore  let  bee  our  care 

Vlysses  trade  to  trie: 
And  stop  our  eares  against  the  sounde 

of  Syrens  when  they  crie. 

Think  when  thou  seest  the  baite 

u'bcreon  is  thy  delite. 
That  hidden  Hookes  are  hard  at  band« 

to  bane  thee  when  thou  bite. 

Think  well  that  poyson  lurckes 

iu  shape  of  Sugar  sweete : 
And  where  the  freshest  flowres  are  seeue 

there  most  beware  thy  feete. 

But  chiefely  women  shoonne 

and  follow  mine  aduice. 
If  not,  thou  mayst  perhaps  in  prouf& 

of  foUie  beare  tbe  price. 

To  trust  to  rotten  bonghes 

the  daunger  welt  is  seene: 
To  treade  the  tyied  trap  vnwares 

hath  alwayes  perill  fa«ene. 

Haue  Medea  still  in  minde, 

let  Circe  be  in  thought: 
And  Helen  tliat  to  vtter  sack 

both  Greece  and  Troie  brought 

Let  Creside  be  in  coumpt 

and  number  of  the  mo, 
Who  for  hir  lightnesse  may  presume 

with  falsest  on  the  row. 

Else  would  she  not  haue  left 

a  Troian  for  a  Greeke: 
But  what?  by  kinde  the  Cat  will  hunt, 

hir  Father  did  the  Uke. 

As  wilie  are  their  wits, 

so  are  their  tongues  vntrue: 
Uncoustant  and  aye  Beeting  mindea 

that  most  imbrace  the  nue. 

When  fixed  is  their  fiiyth 

it  restes  on  brittle  sandef 
And  when  thou  deeniste  them  surste  of  ail 

they  beare  thee  but  in  hande. 

Though  Argus  did  reuiue, 

whose  eyes  in  numbre  were 
As  many  as  Dame  lunos  Birde 

in  glaring  taile  doth  beare: 

Yet  women  by  their  wyles 

and  well  acquainted  drifts, 
Woulde  s6one  deceiue  his  waking  head, 

and  put  his  eyes  to  shifts. 

Nought  haue  they  neede  at  all 

Cyllenns  Pipe  to  blow 
Tb  foige  their  fraud,  their  tongues  will  serue 
'  at  learned  writers  show. 

First  trie,  and  then  tell 
Where  I  haue  sayd  well 
For  without  a  triall 
There  vailes  no  deniall. 


OF  A  PHISITJON  AND  A  SOOTHSAYER. 

Marc|le  fealt  himselfD  diseasde. 

The  Soothsayer  sayd :  There  bee 
Sire  yet  remaynder  dayes  of  life, 

no  mo  (Friend  Marcke)  to  thee. 

Then  skilfull  Alcon  came, 

he  fealt  the  Pulses  beate : 
And  out  of  hande  this  Marcus  dyde, 

there  Phisick  wrought  his  feate. 

This  showes  Phisition  doth 

the  Soothsayer  farre  exceede: 
For  th'  one  can  make  a  short  dispatch, 

when  th'  other  makes  no  speede. 


A    CONTROUERSIE    OF  A    COSMUEST 
TWJXT  FORTUNE  AND  VENUS, 

Whilst  Fisi»her  kest  his  line 

the  houering  fish  to  hooke: 
By  hap  a  rich  mai)£  daughter  on 

the  Fissher  kest  hir  looke. 

Shee  fryde  with  frantick  Loue, 

they  maride  eke  at  last: 
Thus  Fissher  was  from  lowe  estate 

in  top  of  Treasure  plast. 

Stoode  Fortune  by  and  smylde: 

how  say  yow  (Dame)  quoth  shee 
T^  Venus  ?  was  this  conquest  yours 

or  is  it  due  to  mee? 

'T  was  I  (quoth  Vulcans  wife) 

with  helpe  of  Cupids  bowe, 
That  made  this  wanton  wench  t»^rage, 

and  match  hir  selfe  so  lowe. 

Not  so :  *t  was  Fortune  I 

that  brought  the  Trull  in  place : 
And  Fortune  was  it  that  the  man 

stoode  so  in  Maydens  grace. 

By  Fortune  fell  their  loue, 

>t  was  Fortune  strake  the  stroke: 
Then  detter  is  this  man  to  mee 

that  did  this  match  prouoke. 


THE  LOUER 

YOWETH  HOW  SO  «UEK   HE  BB  OUKROOVKD  1 
LODE  FAITHFULLT. 

In  thankfull  though  she  were 

and  had  disdainfull  browe. 
Regarding  nought  my  constant  heait^ 

ne  forcing  of  hir  vowe: 

Since  sowen  is  the  seede 

of  faithfuU  friendships  lore, 
Vnconstant  will  I  neuer  be 

ne  breake  my  Hest  therefbre. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EPITAPHES,  EPIGRAMS,  SONGES  AND  SONETS. 


613 


Lei  Fortnne  vse  hir  force 
to  Cupide  stand  mine  ayde, 

And  Cyprid  laagh  with  louely  looke, 
1  wjII  Dot  bee  afrayde. 

By  me  the  Noble  kinde 

of  man  Khali  not  be  shamde, 

Recorde  through  me  fhall  neuer  force 
our  sequel!  be  defamde. 

Albe  that  I  consume 

my  greene  and  growing  youth, 
Yea  age  and  all  quite  guerdotilesse 

yet  nill  I  swarue  my  truth. 

Eche  that  shall  after  come, 

and  liue  when  I  am  Dust, 
My  louing  heart  shall  well  descrie 

the  key  of  perfect  trust 

Hir  while  my  Titall  breath 

these  fainted  limmes  shall  moue: 

Yea,  after  death  in  hollow  Vawte 
ytombed,  will  1  loue. 

Force  shee  my  seruice  true 

I  force  it  not  at  all: 
Rue  shee  by  ruth  my  dreecie  life 

or  it  to  mercie  call: 

To  ttay  my  Tx>ue  shall  stande, 

ne  will  1  false  my  faith, 
Ne  breake  my  former  plighted  hrat 

or  promisse  to  the  death. 

Diadaine  shall  neuer  force 
roy  friendship  wrest  awrie: 

Ere  that  I  craue  immortal  I  powres 
that  ye  will  let  me  die. 

Let  Dido  still  oomplaine 

i£neas  broken  HeRt, 
Of  all  that  came  to  Carthnge  Coast 

the  most  vnfaithfuU  guest. 

Untnistie  Theseus  eke 

let  Ariadne  clepe^ 
Tliat  fleoted  from  his  friendly  Fecro 

yled  in  slumbring  sleepe: 

So  let  Medea  accuse 

the  Knight  that  wonne  the  Flise, 
Who  forced  naught  at  all  in  fine 

hir  cleepings  and  hir  cries: 

Haue  thou  the  feithfull  heart 

of  thine  assured  Friend, 
£re  he  be  of  that  rctchelessc  race 

the  Sonne  awrie  shall  weudc. 

Where  so  thou  yeclde  him  grace 

or  as  an  outcast  shoon : 
Expect  his  former  plighted  Hcst 

as  thou  tofore  hast  doon. 

Lone  will  hee  neuer  blame 

ne  Venus  lawes  for.;o. 
Life  sooner  shall  than  louc  decrease  . 

bis  faith  is  fixed  so. 


BE   flORROWES   THE   LOHG    ABSENCE   OF  HIS 
LAOIB.  P.  . 

Now  once  againe  my  Muse  ranue  my  woes ' 
Which  earst  thou  hast  in  doolefull  dittie  soong. 
For  greater  cause  of  sorrow  not  arose 
To  mee  at  all,  then  now  of  late  is  sproong: 
As  you  shall  heare  in  sad  and  solemne  Verse, 
A  wofiill  Wight  his  haplesse  hap  rehearse. 

Come  (Clio)  come  with  pensiue  Pen  in  hande 
And  cause  thy  sisters  chaunge  their  cheerefol 

Toice, 
Ye  Furies  fell  tiiat  lurrk  in  Plutos  lande. 
Come  skip  to  Skies,  and  raise  a  doolefull  noice: 
Helpe  to  lament  the  Loners  wofuU  chaunce. 
And  let  Alecto  leade  the  lothsome  daunce. 

All  ye  that  Ladies  are  of  Lymbo  Lake 
With  hissing  baire,  and  Snakie  bush  bedect. 
Your  beddes  of  Steele  and  dankish  Dennes  forsake, 
And  Stix  with  stinking  Sulpher  all  infect: 
Do  what  you  may  to  ayde  my  carefull  Quill, 
And  heipe  to  ring  a  Louers  latter  knill. 

And  time  (I  trow)  sith  she  from  hence  is  fled 
Who  was  the  guide  and  giuer  of  my  breath. 
By  whome  T  was  with  wished  pleasure  fed 
And  haue  escapt  the  ruthlesse  hande  of  Death: 
Who  was  the  Key  and  Cable  of  my  life. 
That  made  me  scape  Charybdis  carefull  clife. 

A  Starre  whereby  to  steare  my  bodies'  Bark, 
And  ship  of  soule  to  shoare  in  safetie  bring. 
To  quite  my  Corse  from  painefull  pining  cark. 
And  fierie  force  of  craftie  Cupids  sting: 
Euen  she  that  me  from  Syllas  shelfe  did  shroude. 
That  light  is  lost,  that  Lodestarre  vnder  doude. 

Whose  absence  breedes  the  tempest  I  sustaine, 
And  makes  my  thoughts  so  cloudie  backe  to  bee. 
And  brackish  teares  from  swolen  eyes  to  raine. 
And  churlish  gale  of  surging  Sighes  to  flee: 
That  Ancor  scarce  ne  harbour  I  may  bane 
From  deepe  dispaire  my  shaken  Ship  to  saue. 

The  Rubie  from  the  Ring  is  reft  I  finde. 
The  foile  appeares  that  Tudemeath  was  set: 
The  Saint  is  gone,  tlie  Shrine  is  left  behinde. 
The  fish  .is  scapt,  and  here  remaines  the  Net: 
That  other  choise  for  me  is  none  but  this. 
To  waile  the  want  of  hir  that  is  my  blisse. 

I  cursse  the  Wight  that  cansde  hir  hence  to  goe, 
I  hate  the  Horse  that  hence  -hir  Corse  conuaide, 
The  Bit,  the  Saddle  all  I  cursse  aroe. 
And  ouj^ht  that  else  might  tins  his  iuumey  staide: 
I  curse  the  place  where  she  doth  now  soiourne, 
And  that  whereto  she  mindes  to  shape  retourne. 

My  mouth,  that  kist  hir  not  before  she  wen(« 
Mine  eyes,  that  did  not  seeke  to  see  hir  face, 
My  head,  tliat  it  no  matter  did  inuent. 
My  hande,  that  it  in  Paper  did  not  place: 
My  feete,that  they  refusde  to  trauell  tho. 
My  legges  I  curse  that  were  so  loth  to  go. 

My  tongue,  that  it  no  parie  did  then  procure 
To  vtter  all  my  close  and  couert  minde. 
To  hir  who  long  hath  had  my  wounds  in  cure, 
In  whome  such  ruth  and  mercie  I  did  finde : 
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My  heart  I  curse,  that  sought  not  to  bewray 
It  selfe  to  hir  or  ere  shee  went  hir  way. 

And  last  my  se\fe  and  euerie  thing  beside. 
My  life,  my  limmes,  my  carrion  Corse  1  carsse: 
Sane  hir  for  whome  these  torments  I  abide, 
That  of  my  life  is  onely  well  and  sourse : 
loue  shroude  hir  salfe,  and  keepe  hir  from  anuoyy 
And  sende  hir  soone  to  make  returne  with  ioy. 


TO  HIS  LOUE 


LONG  ABSENT,  DECLARING  BIS  TORMENTS. 

0  LING  RING  Lone,  O  friend 
that  absent  arc  so  long, 

IVhere  so  thou  b:-e,  the  Gods  the  guide 
And  quit  thy  Corse  from  wrong: 

And  sende  thee  harmelesse  health, 

and  safely  to  reuart. 
How  soone  your  selfe  may  deeme  full  well 

to  saue  a  dying  hart. 

For  since  your  parture  I 

haue  lead  alothsome  state: 
And  saue  the  hope  of  your  returne 

nought  might  tny  woes  abate. 

And  will  you  Imow  the  time 

how  I  haue  spent  away  ? 
And  doe  you  long  in  ruthfull  rime 

my  torments  to  suruay? 

Though  but  with  weeping  eyes 

I  may  the  same  recite: 
Yet  naytbelessp  the  truth  herein 

to  thee  (my  Friend)  I  write. 

When  flickring  Fame  at  first 

▼nto  mine  eares  had  brought 
That  you  to  trauell  were  addrest, 

and  fixed  was  your  thought 

In  London  long  to  lodge, 

and  flee  your  friendly  soile: 
Then  dolour  first  in  daunted  Corps 

and  wounded  breast  did  boile. 

1  felt  how  griefe  did  giue 
the  onset  on  my  hart. 

And  sorrow  sware  that  pensiue  panges 
should  neuer  thence  depart. 

With  clinching  Clawes  there  came 

and  taiants  sharplie  set, 
A  flock  of  grtedic  griping  Woes 

my  grunting  heart  to  fret. 

The  more  I  sought  the  meane 

by  pirasrant  thought  to  ease 
My  growing  griefe,  the  more  I  felt 

increase  my  new  disease 

When  other  laught  for  ioy, 

it  brought  to  minde  my  woe: 
When  Musick  slakte  their  sorowes,  then 

my  secret  sore  did  growe. 


When  they  at  meate  were  set 

their  daintie  foode  to  taste. 
In  stead  of  Viands  heartie  sighet 

I  had  for  my  repaste. 

When  Bacchus  came  to  Boofde, 

and  eche  to  other  drincks: 
My  swolen  floud  of  salted  teares 

did  ouerflow  his  brincks. 

And  out  did  gnsb  amaine 

of  drinck  to  stande  in  steede 
To  me,  that  of  such  straungie  meate 

as  sorrow  was  did  feede. 

From  boorde  to  bed  I  go 

in  hope  to  finde  reliefe. 
And  by  some  pleasant  nap  to  rid 

my  troubled  ghost  from  griefe: 

But  slumbring  sleepe  is  fled, 
and  Morpbens  shewes  his  spite: 

That  will  not  yeelde  one  minats  reast 
in  all  a  Winters  nights 

O  Lord,  what  suodrie  kiiides 

of  care  doe  then  begin 
T'assault  my  wearie  waking  bead, 

and  trembling  hart  within? 

A  thousand  thoughts  arise, 
eche  thought  his  torment  brings: 

And  thus  the  lotbed  night  I  spend 
and  feele  how  sorrow  springs. 

And  if  in  dawning  cbaunce' 
some  drouping  sleepe  do  light 

Upon  the  careful  Corse  that  thus 
hath  spent  the  waking  night: 

It  standes  in  little  steadej 
so  dreadfall  are  my  dreames 

As  they  by  force  of  wo  procure 
mine  eies  to  runne  with  streames. 

Then  bathe  I  bed  with  brine, 
and  cloy  my  couch  with  teares: 

And  mid  my  sleepe  thy  grisly  Qhost 
in  straungie  sort  appeares. 

Not  with  such  friendly  fsce 
and  brow  of  gladsome  cheare 

As  earst  thou  hadst:  those  louely  lookea 
and  blincks  are  all  areare. 

More  grimmer  is  your  grace 
more  coye  your  countnance  eake. 

More  lowring  lookes  than  were  of  yore 
and  Brow  more  bent  to  wreake. 

In  hande  mee  thinkes  I  see 
thee  holde  the  hatefull  knyfe 

To  flea  thy  Friend,  and' for  good  will 
to  reane  deserued  lyfe. 

Wherewith  I  wake  afright 

and  strain  my  pillow  fast 
To  gaixle  me  from  the  cruell  toola 

untill  your  wrath  be  past. 
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At  length  I  see  it  plune 

that  fansie  did  enforce 
Unto  his  ugly  monstious  dreame 

mj  weake  and  slumbring  Corse. 

I  vewe  thy  secret  hart, 

and  how  it  longs  to  bee 
With  him  that  for  unfiiyned  lone 

unpawude  his  faith  to  thee. 

For  mercie  then  I  call 

of  you  that  iudge  so  yll, 
Whose  pleasure  is  to  garde  your  Friend, 

and  not  your  Foe  to  kyll. 

Of  dreames  a  thousand  snch 

eche  night  I  haue  a  share. 
To  bannish  sleepe  from  pining  corae 

and  nurse  my  canckred  care. 

Thns  day  and  night  I  liue, 

thus  night  and  day  I  die: 
In  death  I  feele  no  smart  at  all, 

in  life  great  wo  1  trie. 

Wherefore  to  rid  my  griefes    • 

and  bannish  all  annoie 
Retire  from  Greece  and  doe  soioume 

here  with  thy  Friend  in  Troie. 

Who  longs  to  see  thy  face 

and  witnesse  of  thy  state: 
And  partner  be  of  thy  delights 

bis  forious  fits  to  bate. 


THAT  DEATH  H  MOT  SO  MUCH  TO  B«  FEARBD  AS 
DAYUB  DItBASSS  ARE. 

What?  yst  not  follie  for  to  dread 

and  stand  of  Death  in  feare, 
That  Mother  is  of  quiet  reast, 

and  griefs  away  doth  weare? 

That  brings  release  to  mmt  of  wealth, 

and  poore  oppressed  Wights? 
He  comes  but  once  to  mortall  men, 

but  once  for  all  he  smites. 

Was  nener  none  that  twise  hath  fealt 

of  cruell  Death  the  Knife : 
But  other  griefes  and  pining  paines 

doe  linger  on  the  life. 

And  oftentimes  one  selfe  same  Corse 

with  forious  fits  molest. 
When  Death  by  one  dispatcht  of  life 

doth  bring  the  soule  to  rest 


THE  EPICURES   COUNSELL, 

EATS,  DRlMCKy   AND  PLAIB. 

My  Friend,  where  as  thou  seest  thy  selfe 

to  be  a  man  in  deede, 
£ate,  quafie,  and  play,  with  present  ioyes 

thy  greedie  fancie  feede* 


For  I  (thou  seest)  am  dust  become 

that  earst  so  wealthie  was: 
L  haue  that  I  aliue  did  eate, 

the  reast  away  did  passe. 

What  so  1  poorde  in  pampred  paunch 

and  to  my  guts  conuaide, 
To  gaping  ground  with  mee  I  bore, 

the  reast  behinde  is  staide. 

My  baughtie  buildings  huge  to  see, 

my  Turrets  and  my  traine, 
My  Horse,  my  Hounds,  my  cofred  Coine 

for  others  doe  remaine. 

Wherefore  a  Myrrour  make  of  mee 

aod  drowne  thee  in  delight: 
For  Death  will  sweepe  away  thy  wealth 

and  reaue  thy  pleasures  quight. 


TO  BROWNE  OF  UGHT  BEUEFE. 

Beware  my  Browne  of  light  beliefe, 

trust  not  before  you  trie: 
For  under  cloke  of  great  good  will 

doth  fained  friendship  lie. 

As  wylie  Adder  lurckes  in  leaues 

and  greenest  grasse  of  all. 
And  stings  the  stalking  Wight  that  thought 

no  daunger  would  befall. 

So  is  the  plaine  unplayted  man 

by  subtile  dealing  guilde 
And  soonest  snarde  by  subtile  shifts 

of  him  that  smoothly  smilde 

We  neuer  see  the  frowning  Friend 

that  frets  to  outwarde  showe. 
Beguile  or  seeke  to  false  his  Friend, 

as  doth  the  fieering  Foe: 

The  Mastiffe  Dog  is  voyded  well 

that  barcks  or  ere  he  bite : 
But  (oh)  the  Cur  is  cruell  that 

doth  neuer  barck  a  whit. 

Deale  thou  as  Courtiers  dayly  doe 

in  wordes  be  franck  and  free, 
Speake  fiiyre  and  make  the  weather  clcere 

to  him  that  gybes  with  thee. 

For  so  thou  shalt  assured  stande 

from  hurt  to  be  as  forre. 
As  from  the  grounde  of  true  good  will 

those  glosing  Marchaunts  are. 

A  wisedome  to  beware  of  T^oulfes 

and  Foxes  guileful!  guise: 
For  t*one  is  craftie  by  his  kinde, 

the  other  passing  wise. 

So  that  it  is  a  matter  harde 

their  double  drifts  to  flee : 
And  yet  thou  shalt  auoyde  the  vront 

if  tboil  be  rulde  by  mee. 

quoth  O*  T. 
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TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


THE   AUNSWBRB  TO  THE  TILE   AND   CAHCIJIBD 
COVNSELL  OF  THE  OCTRAGIOUS  EPICURE. 

Mt  Friend,  for  that  1  see  my  selfe 

to  be  a  man  in  deede. 
Thy  quaffing  coousell  I  refuse, 

▼niesse  to  serue  my  neede. 

I  muse  no  whit  that  thou  art  dust, 

thy  beastly  liuing  here 
Was  meane  to  bring  thee  to  thy  bane, 

the  sooner  for  thy  chere. 

Thou  though  tst  to  pamper  vp  thy  paunch 

but  thou  didst  feede  ywis 
The  greedie  wormes  that  gnaw  thy  guts, 

for  them  a  daintie  dish. 

Good  reason  that  tboli  sliouldst  forgo 

and  leaue  thy  goods  behinde, 
For  that  a  beast  so  like  a  beast 

didst  liue  against  thy  kinde. 

A  man  in  name,  no  man  in  deeda 

thou  art  that  counsel st  mee 
To  liue  as  thou  hast  liude^  and  die 

a  Monster  like  to  thee. 

For  since  thy  life  so  lothsome  was, 

and  shamefuli  eake  thy  death : 
I  will  beware,  and  make  a  Glasse 

of  thee  whilst  I  haue  breath. 

To  shunne  thy  sluttish  sinfuU  Sect, 

thy  tipling  and  thy  toyes: 
For  after  death  those  pleasures  passe 

as  did  thy  fickle  ioyes. 


OF  HOMER  AND  HIS  BIRTH. 

The  Poet  Homer  Chius  claimes. 

Colophon  doth  the  leeke: 
And  Smyrne  sweares  that  he  is  hirs 

that  was  the  leaned  Greeke. 

Of  Salamine  some  say  he  was, 

of  Id  other  some : 
And  diuers  make  report  that  he 

of  Thessale  line  did  come. 

Thus  sundred  and  deuided  are 

the  peoples  mindes  of  thee 
(Thou  Princely  Poet)  but  my  thought 

with  neyther  doth  agree. 

For  I  assuredly  suppose 
and  deeme  the  Heauenly  Speare 

The  soyle,  and  Pallas  lap  the  wombe 
that  did  thy  b6dic  beare. 

Hir  breast  the  Dug  that  thou  didst  suck 

in  Cradle  when  thou  layst: 
With  haughty  stile  somuch  (thou  Greeke) 

my  mazed  head  dismayst. 


THAT  TIME  CON^UERETH  ALL  THINGS. 

Was  neuer  Bull  so  fell 

with  wrinckle  fronted  face, 
But  Time  would  make  him  yeeld  to  yoke 

and  toyle  the  ground  apace. 


The  Horse  ybred  in  Holte 

and  fed  iu  lustie  Lease 
In  Time  will  champe  the  fomie  Bit 

bis  Riders  will  to  pie 


The  Lions  that  are  woode 

and  raging  in  their  kinde, 
By  tract  of  Time  their  keepers  know 

in  whome  they  friendship  finde. 

Thoee  Beastes  that  come  from  Inde 

and  farthest  partes  of  all. 
In  Time  do  swerue  their  sauage  sect 

and  to  their  datie  fall. 

Time  makes  the  Grape  to  growe 
and  Vine  to  spreade  at  large. 

So  that  the  skin  scarse  able  is 
to  hold*  his  inwarde  chafge: 

So  Ceres  fruite  doth  sproute 

by  force  of  growing  Time, 
Which  makes  the  strength  of  bidden 

into  the  staike  to  clime. 

Time  makes  the  tender  twig 

to  bousteous  tree  to  grow: 
It  makes  the  Oke  to  overlooke 

the  slender  shrubs  bylow. 

It  freU  the  Culter  keeoe 

that  cuts  the  firoting  soyle. 
It  forccth  hardest  Flint  of  all 

and  Marble  to  recoyle. 

Time  wreakefull  wrath  subdues 

it  breaketh  angers  gall. 
And  eche  disease  in  Time  hath  hdper 

thus  Time  doth  conquer  all. 

Though  these  and  other  like 

by  processe  are  procnrde. 
Yet  naythelesse  my  festred  wounde 

can  not  iu  Time  be  curde. 

For  that  which  sendetb  salue 

and  comfort  to  the  rcast, 
Doth  cause  my  ranckling  sore  to  rage 

and  dubble  in  my  breast 

As  springs  that  from  a  Mount 
doe  take  their  downewarde  soarse 

To  whome  there  may  no  barre  be  found' 
to  stop  their  headlong  course : 

So  Lordlike  Loue  ystaulde 
and  ceazde  in  yeelding  minde 

May  not  be  disposest  againe. 
Such  is  his  stately  kinde. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  RIDING   TO  LONDOS- 
WARDE. 

Ai  Troylus  did  reioyce 

when  Cresid  yeelded  grace. 
And  dained  him  from  seruice  true 

so  neare  hir  heart  to  place: 

So  bane  I  ioyde  (my  Dears) 

for  friendship  which  I  found. 
And  loue  requited  with  the  like 

which  curde  my  car^ull  wound* 
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As  b€  fall  shrilly  sh right 

and  doolde  his  wofall  chaunce. 

On  Greekish  Steede  from  Troian  towne 
when  Cresid  gan  to  prtunce, 

And  leaue  the  liked  soyle 

where  did  soiourae  bir  ioie, 
1  meane  the  worthie  Troylus 

the  louiogst  youth  in  Troie : 

Euen  so  I  waile  at  thy 
departure,  wouldst  thou  wist, 

And  out  I  crie  a  wretched  Wight 
that  thought  himselfe  ybliat. 

O  Loudon  lothsome  L^Lre 

why  dost  thou  so  procure 
My  Loue  to  leaue  this  pleasant  soyle 

that  hath  my  heart  in  cure? 

Since  needes  it  must  be  so, 

gainsend  hir  home  in  hast: 
Let  hir  retire  with  harmelesse  health 

that  sicklesse  hence  is  past. 

Yeelde  mee  a  good  acoompt 

of  hir  that  is  my  ioie, 
And  send  hir  to  hir  Troylus 

that  loDgs  for  hir  in  Troie. 


OF  THE  RAIKE  AMD  CLOUDY  WEATHEE  AT  THE 
TIME  OF  HIS  FRIENDS  DEPARTURE  FROM 
TROIE. 

No  meruaile  though  the  Sunne  do  hide  his  bed 
And  vndcr  Cloud  do  keepe  his  lowring  lookes, 
No  wonder  that  the  Skie  his  teares  doth  shed 
And  with  bis  streames  increase  the  water  brookes: 
The  cause  is  knowne,  the  proofe  is  passing  plaine, 
My  Loue  and  I  be  sundred  to  our  paine. 

Now  she  is  gone  that  did  sustaine  my  breath 
And  saode  my  Ship  of  bodic  from  the  wrack, 
By  whome  I  scapte  the  cruell  hande  erf  Death 
Which  thouj^t  to  bring  my  Corse  to  vtter  sack : 
The  Welkin  weepes  and  helpes  me  to  bewaile 
With  gasshing  showres  the  losse  of  mine  auaile. 

Wherfore  O  Heauenly  States  that  Rulers  bee 
Ofstarrie  Skies  from  whence  these  teares  discend 
And  flush  so  fast  as  Mortall  Wights  doe  see: 
Of  rutb  in  needefult  time  my  woes  to  end, 
Procure  my  loue  to  make  retume  in  post. 
To  gaxd  from  griefe  hir  Friends  afflicted  ghost. 

If  not,  with  flashing  flame  and  thunder  dint 
By  Vulcan  forgde  and  hammered  for  the  nooes, 
Consume  to  dust  my  fleshe  my  wo  to  stint. 
And  with  thy  Mace  (O  loue)  uniointmy  bones : 
That  by  such  s^ath  and  losse  of  vital  breath 
I  may  auoide  a  worse  and  straunger  death. 

For  like  the  tcene  that  now  my  hart  sustaines 
W-as  neucr  felt  nor  such  oppressing  care: 
Offeree  my  life  must  yeelde  to  pinching  painei 
Of  hasUng  Death,  the  fits  so  forioui  are: 
Which  though  be  so,  when  1  am  wrapt  in  Clay. 
(My  ioule;  to  bir  thou  shalt  repaire  and  say. 


That  whilst  the  lyfe  would  suflfer  me  to  woonne 
With  morUl  Wights,  my  hart  was  birs  at  will. 
And  now  my'Spindle  hath  bis  course  yronne 
And  twist  is  none  yleft,  thou  wilt  fulfill 
The  dutie  which  thy  Maister  ought  of  right. 
And  which  he  would  accomplish  if  he  might 


OF  A   COUETOUS  NIGGARD,  AND  A 
NEEDIE  MOUSE. 

AscLBPIAD  that  greadie  Carle, 

by  fortune  found  a  Mouse 
(As  he  about  his  lodgings  lookte) 

within  his  niggish  house. 

The  chiding  Chuffe  began  to  chafe, 

and  (sparefull  of  his  cheere) 
Demautided  of  the  siely  Beast 

and  sayde  what  makste  thou  heere? 

You  neede  not  stand  in  feare  (good  Friend) 

the  smyling  Mouse  replide: 
[  come  not  to  devoure  your  Gates 

but  in  yourliouse  to  bide. 

No  man  this  Miser  I  account 

that  chid  this  hurtlesse  Elfe: 
No  Mouse  the  Mouse,  but  wiser  than 

the  Patch  thatowde  the  Pelfe. 


A  PRETJE  EPIGRAM 

OF    A   SCHOLRR,  THAT  HAVING  READ  VERGILS 
JENEIDOS,  MARIED  A  CURST  WYFE. 

A  8CROLER  skillde  in  Vergils  Terse 

and  reading  of  his  booke 
(Arma  virumque)  that  begins, 

was  caught  in  Cupids  booke. 

At  length  to  manage  flat  he  fell, 

whJen  wedding  day  vr^s  doon. 
To  play  hir  prancks,  and  bob  the  Foole 

the  shrowtsh  Wife  begoon« 

The  Husband  daylie  fe1t4lie  fistes 

and  buflfiets  of  his  Wife: 
Untill  at  last  he  thqs  began 

to  plaine  of  painefull  life. 

(Oh  CaitiflTe  mce)  the  Scholer  cryde 

well  worthy  of  this  wo. 
For  Arma  I  Vimmque  read 

in  Vergilllongago: 

\  et  could  not  see,  to  scape  the  plague 

whereof  the  Poet  spake. 
No  doubt  that  Noble  Poet  for 

a  Prophet  I  will  Uke. 

For  Arma  now  Virumque  I 

both  day  and  night  sustaine 
At  home,  I  need  not  runne  to  Schodle 

to  read  the  Verse  againe. 

Would  (Virum)  were  away,  and  then 

let  (Anna)  doe  their  wurst: 
But  when  1  matcht  with  such  a  shrCw 

I  think  I  was  accurst. 
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TO  A  YONG  GENTLEMAN  OF  TAKING 
A  WYPE. 

Long  you  with  greedie  minde  to  leade  a  lyfe. 
That  pleasant  is  in  deede,  and  voyde  of  care  ? 

I  neuer  wishe  you  then  to  take  a  Wyfe 
Nor  set  your  foote  in  craftie  Cupids  snare. 

A  iilthie  Trull  is  srrkesome  to  the  eie, 
A  gallant  girle  allures  the  lookers  minde: 

A  wanton  wench  will  have  the  head  too  die 
An  aged  Trot  to  lyke  is  bard  to  finde. 

A  bearing  Wyfe  with  brats  will  cloy  thee  sore, 
A  greater  carcke  than  cbildrens  care  is  none, 

A  barraine  beast  will  greeue  thee  ten  times  more, 
No  joy  remaines  when  hope  of  fruite  is  gone. 

Wherefore  let  wyuing  go,  lyue  single  aye. 
Apply  the  Booke  and  bande  the  Ball  among  : 

A  shrew  (^e  see)  is  wedded  in  a  day 
But  ere  a  man  can  shift  bis  handes  tys  long. 


THE  ACNSWERE  POR  TAKIVG  A  WYFE. 

Long  you  with  greedie  minde  to  bleare  mine  eie 
And  make  mee  thinke  of  manage  thus  amisse  ? 
I  cannot  deeme  so  yll  of  wyuing  I, 
To  loue  and  wed  for  loue  is  perfite  blisse. 

A  filthy  trull  (you  say)  is  lothsome  sight, 
Put  case  she  be  not  passing  (aire  to  vewe  ? 
If  she  with  vertue  do  the  want  requight 
Of  comely  shape  thou  hast  no  cause  to  rue. 

A  gallant  girle  allures  the  lookers  minde, 
What  shall  we  say  the  womans  is  the  shame  } 
Bicause  the  cleerest  eyes  by  course  of  kinde 
Can  not  abide  the  Sunne,  is  he  to  blame? 

A  wanton  wench  to  die  will  have  the  bed. 
Canst  thou  not  see  before  thou  wade  so  ferre? 
His  be  the  hurt  that  lookes  not  ere  he  wed. 
The  Husband  may  the  woman  make  or  marre. 

Put  case  an  aged  trot  be  somewhat  tough  ? 
If  coyne  shee  bring  the  care  will  be  the  lesse, 
If  shee  haue  store  of  muck  and  goodes  jmough 
Thou  needste  not  force  so  much  of  bandsomnesse. 

A  bearing  Wife  doth  make  the  husband  glad, 
A  greater  ioy  than  Childrens  may  not  bee : 
A  barraine  wench  sometime  must  neetles  be  had 
There  doth  not  fruite  spring  out  of  every  tree. 

So  that  I  finde  no  reason,  none  at  all 
In  that  thou  wist  a  man  to  single  life. 
And  quite  to  shun  the  comfort  that  may  fell 
And  daylie  doth  to  him  that  hath  a  Wife. 

For  sure  though  some  be    shrewes  as  some 
ther  be, 
(As  of  the  sheepe  are  some  that  beare  no  wuli) 
Yet  must  we  prayse  the  match  whereby  we  see 
The  earth  maintainde  with  men,  and  stored  full. 
But  if  you  thinke  so  ill  to  take  a  Wyfe, 
Let  others  wedde,  leade  you  the  single  lyfe. 

Sooth  G.  T» 


OF  A  DEAFE  PLAINTTFPE,  A  DEAFE  DE- 
FENDANT, AND  A  DEAFE  lUDGE. 

By  hap  a  man  that  coulde  not  heare 

but  bom  deafe  by  kinde, 
Another  cited  to  the  Court 

much  like  himselfe  to  finde^ 

Whose  hearing  Sense  was  quite  bereft: 

the  ludge  that  of  the  case' 
Should  give  his  verdit,  was  as  deafe 

as  deafest  in  the  place. 

To  Court  they  came:  the  Plaintife  praide 

to  haue  the  unpaide  rent. 
Defendant  saide,  in  grinding  I 

this  wearie  night  have  spent. 

Tlie  ludge  behelde  them  both  a  while, 

is  this  at  last  (quoth  bee) 
Of  all  your  stirred  strife  the  cause? 

you  both  hir  children  bee: 

Then  Reason  wila,  and  law  allowes 

your  Mother  should  have  aide 
At  both  your  handes  that  are  hir  SonneiL 

When  thus  the  ludge  had  saide. 

The  People  laught  a  good  te  heare 

this  well  discussed  case, 
Twixt  two  deafe  men,  and  thought  him  fit 

to  sit  in  ludges  place. 

Upon  so  blinde  a  matter  that 

was  deafe  as  any  rock : 
And  thus  the  simple  men  were  slwrnde, 

the  lustice  had  a  mock. 


A  PROMISE 

OF  OLDE  GOOD  WILL,  TO  All  OLDS  FlttniDE  AT 
THE  BEGINNING  OF  NEfW  YERK. 

The  Chuffes  for  greedie  gaine 

and  Inkers  looue  expende 
Their  New  yeares  gifts  upon  their  Lords 

as  erie  yeare  bach  ende: 

But  I  in  token  that 

the  yeare  his  course  hath  roon. 
And  proofe  that  loyfuU  lanus  hatli 

a  nouell  yeare  begoon. 

(As  Loue  and  Dutie  wylles) 

the  Herauld  of  my  hart 
Here  send  to  you  to  make  a  sbewe 

that  Friendship  shall  not  start 

Though  yeares  doe  chaunge  by  course 

and  alter  by  their  kinde : 
My  olde  good  will  and  feith  to  slip 

I  trust  3rou  shall  not  finde. 

Timetes  will  be  true, 

his  loue  shall  neuer  bltn :  ' 

But  gather  strength  and  grow  to  more 

than  when  it  did  begin. 


A  VOW  TO  SERUE  FAITHFULLY. 

In  greene  and  growing  age,  in  lustie  yeeres^ 
In  latter  dayes  whan  siluer  buA  appeen: 
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In  flrood  and  gladsome  bap  when  Fortune  semes, 

In  lowring  luck  when  good  auentnre  swarves 

By  day  when  Phcebus  shewes  his  princely  pride. 

By  night  when  golden  Starres  in  skies  doe  glide. 

In  Winter  when  the  groiies  haue  lost  their  greene 

In  Sommer  when  the  loneest  dayes  are  seene. 

In  happie  heith  when  sicklesse  limmes  have  lyfe, 

lo  griefuU  state,  amids  my  dolors  ryfe. 

In  pleasant  peace  when  Trumpets  are  away. 

In  wreakfol  warre  when  Mars  doth  beare  the  sway, 

In  perillons  goulfe  amid  the  sinking  sande. 

In  safer  soyle  and  in  the  stable  lahde. 

When  so  yon  laugh,  or  else  with  grimmer  grace 

You  beare  your  feithfuli  Friend  unfriendly  face, 

In  good  report  and  time  of  woorser  fame, 

I  will  be  yom^,  yea  though  I  loose  the  game. 


FUNERALL  VERSE 

TPOH  THB  DEATH  OF  SIR  JOHN  HORSEY  KNIGHT. 

That  welth  assigned  is  to  waste  away. 
And  stately  pomp  to  vanish  and  decrease. 
That  worship  weares  and  worldly  wights  decay, 
And  fortunes  gifts  though  nere  so  braue  do  cease 
May  well  appeere  by  Horseys  hateful  hierce, 
Whose  Corse  (alas)  untimely  Death  did  pierce. 

Who  thought  thereby  as  Nature  to  subdue 
By  reauing  breath  and  rowne  in  worldly  stage: 
So  blasted  brute  to  blot,  and  Fame  that  flue 
Of  him  that  well  deservde  in  all  his  age 
For  worship  and  renowne  to  have  his  share 
Among  the  reast  that  pmyse  for  Vertoe  bare. 

But  seeking  wails  to  wrong  this  worthy  wight, 
Shee  fowly  mist  hir  purpose  in  the  fine: 
For  Horsey  gaynes  by  deaths  outragious  spight. 
And  eodlesse  fame,  whereat  his  Foes  repine: 
But  eche  man  else  laments  and  cries  alowde 
That  Horsey  was  to  soone  y wrapt  in  sbrowde. 

The  rich  report  that  ruth  in  him  did  reigne. 
And  pittie  lodgde  within  his  loouing  brest. 
The  simple  say  that  for  no  maner  gaine 
He  hath  at  any  time  the  poore  opprest: 
Thus  both  estates  his  worthy  life  commende. 
And  both  lament  his  overhasting  ende. 

Then  cease  (I  say)  such  flushing  teares  to  shed, 
Doo  way  thy  doole,  repressc  thy  ruth  full  mone. 
For  Horsey  lives,  his  soule  to  Skies  is  fled. 
The  onely  Corse  is  closde  in  Marble  stone. 
So  that  thou  hast  no  cause  to  waile  his  chaunce, 
Whome  spitefull  death  by  hatred  did  aduaunce. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  T. 

HADING  BEEN  U>MO  STUOISO  AMD  WELL  BEPB- 
RIBNCED,  AND  NOW  AT  LENGTH  LOVING  A 
GENTLEWOMAN  THAT  FORCED  HIM  NAUGHT 
AT  ALL. 

I  THOUGHT  good  fayth,  and  durst  haue  gagde  my 

hand 
For  you  (Friend  T.)  that  brautie  should  now  hight 
Haue  rasde  your  hart,  nor  Cupid  with  his  brand 
Haue  brought  thy  learned  breast  to  such  a  plight 


I  thought  Minerua's  gift  had  beene  of  powre 
By  holsome  reade  to  roote  this  fansie  out: 
But  now  I  see  that  Venus  in  an  howre 
Can  bend  the  best,  and  dawnt  the  wise  and  stout. 

Why  shouldst  thou  seeke  to  make  the  Tiger 
tame  > 
To  win  a  Woulfe  so  cruell  by  his  kinde } 
To  suffer  .£sops  Snake  thou  art  to  blame 
That  stoonge  the  man  where  he  reliefe  did  fiode. 

Is  naught  in  her  but  Woman's  name  alone. 
No  Woman  sure  she  is,  but  Monster  fell. 
That  scomes  hir  friende,  and  makes  him  die  with 

mone: 
Who  makes  an  Idol!  of  a  Deuill  of  Hell. 

She  was  cut  out  of  some  sea  beaten  rock. 
Or  taken  from  the  cruell  Lyons  tet, 
1  hat  feedes  hir  Friend  for  friendship  with  a  mock 
And  smiles  to  see  him  matcht  in  Follies  net. 

If  thou  were  wise  (as  thou  art  full  of  loue) 
Thou  wouldst  account  hir  beantie  but  a  Olasse, 
And  from  thy  hart  such  fansies  fond  remone 
1  loth  to  see  the  Lyon  wez  an  Asse. 

If  so  she  were  thy  fay  thfoU  Friend  in  dcede^ 
And  sought  a  salue  to  cure  thy  cruell  sore, 
(As  now  shee  seekes  to  make  thy  heart  to  hieede) 
Good  fayth  thou  conldst  account  of  her  no  more. 

But  waying  now  hir  great  abuse  to  thee 
A  Friend  to  hir,  but  to  thy  selfe  a  Foe : 
Why  shouldst  thou  loue,  or  so  enamoured  bee? 
Leaue  off  be  time,  let  all  such  dotage  goe. 

Should  I  embrace  the  man  that  hates  my  life? 
Should  I  account  of  him  that  settes  me  light? 
Should  I  yeeld  by  my  throate  to  murdnng  knife  ? 
Or  seeke  for  to  reclaime  a  haggard  Kite? 

Hast  thou  not  read  how  wise  Ulysses  did 
Enstuffe  his  eares  with  waxe,  and  close  them  up. 
Of  Cyrces  filthie  loue  himself  to  rid. 
That  tumd  his  Mates  to  Swine  by  witches  cup: 

And  how  he  did  the  lyke  upon  the  Seas 
The  pleasant  noysome  Syrens  songues  t'endure. 
That  otherwise  had  wrought  him  great  unease 
If  once  they  mought  his  mates  End  him  allure? 

Put  thou  the  Greekes  deuise  againe  in  ure. 
Stop  by  thine  eares  this  Syren  to  beguile. 
Scale  up  those  wanton  eies  of  thine,  be  sure 
To  lend  no  eare  unto  hir  flattering  stile. 

For  all  hir  taike  but  to  deceit  doth  tende, 
A  canckred  hart  is  wrapt  in  friendly  lookes : 
Shee  all  hir  wittes  to  thy  decay  doth  bende. 
Thou  art  the  Fish,  she  bcares  the  byting  hookes. 

No  savage  beast  doth  force  a  man  a  whit. 
That  loues  him  not:  we  see  the  dogged  Curre 
Fawnes  not  on  him  that  with  the  whip  doth  smite 
The  horse  hates  him  that  pricks  him  with  the 
spurre. 

And  wilt  thou  loue,  or  place  within  thy  brest 
The  cruell  Dame  that  weaues  thy  web  of  woef 
Wilt  thou  still  fawne  upon  so  false  a  guest: 
In  stead  of  Done  wilt  thou  retaine  a  Crowe  ? 
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TORBERVILFS  POEMS. 


Beware  in  time,  ere  Beautte  pierce  to  farre. 
Let  inncies  gojooe  where  is  loue  againe: 
For  doubtlesse  now  to  much  to  blame  you  arre. 
To  80we  good  will  and  reape  but  foule  disdaiue. 

I  counsaile  thus  that  may  thee  best  aduise. 
For  that  my  selfe  did  seme  a  cmell  Dame 
The  blinde  recurde  can  iudge  of  bleared  eies. 
The  criple  healde,  knowes  how  to  beale  the  lame. 

Shake  thou  betimes  the  yoke  from  off  thy  neck, 
For  feare  the  print  thereof  remaine  Itebind: 
A  happic  man  is  he  that  feares  no  check. 
But  liues  at  freedome  with  contented  miade. 


AN  EPITAPH 

UPOH  THE  DKATHOFTRB  WORSNIPFULr  MAY8TER 
RICHARDE  EDWARDE8  LATE  MAY8TER  OF  THE 
CHILDREN  III  THE  QUEENE§  MAJESTIES  CHAP- 
PELL. 

If  teares  could  tell  my  thought, 

or  plaints  could  paint  my  paine, 
If  doubled  sighes  could  shew  my  smart. 

If  way  ling  were  not  vaine : 

If  gripes  that  gnawe  my  brest 

Coulde  well  my  griefe  expresse. 
My  teares,  my  plaints,  my  sighes,  my  wky- 

liog  neuer  should  successe. 

By  mean  whereof  I  might, 

unto  the  world  disclose 
The  death  of  such  a  man  (alts) 

as  chaunced  us  to  lose. 

But  what  auayles  to  mone? 

If  life  for  life  might  bee 
Restorde  againe,  1  would  exchaunge 

my  lyfe  for  death  with  thee. 

Or  if  I  might  some  way, 

to  pay  thy  rawnsome  know, 
(O  Edwards)  then  beleue  me  sure 

thou  shouldst  not  lie  so  low: 

That  O  then  cmell  Death, 

so  fierce  with  dint  of  dart 
Doe  courses  on  my  knees  I  yeelde 

to  thee  with  all  my  hart 

For  that  it  list  thee  trie 

thy  foule  and  cankred  spite 
On  that  so  rare  a  peece,  on  that 

so  wise  and  worthy  Wight. 

Sufiisde  thee  (since  thou  must 

be  mad)  the  simple  sort 
To  slea,  or  on  the  brutish  blood 

of  beastes  to  take  thy  sport. 

And  not  in  furious  wise 

with  baste  and  headlong  rage 
To  kill  the  flowre  of  all  our  Realme 

and  Phoenix  of  our  age. 

The  fact  doth  crie  reuenge, 

the  Oods  rrpay  thine  hire, 
Deepe  darckned  Iiake  of  Lymbo  lowe, 

and  still  consuming  fire. 


His  death  not  I  but  all 
good- gentle  harts  doe  mone : 

O  London,  though  thy  griefe  be  great, 
thou  dost  not  mourne  alone. 

The  seate  of  Moses  nine 

where  fiftene  Welies  doe  flowe. 

Whose  sprinckling  springs  and  golden 
ere  this  thoa  well  didst  knowe. 


Lament  to  loose  this  Plant 

for  they  shall  see  no  more 
The  braunch  th.it  they  so  long  bad  bred, 

whereby  they  see  such  store.  * 

O  happie  House,  O  Place 

of  Corpus  Christi,  thou 
That  plantedste  first  and  gauste  the  roote 

of  that  so  braue  a  bowe : 

And  Christ  Church- which  enioydste 

the  fruite  more  rype  at  filf. 
Plunge  by  a  thousand  sighes,  for  griefe 

your  trickling  teares  disUII.  . 

Whilst  Childe  and  Chappel  dure 

whilst  Court  a  Court  shall  bee 
(Good  Edwards)  eche  estate  shall  mucb 

both  want  and  wisbe  for  thee. 

Thy  tender  tunes  and  Rimet 

wherein  thou  wooutst  to  play 
Eche  princely  Dame  of  Coart  andTowne 

shall  beare  in  minde  alway. 

Thy  Damon  and  his  Friend 

Arcyte  and  Palemon 
With  woe  full  fit  for  Princes  earet, 

though  thou  from  earth  art  gone. 

Shall  still  remaine  in  fome, 

and  like  so  long  to  bide 
As  earthly  things  shall  line,  and  God 

this  mortall  Globe  shall  guide. 

For  loe,  thus  Vertue  list, 

bir  Pupils  to  aduanoe: 
Yet  for  my  part  1  would  that  God 

had  ginen  thee  better  channce. 

A  longer  time  on  earth, 

thy  hastned  death  before, 
Bnt  Edwardes,  now  fanyell,  for  teares 

will  let  roe  write  no  more. 

Well  may  thy  bones  be  lodgde 

thy  fame  abroade  may  flie. 
Thy  sacred  soule  possosse  a  place 

aboue  the  starrie  Skie. 

.   2uoth  Tho.  TWIEB. 


70  BIS  LOUE 


THAT  SENT  BIN  A  RING  WHERBIH  WAS  GRAODB, 
*'  LET  RBA801I  RULE." 

Shall  Reason  rule  where  Reason  hath  no  fight 
Nor  ncuer  bad?  shall  Cupid  loose  his  landes? 
His  claim  ?  his  crown }   his  kingdom  ?  name  of 

might? 
No,  (Friend)  thy  Ring  doth  will  me  thus  in  Tsiae, 
Reason  and  Lout  haue  eoer  yet  been  twaiBc. 
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They  Jlire  by  kinde  of  such  contrarie  mould 
As  one  mialikes  the  otlters  lewde  devise. 
What  Reason  willos  Cupido  neuer  would, 
Loue  Deuer  yet  thought  Reasou  to  be  wise. 
Tu  Capid  I  my  homage  earst  baue  donne. 
Let  Reason  rule  Uie  hearts  that  slie  hath  wonoe. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  FRANCIS  TH: 

LEADING   HIS  LIFE    IN    THE    COUNTRIE    AT  HIS 
DESIRE. 

My  Francis,  whilst  you  breath  your  foming  steede 
Athwart  the  fields  in  peace  to  practise  warre, 
la  Countrie  whilst  your  kcneld  Hounds  doe  feede, 
Or  in  the  wood  for  taken  pray  doe  jarre : 

Whilst  you  with  Haukes  the  sielie  Foule  doe  slaye. 
And  take  delight  a  quick  retriue  to  baue, 
To  flee  to  marke,  and  heare  the  Spanels  baye 
Wasting  your  age  in  pleasure  passing  braue: 

In  Citic  I  my  youthfull  yeares  do  spende 
At  Booke  perhaps  sometime  to  weare  the  day; 
Where  man  to  man  not  fiiend  to  friend  doth  lende. 
With  us  is  naught  but  pitch  (my  Friend)  and  pay. 

Great  store  of  Coyne,  mxt  fewe  eujoy  the  same. 
The  owners  hold  it  fast  with  lymed  handes. 
We  liue  by  losse,  we  play  and  practice  game 
Wee  by  and  sell,  the  streate  is  all  oar  lander. 

Well  storde  we  are  of  erie  needftill  thing. 
Wood,  water,  coale,  flesh,  fishe  we  haue  ynow : 
(What  lack  you)  Wyues  and  Maides  doe  daily  sing 
The  boms  is  rife,  it  sticks  on  many  a  brow. 

But  yes  (I  say)  the  Countrie  hath  no  peere, 
The  Towne  is  but  a  toyle,  and  wearie  lyfe : 
We  like  your  Countrie  sportes  (Friend  Francis) 

'  heere. 
The  Citie  is  a  place  of  hate  and  strife. 

Wherefore  I  Uiinke  thee  wise  and  full  of  thrift 
That  fledst  the  Towne,  and  hast  that  blessed  gift. 


TO  A  GENTLEWOMAN 

THAT  ALWATES  WILLED  HIM  TO  WEARE  ROSE- 
MARIE,  (A  TREE  THAT  IS  ALWAYES  GREBMK) 
FOR  HIR  SAKE,  AMD  IN  TOKEN  OF  HIS  GOOD 
WILL  TO  HIR. 

The  greene  that  you  did  wish  mee  weare 

aye  for  your  loo?e, 
And  on  my  helme  a  braunch  to  beare 

not  to  remoove : 
Was  euer  you  to  haue  in  minde. 
Whom  Capid  hath  my  Feere  aysigude. 

As  I  in  this  haue  done  your  will, 

and  minde  to  doo  : 
So  I  rcque<it  you  to  fulfill 

my  fansie  too: 
A  gieene  and  louing  heart  to  haue, 
And  this  is  all  that  1  doe  crane* 


For  if  your  flowring  heart  should  chaange 

his  colour  greene. 
Or  you  at  length  a  Ladie  straunge 

of  mee  be  seene : 
Then  will  my  braunch  against  his  use 
His  colour  chaunge  fur  your  refute. 

As  Wmters  force  can  not  deface 

this  braunch  his  hue  : 
So  let  no  chaunge  of  loue  disgrace 

your  friendship  true: 
You  were  mine  owne  and  so  be  stilly 
So  shall  we  liue  and  loue  our  fill. 

Then  may  I  thinke  my  selfe  to  bee 

well  recompenst, 
For  wearing  of  the  Tree  that  is 

so  well  defenst 
Agaynst  all  weather  that  doth  fall. 
When  way  warde  Winter  spits  his  gall. 

And  when  wee  meete,  to  trie  me  true,  • 

looke  on  my  bed, 
And  I  will  craue  an  oth  of  you 

where  Faith  be  fled: 
So  shall  we  both  assured  bee. 
Both  I  of  you,  and  you  of  mee. 


AN  EPITAPH  OF  THE  LADY  BR. 

Staib  (gentle  Friend)  that  passest  by 

and  iearne  this  lore  of  mee, 
That  mortell  things  doe  liue  to  die, 

and  die  againe  to  bee. 

For  daylie  proufe  bath  daylie  taught 

and  yet  doth  teacbe  it  plaine. 
That  all  our  substance  comes  to  naught,   - 

and  worldly  welth  is  vaine.   > 

No  rawnsome  may  redeeme  thy  flesshe 

from  lothsome  lumpes  of  soyle. 
The  Wormes  will  soone  thy  Beautie  freshe 

with  greedie  gripe  dispoyle. 

I  that  was  earst  of  gentle  bloud 

that  neuer  sufftrd  staine, 
Haue  nothing  but  a  winding  shrowde 

in  stead  of  all  my  gaine. 

I  twise  was  bound  by  solemne  oth 

unto  a  louing  Make: 
Yet  twas  my  luck  to  burie  both, 

and  eke  a  thirde  to  take. 

The  ioy  that  fourtie  yeares  had  growne 

by  those  two  husbands  dayes, 
lu  two  yeares  space  was  ouerthrowne 

and  altred  sundrie  wayes. 

As  luck  would  not  allow  my  choice, 

so  Death  mixlikte  the  same : 
Those  two  agreed  with  common  Toyce 

my  boudage  to  nnframe. 

The  Lady  (Br.)  quoth  Fortune  tlio 

hir  worship  shall  not  loose : 
Then  shee  (quoth  Death)  shall  haue  no  mo, 

nor  other  husbande  choose. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


622 

Thus  did  tbey  both  contend  at  once 
who  mought  the  frieodlist  bee: 

Thus  Death  and  Fortune  for  the  nonce 
did  make  my  body  free. 

Pray  gentle  Friend  therefore  for  me, 

to  Mightie  loue  on  hie: 
For  as  I  am  so  thou  shalt  bee 

since  thou  dost  liue  to  die. 

Trust  nener  Fortunes  6ckle  fate, 

but  Vertue  still  retaine: 
Thou  mayst  in  time  exchaonge  estate, 

yet  Vertue  urill  remaiue. 


OF  THE  TIME  HE    FIRST    BEGAN    TO  LOUE  AND 
AFTER  HOW  HE  FOREWENT  THE  SAME. 

Howe  may  it  be  that  Snow  and  Ise 

iogender  heate  ? 
Or  bow  may  Glare  and  Frpst  intise 

a  fervent  sweate } 
Or  bow  may  Sommer  season  make 

of  heate  a  colde  ? 
How  may  the  Spring  the  leayes  downe  shake 

and  trees  unfolde  ? 
Though  these  too  others  seeme  full  rare. 
To  mee  no  newes  at  all  tbey  are. 

For  I  my  selfe  in  Winter  tide 

when  colde  was  rife, 
Whote  gleames  of  Cupid  did  abide 

and  stormes  of  strife. 
la  frostie  weather  I  was  warme 

and  burning  wbot. 
But  when  the  Bees  and  Birds  did  twarme, 

'  full  colde  God  wot: 
In  Winter  time  began  my  looue. 
Which  1  in  Sommer  did  remooue. 


THE  ASSURED  PROMISE  OF  A  CONSTANT 
LOUER. 

When  Pbenix  shall  haue  many  Makes, 

And  Fishes  shun  the  silver  Lakes: 

When  Woulfes  and  Lambes  yfeare  shall  play. 

And  Phcebus  cease  to  shine  by  day : 

When  Grasse  on  Marble  stone  shall  groe, 

And  euerie  man  imbrace  bis  foe: 

When  Moles  shall  leaue  to  dig  the  grounde. 

And  Hares  accorde  with  hatefiill  Houiide : 

When  LawrelMeanes  shall  lose  their  hue. 

And  men  of  Crete  be  counted  true: 

When  Vulcan  shall  be  colde  as  ise 

Choroelus  eake  approved  wise: 

When  Pan  shall  passe  Apollos  skill. 

And  Fooles  of  fansies  haue  their  fill: 

When  Hawkes  shall  dread  the  sielie  Fowie, 

And  men  esteeme  thenightish  Owle: 

When  Pearle  shall  be  of  little  price, 

And  golden  Vertue  friend  to  Vice: 

When  Fortune  hath  no  cbaunge  in  store, 

Then  will  1  false  and  not  before. 

Till  all  these  Monsters  come  to  pa^se 

I  am  Timetes  as  I  was. 

My  Ix)ue  as  long  as  lyfe  shall  last. 

Not  forcing  any  Fortunes  blast. 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 

No  threate,  nor  thraldome  shall  preuaile 
To  cause  my  Ayth  one  iote  to  I'aile^ 
,  But  as  I  was,  so  will  I  bee, 
A  Liooer  and  a  Friend  to  thee. 


THE  PINE  TO  THE  MARINER, 

0  MAN  of  little  wit. 

What  inean<-s  this  frantick  fit. 
To  make  thy  ship  of  mee 

That  am  a  slender  Tree, 
Whome  erie  blast  that  blowes 

Full  lightly  ouerthrowes  ? 
Doth  this  not  moue  thy  minde 

That  rage  of  roring  winde 
Did  beate  my  boughes  agood 

When  earst  1  grue  in  Wood? 
How  can  I  here  auoyde 

The  foe  that  there  anoyde? 
Thinkst  thou  now  I  am  made 

A  Vessel  for  thy  trade, 

1  shall  be  more  at  ease 

Amid  the  flashing  Seas  } 
I  feare  if  .Sole  frowne, 
Both  thou  and  1  shall  drowne. 


AGAIME  OTHBRWIf& 

A  TB88BL  to  the  winde 

when  earst  I  grew  in  wood. 
How  shall  1  favour  finde 

now  fleeting  in  the  flood  ? 
For  there  whilst  reaching  rootes  did  holde 

I  thought  I  mought  be  somewhat  bolde* 
But  now  that  I  am  cut 

and  finmde  another  way. 
And  to  this  practise  put 

in  daunger  erie  day. 
I  feare  Uie  force  of  cruell  foe, 

my  ribbes  are  thin,  my  sides  be  lowe. 
But  if  thou  venter  life, 

then  I  will  hazard  him, 
For  thee  is  all  my  griefe, 

for  lightly  I  shall  swim: 
Though  top  and  tackle  all  be  tome, 

yet  I  aloft  the  surge  am  borne. 


TO  AN  OLDS  GENTLEWOMAN.  THAT 
PAINTED  HIR  FACE. 

Leaue  o^ff  good  Beroe  now 

to  slaeke  thy  shrivled  skin. 
For  Hecubes  face  will  neuer  be 

as  Helens  hue  hath  bin. 

Let  Beautie  go  with  youth, 

renownce  the  glosing  Glasse, 
Take  Booke  in  hand:  that  seemely  Rose 

is  woxen  withred  Grasse. 

Remooue  thy  Pecocks  plumes 

thou  cranck  and  curious  Dame: 
To  other  trulls  of  tender  yeares 

resigne  the  flagge  of  Fame, 
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Standb  with  thy  Nose  against 
the  Sunne  with  open  chaps. 

And  by  thy  teeth  we  shall  discerne 
what  'tis  oclock  perhaps. 


OF  ONE  WHOSE  NOSE  WAS  GREATER 
THAN  HJS  HAND. 

O  PROCLUS,  tis  in  vaine 

that  thou  about  dost  stande, 
For  well  I  see  thou  mindste  to  wipe 

thy  Nares  with  thy  hande. 

Truth  is  that  though  thou  be 

fowle  fisted  out  of  frame : 
Yet  doth  this  tossing  Nose  of  thine 

in  bignesse  passe  the  same. 

When  neezing  thou  on  loue 

for  succour  secmste  to  crie 
Thou  canst  not  heare,  thy  Nose  debarret 

the  Qoyse  to  Eare  to  flie. 

It  beateth  back  the  sounde, 

it  stands  in  middle  place 
Twixt  Eare  and  Mouth,  but  sure  it  castes 

A  shade  to  all  the  face. 


OF  A  NIGHTINGALE  THAT  FLUE  TO 
COLORE  TO  SIT  ABROODE. 

Thou  sielie  foule  what  meanes  this  foolish  paine. 
To  6ie  to  Culche  too  hatch  thy  chickins  there? 
A  mother  thou  mayst  hap  returne  agaiue, 
Medsa  will  destroy  thy  broode  I  feare. 
For  sbee  that  spared  not  to  spoile  hir  owne. 
Will  she  stand  friend  to  Fowles  that  are  unkoowne? 


AGAINB  OF  TBB  NIGHTINGALE. 

What  (Philomela)  meanes  this  fond  intent 
To  hatch  thy  broode  in  fell  Medarasi  lap  } 
What  ?  doste  thou  hope  hir  rigor  will  relent 
Towarde  thy  Babes,  Uiat  gaUe  hir  owne  no  pap  ? 
But  slue  them  all  at  once,  and  at  a  clap } 
1  wote  not  what  thou  meanste:  unlesse  that  shee 
Should  kill  thy  Brats,  to  make  the  Mother  free. 


OF  A  CONTRERIE  MARIAGE. 

An  aged  Trot  and  tough 

did  marrie  with  a  lad: 
Againe,  a  Gallant  Girl  to 

hir  Spouse,  a  Graybeard  had, 

A  monstrous  match  (God  wote) 

for  others  she  doth  wed : 
And  he  bf^towes  his  sepde  on  ground 

that  lets  it  take  no  bed. 

In  fayth,  a  foolish  choyce, 
for  neither  hath  his  wishe, 

For  tone  doth  lacke  bis  wife  and  te- 
ther feedei  on  filthie  fisbe. 


At  night  when  Ale  is  in, 
like  friends  we  part  to  bed : 

In  morrow  graye  when  Ale  is  out, 
then  hatred  is  in  hed. 


AOAJNB  OF  DRONKENIIESSB. 


Mbn  hauing  quaft 
are  friendly  overnight: 

In  dawning  drie 
a  man  to  man  a  sprigbt. 


OF  THE  PICTURE  OF  A  VAINE  RHE- 
TORICIAN. 

This  Rufe  his  Table  is, 

can  nothing  be  more  true: 
If  Rufus  holde  his  peace,  this  peece 

and  bee  are  one  to  rewe. 


OF  THE  FOND  DISCORD  OF  THE  Tw6 
THEBAN  BROTHERS^  OETEOCLES  AND 
POLYNICES. 

In  death  you  part  the  fire, 

you  rut  the  cruell  flame : 
If  so  you  had  deuided  Thebes 

you  might  enioyde  the  same. 


OF  A  MARVEILOUS  DEFORMED  MAN. 

To  drawe  the  minde  in  Table  to  the  sight 

Is  harde:  to  paint  the  limmes  is  counted  light: 

But  now  in  thee  these  two  are  nothing  so, 

For  Nature  splayes  thv  minde  in  open  show. 

We  see  by  proofe  of  thy  unthriftie  deedes. 

The  couert  kinde  from  whome  this  filthe  pror cedes. 

But  who  can  paint  those  shapelesse  lims  of  thine. 

When  eche  to  Tcwe  thy  carkasse  doth  repine? 


A  MYRROUR  OF  THE  FALL  OF  PRIDE. 

Sometime  the  Giants  did  rebell 

against  the  mightie  loue. 
They  thought  in  Olymp  mount  to  dwell 

and  long  for  that  they  strove. 

A  hundred  handes  eche  Monster  had 

by  course  of  cursed  kinde : 
A  stock  so  stubbome  and  so  mad 

I  no  where  else  cau  finde. 

Dame  Tellus  was  their  Mother  thought 

of  pleasant  poets  all. 
By  whome  they  would  hare  brought  to  nought 

the  seate  Olympicall. 

First  'Qriareus  began  the  broyle 

who  tooke  a  hill  in  hand. 
And  layde  it  on  another  soyle 

that  thereabout  did  stands 
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Still  calling  on  his  monstrous  mates 

exhorting  them  the  «ame. 
And  with  the  reast  the  Gnuffe  debates 

how  stately  Gods  to  tame. 

Ossa  was  layde  on  Pindus  backe, 

and  Pelion  on  hie : 
And  thus  they  thought  to  bring  to  sack 

in  time  the  starrie  skie. 

They  did  enuie  the  Gods  the  place 

by  nature  them  assignde: 
And  thought  it  meeter  for  a  race 

which  Tellus  bred  by  kinde« 

They  would  haoe  had  the  highest  throne 

tha^t  loue  had  long  possest: 
And  dowue  they  would  the  Gods  haue  throwne 

and  Princely  powre  represt. 

At  length  the  rowte  begaq  to  rore 

in  making  dreadfoll  sound, 
The  like  was  neuer  harde  before 

in  Heaven  from  the  ground. 

Then  lupiter  began  to  gaze 

and  looke  about  the  Skie, 
And  all  the  Gods  were  in  a  maze 

the  Monsters  were  so  nie. 

They  callde  a  counsaile  then  in  haate 

the  Gods  assembled  tho : 
And  common  sentence  was  at  last 

that  mightie  loue  should  throw 

His  thunderbolt  that  Vulcan  lame 

prepared  for  the  nonce, 
Whereby  he  mi;rht  eftsoone  make  tame 

the  haughtie  Giants  bones. 

Then  might  you  see  the  Moontaines  fell 

and  hill  from  hill  depart. 
And  Monsters  in  the  valley  crawle 

whome  Thunder  did  subvart. 

The  Mountaines  were  not  raysde  so  quick 

but  downe  they  fell  as  fast: 
And  Giants  in  a  cluster  thick 

to  Tellus  fell  at  last 

Such  plagues  had  pride  in  former  time, 

the  Gods  abhorred  so 
That  mortal  men  should  dare  to  clime 

the  heavens  hie  to  know. 

And  not  alone  the  heaoenly  rowte 

the  loftie  lookes  correct 
Of  such  as  prowdly  go  about 

their  Empire  to  rfject: 

But  other  Gods  of  meaner  state 

(of  whome  the  Poets  write) 
Such  pievish  Pecocks  pride  doe  hate 

and  seche  reuenge  by  might. 

The  grisly  God  whome  floods  obay 

and  drenching  Seas  imbnce, 
Wbo  in  the  waters  beares  the  sway 

where  Nereus  shewes  his  face: 

Whome  forceth  he  by  surge  of  Seas 

into  Chary bdiscliues? 
Or  whome  doth  Neptune  most  disease  ? 

or  whome  to  Scylla  driues? 


Not  him  that  beares  bis  Sailes  aloir«^ 
nor  him  that  keepes  the  shoate^ 

Ne  yet  the  Bargeman  that  doth  rowe 
with  long  and  limber  oare. 

Not  those  that  haunt  the  Haren  sure 

and  port  of  perill  voide, 
They  caonot  Neptones  wrath  procure 

the  Chanell  that  auoide: 

But  those  that  vuide  of  carck  and  care 

and  feare  of  Neptunes  yre. 
Doe  hoise  their  Sailes  and  neoer  spare 

to  further  their  desyre. 

And  doe  receiue  whole  Gales  of  winde 

from  mightie  ^ole  sent: 
Those,  those  are  they  by  course  of  kinde 

that  Neptune  makes  repent. 

He  spoiles  the  Sailes,  and  tackle  teares, 

the  Mast  is  gone  to  wrack : 
The  Ribbes  they  rent,^he  Shipmen  feares 

when  Cables  gin  to  crack. 

Then  whereto  serues  the  Pilots  pride 

that  hoyat  bis  Sailes  so  hie  ? 
And  where  is  he  that  fearde  no  tide 

nor  threatning  from  the  Skie  ? 

His  pride  procurde  his  fearfoll  fate 

and  fortune  that  befell 
Which  Neptune  most  of  all  doth  hate 

as  Shipmen  know  right  welL 

Let  Giants  (all  and  Shipmens  case 

a  myrrour  be  therefore 
To  such  as  seeke  to  hie  a  place, 

for  like  shall  be  their  lore. 

NarciJtsus  may  example  bee 

and  myrrour  to  the  prowde. 
By  whome  they  may  most  plaindy  see 

how  pride  hath  beene  allowde. 

His  beautie  breue  such  loftie  cbeere 

in  him  did  breede  in  time: 
That  Gods  themselues  agreeved  were 

with  such  a  haynons  crime. 

No  looving  Lasse  might  him  allore, 

nor  Dians  nymphs  at  all 
By  ought  his  friendship  might  procure : 

but  wote  ye  well  his  fall. 

In  Sommer  time  as  Fortune  would 

his  Fortune  was  to  bee 
In  open  fielde,  where  no  man  could 

his  blazing  beautie  see. 

At  length  in  raging  to  and  fro 

his  fortune  was  to  fiiide 
A  Fountaine  freshe  that  there  did  flow 

as  Gods  (I  think)  assignde. 

He  thought  forthwith  bis  thirst  to  quent 

by  pleasant  trauaile  gote. 
But  there  he  found  or  ere  he  went 

a  greater  diougth  God  wote. 

In  stooping  downe  to  take  the  taste 

of  ChrisUll  waters  theare, 
(Unhappie  Boy)  had  spide  at  last 

a  little  Boy  a^^peare. 
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Whose  beutie  bnoe,  and  liking  Jooke 

bis  fansie  pleasde  so  well: 
That  there  himselfe  the  Boy  forsooke 

and  in  a  freasie  fell. 

He  hod  that  he  so  fondly  looude : 

andjwtit  was  not  so: 
And  from  himselfe  he  was  remooude 

that  tbeoce  did  neoeir  go. 

He  was  the  Boy  tbattooke  the  vewe, 

he  was  the  Boy  espide. 
And  being  both  he  neytber  kneve^ 

such  was  the  ende  of  pride. 

Then  gan  he  shed  his  teares  adowoe, 
then  gan  be  make  his  plaint : 

And  then  at  length  he  fell  to  groande 
sore  feebled  all  with  faint 

His  spirite  that  earst  so  prowde  was 

converted  into  winde: 
But  of  his  Corps  a  flower  greene 

still  there  abode  behinde, 

Narcissus  callde  (as  Poets  tell) 

as  Narcisse  was  before. 
In  token  that  to  Narcisse  fell 

this  most  unhappie  lore. 

I  could  recite  the  hystories 

of  many  other  moe, 
TV  home  pievish  Pride  the  miseries 

of  Fortune  forst  to  knows. 

Bat  1  of  purpose  will  le^  passe 

Apolloat  Bastard  ^nne. 
Who  Phaeton  ycleped  was 

'when  first  his  fame  begoune. 

1  minde  not  to  rehearse  at  all 
the  charge  he  tooke  in  hande^ 

I  wittingly  omit  bis  fall 
into  Eridan  sande. 

But  this  1  say  assuredly 

had  it  not  bene  for  Pride, 
The  Charret  bad  not  gone  awrie 

tboogh  Phaeton  were  guide. 

But  glorie  raine  and  want  of  skill 
enforste  his  baughtie  hart, 

Of  Phoebe  to  cra?e  to  worke  his  will 
in  ruling  Phoebus  cart. 

The  like  attempt  tooke  f  cams 

from  Creta  that  did  flie 
By  wings  of  Wax  with  Oedalus 

wheu  Icar  flue  to  hie. 

His  Fathers  wordes  preuailed  not 
nor  lesscm  taught  before. 

Till  fained  fetbers  were  so  whot 
as  he  could  flie  no  more. 


For  want  of  winges  then  gan  he  clap 

his  breast  with  open  armcs 
Till  downe  be  fell :  such  was  his  bap, 

whose  pride  procurde  his  harroes. 

When  wrastling  windes  from  'J£ole  sent 

befight  tbemselups  so  long 
That  East  against  the  West  is  bent, 

and  North  puts  South  tu  wrong : 
▼OL.  II. 


Then  may  you  heare  the  Pine  to  crack 

that  beares  bis  head  so  bie 
And  loftie  lugs  go  then  to  wrack 

which  seeme  to  touch  the  Skie. 

When  loue  flings  downe  his  tbundring  bolts 

oar  vices  to  redresse, 
They  batter  downe  the  highest  holtes 

and  touch  not  once  the  lesse.< 

The  Cotte  is  surer  than  the  Hall 

in  proofe  we  daylie  see: 
For  highest  things  doe  soonest  fall 

from  their  felicitee. 

What  makes  the  Phoenix  flame  with  fire 

a  Birde  so  rare  in  sight  f 
What  causeth  him  not  to  retire 

from  Phoebus  burning  light? 

In  faith  if  he  would  line  belowe         , 

as  Birds  Dame  Nature  tougbt. 
The  Esterlings  should  neuer  knowe 

tbeir  Phoenix  burnt  so  oft. 

All  ye  therefore  that  soretie  loue 

and  would  not  have  a  fall, 
From  you  the  Peacocks  pride  remooue 

and  trust  not  Fortunes  Ball. 

Let  Phaeton^  fate  be  fearde  of  yon 

and  Icars  lot  also : 
Remember  that  the  Pine  doth  rue 

that  be  so  high  doth  grow. 


OF  THE  CLOCK  AND  THE  COCK. 

Good  reason  thou  allowe 

one  letter  more  to  mee 
Than  to  the  Cock  "•  For  Cocks  doe  sleepe 

when  Clocks  doe  wate  for  thee. 


or  A  TAYLEB. 

Though  Tayler  cut  thy  garment  out  of  frame^ 
And  strie  thy  stuffe  by  sowing  it  amis: 
Yet  must  we  say  the  Tayler  makes  the  same, 
To  make  and  marre  is  one  with  them  ywis. 


THE  LOUER 


FINOIMG  HIS  LOVE  FUTTBD  FROM  WONTED  TROTH 
LRAUB8  TO  WRITE  IN  PRAY8B  OP  HIR. 

Tholoh  cleane  contrane  by  ray  Verse 

to  those  I  wrote  before. 
Yet  let  not  retchlesse  doome  accuse 

my  wandring  wits  the  more. 

As  time  doth  shape  and  shew  (they  say) 

so  ought  our  stile  to  frame. 
In  Sommer  Sunne,  we  neede  no  fire, 

yet  Winter  asketh  flame: 

So  that  I  earst  found  cause  of  sport 

and  matter  to  reioyc'e. 
Of  force  by  foncie  was  procurde 

to  use  a  gladsomo  royce. 
•  s 
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And  now  since  deepe  dicpaire  hath  drenebt 

my  hope,  I  will  assay 
To  turn  my  tune  and  chaange  my  cbeere 

and  leaoe  my  woonted  lay. 

Not  farre  nnlike  the  chirping  Foule 

in  Somroer  that  doth  sing. 
And  daring  Winter  hides  his  head 

till  next  retnme  of  Spring. 

They  say  when  altred  is  the  cause 

of  force  effect  doth  sue: 
As  new  repaire  of  better  blood 

doth  cause  a  Hawke  to  mue. 

Though  JEtna  bnme  by  kindly  course 

and  beike  out  fire  with  fume : 
When  Sulpher  vaine  is  cleane  extinct 

the  fier  will  consume. 

Whereby  I  may  conclude  aright 

that  eche  effect  must  bee 
As  is  his  cause:  So  fruite  ensues 

the  nature  of  the  Tree, 

Then  I  of  force  must  shape  my  stile 

as  matter  is  1  write: 
Unlesse  I  would  be  thought  to  match 

a  Fawcon  with  a  Kite. 

When  winde  and  wane  at  Sea  doe  rore 

and  Barck  is  in  distresscy 
Then  time  requires  that  shipmen  should 

their  Tackles  all  addresse. 

Then  crooked  Ancors  must  be  cast 

the  shaken  ship  to  stay 
From  sincking  Sands,  and  rnthlesM  Rocks 

that  Shipmen  oft  affray. 

No  sooner  Triton  blowes  his  Trumpe 

and  swolen  waters  qoailes. 
And  JEole  makes  his  windes  retire: 

but  hoyse  they  Tp  the  Sailes. 

Then  fleete  they  forward  in  the  floud, 
then  cut  they  wanes  in  twaine: 

Then  launch  they  on  (as  earst  they  did} 
with  all  their  might  and  maine. 

So  1  hereafter  must  assay 

my  woonted  tune  to  channge 
As  time  requires,  and  I  in  loue 

shall  finde  my  Ladie  straunge. 


If  she  be  one  of  Cresids  erne 
and  swarue  hir  former  Hest, 

No  Lucrece  must  I  tearme  hir 
for  that  were  but  a  iest. 

For  if  she  false  hir  flxed  fiiytb, 
Vlysses  wines  renowne 

Unsitting  is  for  hir  whose  lone 
endureth  but  a  stowne. 


Wherefore  I  will  as  time  shall  shape 

and  she  hir  loue  prolong, 
Applie  my  Pen,  and  tell  the  troth 

as  best  i  may  in  song. 


TURBERVILETS  POEMS. 


HI  tORBOWM  Cmam,  to  HAVB 
U18  SBBUICB. 

Some  men  would  looke  to  hane 

a  recompence  of  paine. 
And  Reason  wils  it  so  to  b« 

▼nlesse  we  list  to  (nine: 

Some  would  expect  for  loue 

to  haue  vnfained  hart» 
And  think  it  but  a  fit  rewavd 

for  such  a  good  desart. 

But  I  (vnhappie  Wight) 
that  spend  my  loue  in  Tiiine, 

Doe  seeke  for  suocour.at  hir  haaids . 
while  other  get  the  gaine. 

As  thirstie  grouitd  doth  gape 

to  swallow  in  the  shoure: 
Euen  so  fore  I  poore  Hatpalua 

whome  Cupids  pains  deooure. 

1  holdfrthe  Hiue  in  hande 

and  palne  my  selfe  thereby. 
While  other  eate  the  hidden  foode 

that  are  not  halfe  so  dry. 

I  plough  the  soyle  with  paine 
and  cast  my  seede  theieon: 
And  other  come  that  sheare  the  sbeaues 
'  and  laugh  when  I  am  gou. 

Mine  is  the  Winters  toile, 
and  theirs  the  Sommers  gaine ; 

The  Haruest  falles  out  of  their  share 
that  felt  no  part  of  paine. 

I  beare  the  pinching  yoke 

and  burden  on  my  i>ack. 
And  other  driue  when  T  must  dmw« 

and  thus  1  go  to  wrack, 

I  fast  when  other  feede, 

I  thirst  when  other  drinck: 
I  mourne  when  they  triumph  for  icy, 

they  swimme  when  I  must  tinck. 

They  haue  the  hoped  gaine 

whiles  I  the  losse  indure: 
They  whole  at  heart,  whilst  I  my  griefe 

by  no  meanes  cto  recure. 

They  shroud  them  selues  in  shade. 

I  sit  in  open  Sunne: 
They  leape  as  Lambes  in  Instie  Leaze» 

I  lie  as  one  ▼ndunne. 

They  tast  their  nightly  rest» 
my  troubled  head  doth  w*ke: 

I  tosse  and  tume  from  skle  to  side 
while  they  their  sorrowes  sisht. 

I  would,  but  they  enioye, 

I  craue  that  is  debard: 
They  haue,  what  will  you  more  I  say  ? 

their  seruice  is  prefArU. 

Thus  I  procure  my  woe 

by  framing  them  their  ioy: 
In  seeking  how  to  saiue  my  Sore 

I  breede  my  chiefe  annoy. 
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9o  sbeepe  With  Wooll  are  elad 
thdr  Maistert  bane  tbe  gaine, 

So  Birda  doe  ImlUI  their  Nests  on  Brakes 
and  pat  tbem  tellies  to  paine. 

But  other  taat  the  fmite 

when  so  their  Broode  is  hatcht: 

The  Nest  remalues,  the  Birds  are  goae, 
the  Chickeas  are  dispatcht. 

80  Bees,  (or  Honoie  toyle 

ID  fleeing  to  and  fro. 
And  sidie  wretches  take  great  payees 

for  whome  they  little  know. 

I  thinck  it  is  procorde 

by  griesly  Gods  abooe 
That  some  should  gape,  end  other  gaine 

the  guerdon  of  their  loue. 

But  i«re  if  Womans  will 

be  forged  of  my  wo. 
And  not  the  mightie  Gods  ordaine 

my  destnie  to  he  so: 

Then  must  I  needes  oomplaine 
and  cursae  their  rathlease  kinde. 

That  in  reqnitall  of  good  will 
do  shew  them  seines  vnkinde. 

But  whether  be  the  cause, 

hereafter  I  iutende 
To  fttwne  on  them  that  force  on  mee, 

and  bow  when  other  bende. 

This  one  abuse  shall  make 

me  take  the  better  heede 
On  whome  I  fixe  my  fancie  fast, 

or  make  a  friend  indeede. 


THE  LOUER 

flXmO  RIMtBLFB  ABUSDE,  RBVOUItCBTH  LODE. 

Tbocgh  men  accoompt  it  shame  . 

and  folly  to  repent. 
Or  grotcht  good  will  that  was  bestowde 

when  nought  saue  fayth  was  ment: 

Yet  can  they  not  withsay 

but  if  the  knot  be  burst 
Then  may  we  shew  our  seloes  Tnkinda 

that  friendly  were  at  furst. 

He  runnes  an  endiesse  race 

that  neuer  tumes  againe, 
And  he  a  fonded  Loner  is 

that  wastes  his  Loue  in  vaine. 

Nought  can  he  indge  of  hues, 

that  can  not  see  when  guile 
In  place  of  friendship  cloakes  hit  selfe 

in  forme  of  foiged  wile. 

And  be  that  plainely  sees 

the  Trap  biefore  his  eie 
And  will  not  shunne  from  perill,  tas 

no  matter  though  he  die. 

I  tell  my  tale  by  proufe 

I  speake  it  not  by  rot. 
To  loue  a  subtile  Lasse  of  late 

was  fallen  to  my  lot 


On  whome  I  set  such  store 

such  comfort  and  delight^ 
As  life  it  was  to  see  bir  face» 

a  death  to  want  hir  sight. 

So  I  might  doetbe  thing 
that  might  abridge  hir  smarts 

And  bannish  all  annoy  that  grew 
by  froward  fortunes  Art: 

What  daunger  should  I  dread? 

or  perill  seeme  to  shunne? 
None  that  is  here  below  on  earth 

or  subtect  to  the  Sunne. 

To  shew  my  selfe  a  Friend 

to  hir,  I  was  my  Foe: 
She  was  the  oaely  Moll  wboBie 

I  honorde  here  belowe. 

This  is  (thought  I)  the  same 

that  was  Vlysses  wife: 
Who  in  the  absence  of  hir  Mako 

did  lead  a  doolefoll  life. 

Or  else  tis  she  at  least 

whome  Tarquyn  did  enforce 

By  beastly  rape  with  piercing  swoidt 
to  to  fordoe  hir  corse. 

But  such  is  bir  abuse 

90  froward  eke  hir  grace. 
As  loue  it  may  no  longer  last 

since  firindship  hides  hb  fooe. 

I  did  not  well  aduise 

I  built  on  slocking  Sande, 
And  when  I  thought  she  looude  me  best 

shee  bore  me  but  in  haode. 

Where  I  had  thought  a  Porte 

and  Hauen  sare  to  bee: 
There  fonnde  I  hap  and  dreadfidl  Deatli, 

as  gasers  on  may  see. 

As  Mpnae  that  treades  the  trap 

in  hope  to  finde  repast. 
And  bites  the  bread  that  breeds  his  bana 

and  is  intrapped  fost: 

Like  was  my  doolefull  case 

that  feA  rpon  my  wo. 
Till  now  repentanee  forceth  mee 

such  fancies  to  forgo. 

And  (thancked  be  good  hap) 

now  once  againe  I  fleete 
And  swim  aloft,  that  saock  of  late 

fast  hampred  by  the  feete. 

Now  is  my  fortune  good 

so  Fortune  graunt  it  last: 
And  I  as  happie  as  the  best 

now  stormie  doudes  are  past. 

1  finde  the  bottom  firme 

and  stable  where  I  passe. 
There  ard  no  haughtie  Rocks  at  haoda 

ne  yet  no  ground  of  glasse* 

Good  Ancor  holde  I  haoe 

so  I  may  rse  it  still, 
I  am  no  more  a  bounden  thraU 

but  finee  I  Hue  at  wilL 
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But  that  which  most  torments 
my  miDde,  and  reaues  my  ioy 

Is,  for  I  serude  a  fickle  Wench 
that  bred  me  tbisaDnoy. 

But  Gods  forgiue  my  guilt 
and  time  mispent  before, 

And  I  will  be  another  man 
then  1  haue  bene  of  yore. 


TURBERVILE'S  POEMS. 


AGAYN8T  THE  tELOUS  HBADBfl  THAT   ALWAYS8 
HAUE  LOUER8  IN  nxSPECT. 

When  lelous  Iudo  saw  bir  mighty  Make 
Had  Id  turnde  into  a  brutish  kinde 
More  couertly  ofhir  his  lust  to  take: 
To  work  hir  tiill  and  all  his  fraud  to  flnde 
She  craude  the  Cowe  in  gift  at  loue  his  bande. 
Who  could  not  well  his  Sisters  sute  withstande. 

When  yeelded  was  hir  boone  and  Hest  ftilfillde 
To  Argus  charge  committed  was  the  Cow, 
For  he  could  wake  so  well,  him  luno  willde 
To  watch  the  Beast  with  neuer  sleeping  browe: 
With  hundred  eyes,  that  hatefull  Hierds  bed 
Was  deckt,  some  watcht  when  som  to  sleepe  were 
led. 

So  warded  he  by  day,  so  wakte  by  night 
And  did  Dame  lunos  will  accomplish  so, 
As  neyther  lone  might  once  delude  his  sight 
Kor  lo  part  hir  pointed  pasture  fro: 
His  staring  eies  on  lo  still  were  bent. 
He  markt  hir  march,  and  sude  bir  as  shee  went 

Tin  loue  at  lenght  to  ruth  and  pitie  mooude 
To  see  the  spitefull  hate  that  Argus  bare 
To  hir,  whome  he  so  feruently  had  looude 
And  who  for  him  abode  suche  endelesse  care:- 
His  fethred  Sonne  Cylenus  sent  from  Skies 
To  reaue  the  careful!  Clowne  his  watchfull 


Who  to  fulfill  his  Lord  and  Fatfaeis  Hest 
Tooke  charmed  Rod  in  hand  and  Pipe  to  play. 
And  girt  him  with  a  Sworde  as  likte  him  best 
And  to  the  fielde  he  flue  where  Argus  lay, 
Bisguised  like  a  Shepheird  in  bis  wecde 
That  he  his  purpose  might  the  better  speede. 

When  eche  had  other  salued  in  his  sort. 
To  brag  vpon  his  Pipe  the  Clowne  begoon. 
And  sayd,  that  for  that  noise  and  gallant  sport 
All  other  mirthes  and  Maygames  he  wold  shoon. 
His  onely  ioy  was  on  his  Pipe  to  play; 
And  then  to  blow  the  Rustick  did  assay. 

In  fine  when  Argus  had  his  cunning  showde. 
And  ecb  to  other  chatted  had  a  space 
Of  this  and  that  as  was  befalue  abrode, 
Mercuiius  tooke  his  Pipe  from  out  his  case 
And  theron  playde  bee  so  passing  well. 
As  most  of  Argus  eies  to  slumber  fel). 

And  as  they  slept  with  charmed  Rod  he  stroke 
The  drowsie  Dolte  to  keepe  him  in  that  plight. 
And  playde  so  long  till  time  he  did  prouoke 
All  Argus  eies  to  bid  the  beast  God  night: 
Whome  when  he  sawe  in  such  a  slumber  led. 
He  stale  the  Cowe^  and  iwapt  of  Argus  bed. 


Such  was  the  fine  of  bis  dispitous  bate. 
Such  was  the  boone  and  guerdon  of  his  btfCf 
And  all  the  good  the  carefuU  Coward  gate 
For  seeking  to  debarre  the  Gods  desive: 
A  fit  reward  for  such  a  good  desart. 
The  Cowarde  might  haue  playde  a  wiser  part. 

God  scnde  the  like,  and  worse  to  such  as  tsc^ 
(As  Argus  did)  with  euer  waking  eie 
The  blamelesse  sort  of  Loners  to  abuse. 
That  alwayes  readie  are  and  prest  to  pHe 
The  purpose  to  bewray  and  conert  toyes 
Of  faithfull  friends, and  barre  their  blisseM  ioyes. 

I  trust  there  will  be  found  in  time  of  neede 
A  Mercurie  with  charmed  Twig  in  hand 
And  pleasant  Pipe,  their  waking  eies  to  feede 
With  drowsie  dumps,  their  purpose  to  withstand: 
That  lelous  heads  may  leame  to  be  wies 
For  feare  they  lose  (as  Argus  did)  their  eiea. 

For  Cupid  takes  disdaine  and  scoroe  to  see 
His  thralls  abusde  in  such  vnseemely  sort. 
Who  seeke  no  greedie  gaine  nor  fiitliie  fee. 
But  pleasant  play,  and  Venns  sogred  sport: 
A  slender  hirc^  (God  wote)  to  quite  the  paiue 
That  Loucrs  bide,  or  they  tbeirlooeattaine. 


THAT  IT   IS    HURTFOIX    TO   COMCKAUB 
FROM  OUR  FRIKNOBS. 

A  SMART  in  silence  kept 

(as  Ouid  doth  expresse) 
Doth  more  torment  th'  afflicted  man 

than  him  that'seekes  redresse. 

For  then  it  respite  takes, 

and  leysure  to  procure 
Such  mischiefs  as  for  want  of  beipe 

the  longer  doth  endure. 

As  if  thou  set  no  salue 

where  ranckleth  swelling  sore. 
It  will  in  further  processe  paine 

and  thee  torment  the  more. 

I  Qundrie  times  baue  seene 
a  wound  that  earst  was  small. 

In  time  for  want  of  Suigions  sight 
to  greater  mischiefe  fall: 

And  eke  the  balefull  blowe 
so  grieuous  that  was  thought. 

Full  quickly  curde  by  Surgions  sleight 
if  he  were  quickly  sought. 

So  fareth  it  by  man, 

that  keepes  in  couert  breast 
The  pinching  paine  that  breedes  within 

increasing  great  rnreast: 

That  netterwill  disclose 

the  secrets  of  his  hart. 
But  rather  suffer  feruent  paine 

and  deeper  piercing  smart. 

For  why  was  friendship  found 

and  quickly  put  in  vre. 
But  that  th'  one  of  th*  others  heipe 

should  think  bimselfe  full  sure? 
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Why  are  they  like  in  miAde 

and  one  in  erie  part? 
Why  are  they  two  in  bodies  twaine 

pouessijig'bnt  one  hart? 

And  why  doth  one  mislike, 

that  80  displeaseth  his  Feere, 
But  that  they  two  are  one  in  deede 

it  plainely  might  appeare? 

Did  Tulh'e  euer  dreade 

his  secrets  to  disclose 
To  Atticus  his  louing  Friend, 

in  wbome  be  did  repose 

Sach  credit  and  such  trust 

and  in  him  selfe  be  might. 
To  whome  alwayes  with  painefull  Pen 

this  Tullie  did  indight? 

What  euer  Theseus  thought 

Perythous  could  tell, 
With  wearie  trau4Nhat  pursude 

bis  loning  friend  to  Hell. 

Was  Damon  daintie  found 

to  Pythias  at  all, 
For  whome  be  would  with  Tyran  staid 

as  pledge  to  liue  in  tbndl } 

Id  Pylades  was  nought 

but  that  Orestes  knew. 
Who  priuie  was  from  time  to  time 

bow  care  or  comfort  grew. 

Oysippos  felt  no  griefe 

but  Titus  boade  the  same : 
And  where  that  Titus  found  reliefe 

their  Gysippe  bad  his  game. 

When  Lselius  did  laugh 

then  Scipio  did  ioy : 
And  what  Meoetus  Sonne  mislikte 

Acbylles  did  annoy. 

^urialus  bis  thoughts 

and  secrets  of  his  hart 
To  Nysus  would  declare  at  large 

were  they  of  ioy  or  smart. 

All  these  conioyned  were 

in  surest  league  of  looue, 
Whome  neyther  Fortune  good  or  bad, 

nor  Death  night  once  remooue. 

They  would  not  think  in  minde 

nor  practise  that  at  all : 
But  to  that  same  their  tiustie  Friend 

they  would  in  councetl  call.    * 

All  those  therefore  that  wish 

their  inward  paines  redresse, 
Must  to  their  most  assured  Friend 

it  outwardly  expresse. 

80  may  they  channee  to  fiodj* 

a  saloe  for  secret  sore. 
Which  otherwise  in  couert  kept 

will  iQona  increase  to  more. 


SONGES  AND  SONETS. 


629 


OF  THB  DIUER8  AND  CONTRAKIE  PASSIONS  AND 
AEFECTIONS  OF  HIS  tOUE. 

To  Phisick  those  that  long  haue  gone 

and  spent  their  time  in  griefe, 
Affirme  that  Patients  in  their  paynes 

will  shunoe  their  best  reliefs. 

They  will  refuse  the  Tysants  taste 

and  wholesome  drinkes  despise^ 
Which  to  recure  diseases  fell 

Machaon  did  deuise  t 

But  when  they  be  debard  the  same 

which  so  they  shunde  before. 
They  crie  and  call  for  Tysants  then 

as  soueraigne  for  their  sore. 

^uch  is  the  wayward  guise  of  those 

with  pangues  that  are  opprest. 
They  wish  for  that  they  newer  had, 

and  shunne  that  they  possest. 

1  may  to  those  right  well  compare 

the  Louers  diuers  thought. 
That  likes,  and  then  mlslikes  againe 

that  they  long  earst  had  sought 

They  wiU  not,  when  they  may,  enioy 

their  hearts  desired  choise: 
They  then  defie,  they  then  detest 

with  lowde  and  lothsome  Voicel 

They  will  refose  when  time  doe  seme, 

but  when  such  time  is  gone, 
They  sigh  and  schreach  with  mournefull  crie 

and  make  a  ruthfoll  mone* 

They  little  think  that  Time  hath  wings 

or  knoweth  bow  to  flie: 
They  hope  to  haue  it  still  at  hande 

that  swiftly  passeth  bie. 

They  think  that  Time  will  tarie  tbem 

and  for  their  £imcie  stay,- 
But  Time  in  little  time  is  gone 

it  fleeteth  fost  away. 

So  standes  the  foole  by  fleeting  floud 

and  looketh  for  a  turne: 
But  Riner  runnes  and  still  will  runne 

and  neuer  shape  retume. 

What?  doe  they  hope  that  beauties  glasse 

will  still  continue  bright? 
Nay,  when  the  day  is  gone  and  past 

by  course  appeeres  the  night 

For  crooked  age  his  wonted  trade 

is  for  to  plough  the  face 
With  wrinckled  furrowes,  that  before 

was  chiefe  of  Beauties  grace. 

Perhaps  they  thinke  that  men  are  mad, 

and  once  intrapt  in  loue 
Will  neuer  striue  to  breake  the  snare 

nor  neuer  to  remoue. 

No  Fowler  that  had  wylie  witte 

but  will  forsee  such  bap. 
That  Birds  will  alway  buske  and  bato 

and  scape  the  Fovlen  Trap^ 
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And  if  their  Fortune  fatonr  so, 

tbcD  who  doth  mount  so  hie 
As  those  that  guilefull  Pit&il  tooke 

prepared  for  to  die? 

What  rish  doth  fleete  so  last  as  that 

which  lately  ban^  on  hooke? 
By  happie  hap  if  he  escape, 
.  he  will  not  backwntde  kiokeb 

Take  time  therefore  thou  foolishe  Feeaiey 
whilst  Time  doth  serue  so  well: 

For  Time  away  as  fast  doth  flee 
as  any  sound  of  Bell. 

And  thou  perhaps  in  after  Time 
'  when  Time  is  past  and  gone. 
Shall  lie  lamenting  losse  of  Time 
as  colde  as  any  stone. 

Yet  were  thou  hetter  take  thy  iitam 
whilst  yet  thy  Beautie  serues^ 

For  Beautie  as  the  Flower  &des 
whome  lack  of  PhcDbue  steraea. 


OF  DiDO  AND  THE  TRUTH  OF  HJR 
DEATH. 

I  DIDO  and  the  Snene  of  Carthage  ground. 
Whose  limmes  thou  seest  lo  lively  set  to  sight: 
Such  one  I  was,  but  never  to  be  found 
So  farre  in  loue  as  Vergill  seemes  to  Wright, 
I  liude  not  so  in  luit  and  fowle  ddight. 

For  neither  he  that  wandring  Duke  of  Troie 
Knewe  mee,  nor  yet  at  Lybie  land  ariude: 
Bat  to  escape  laihos  that  did  aooie 
Mee  sore,  of  lyfe  my  Carcasse  I  depriude^ 
To  keep  my  Hest  that  he  would  tho  bane  rinde. 

No  storme  of  leue  nor  dolour  made  me  die, 
I  slue  my  selfe  to  sane  my  Sheete  of  shame 
Wherein  good  Sycheus  wrapped  me  perdie : 
Then  Vergill  then  the  greater  be  thy  blame. 
That  so  by  loue  doest  breede  my  fowle  defame. 


OF  VENUS  m  ARMOUR. 

tx  complete  armour  Pallet  saw 

the  llidie  Venus  stande: 
Who  said,  let  Paris  now  be  iudge 

encounter  we  with  hande* 

Replidethe  Goddesse:  what? 

scornste  thou  in  Armour  mee. 
That  naked  earst  in  Ida  Mount 

so  foylde  and  conquerde  thee? 


OF  A  HARE  COMPLAINING  OF  THE 
HATRED  OF  DOGS. 

Thb  senting  Honnds  porsude 

the  hastie  Hare  of  foote: 
The  sielie  Beast  to  scape  the  Dogs 

did  iumpe  vpon  a  roote. 

The  rotten  sctag  it  bursty 

from  CliiTe  to  Seas  he  feH: 
Then  cride  the  Hare,  vnhappie  mee, 

for  now  peroeyue  I  ««if 


Both  lande  and  Sea  pnrsve 
and  hate  the  hortlesse  Hare; 

And  eake  the  dogged  Skies  alol^ 
if  so  the  Dog  be  theare. 


TO  ONE  THAT  PAINTED  ECCHO. 

Thou  witles  wight,  what  menes  this  mad  intent 
To  draw  my  face  and  forme,  ▼nknowne  te  thee? 
What  meanst  thou  so  for  to  molesten  mee? 
Whome  neuer  eie  behelde,  nor  man  could  aee? 

Daughter  to  talking  Tongue,  and  Ayie  am  % 
My  Mother  is  nothing  when  things  are  waid: 
I  am  a  voyce  without  the  bodies  aid. 
When  all  the  tale  is  tolde  and  sentence  said. 

Then  I  recite  the  latter  worde  afresh 
In  mocking  sort  and  counterfayting  wies: 
Within  your  eares  my  chiefest  harbour  lies^ 
There  doe  I  woonne,  not  seene  with  moitaU  eica» 

And  more  to  tell  and  farther  to  proeeede, 
I  Eocho  height  of  men  below  in  ground: 
If  thou  wilt  draw  my  Couoterfrit  in  deede. 
Then  must  thou  paint  (O  Painter)  but  a 


TO  A  CRUELL  DAME  F&R  GRACE  AND 
PITTIE, 

At  I  doe  lack  the  skill 

to  show  my  faithfoll  hart: 
So  doe  you  want  good  will 

to  rue  your  Loners  smart. 

The  greater  is  m)r  fire 

the  lesser  is  your  heate: 
The  more  that  I  desire 

the  lesse  you  seeme  to  sw^ata^' 

O  quench  not  so  the  Coale 

of  tbys  my  faithfoll  flame. 
With  nayes  thou  frowarde  soule, 

let  yeas  increase  the  i 


Let  us  at  length  agree    . 

whome  Cupid  made  by  law 
Echo  others  friend  to  bee 

in  fonsies  yoke  to  draw. 

If  I  doe  plaie  my  part 

at  any  time  amis. 
Then  doe  bestows  thy  hart 

where  greater  Friendship  if. 

But  if  in  true  good  will 
I  heare  my  selfe  upright, 

let  mee  eijjoy  thee  still 
my  seruice  to  requight. 

Go  thou  my  flerie  Dart 
of  scalding  whote  destra 

TO  pierce  hir  ysie  hart 
and  set  hir  brest  on  fire. 

That  I  may  both  prolong 
my  painefull  pyning  dayes^ 

And  eke  aoendge  hir  wrong 
that  paiae  for  plcteaie  payea. 
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I  n«aer  lawe  the  stone 

bot  often  drops  wooM  wast: 

Nor  Dame  bat  daylie  mone 
would  make  hir  y«eide  at  last 


TO   A   GENTLEWOMAN  FROM  WHOME 
HE  TOOKE  A  RING. 

What  needes  this  frowning  fiice  ? 

what  meanes  yonr  looke  so  coye? 
Is  all  this  for  a  Ring, 

a  trifle  and  a  toye? 

What  tho«^;h  I  reft  your  Ring? 

I  tooke  it  not  to  keepe: 
Therefore  you  neede  the  lessa 

in  such  dispite  to  weepe. 

For  Cupid  shall  be  iudge 

and  Umpire  in  this  casa^ 
Or  who  by  hap  shall  next 

approche  into  this  place. 

Yon  tooke  from  mee  my  hear^ 

I  caught  from  you  a  Ring: 
Whose  is  the  greatest  losse? 

where  ought  the  griefe  to  spring? 

Keepe  you  as  well  my  heart, 

as  I  will  keepe  your  Ring> 
And  yon  shall  iudge  at  last 

that  you  haue  lost  nothing.  ■ 

For  if  a  Friendly  heart  . 

so  staft  with  staide  looe» 
lo  value  doe  not  passe 

the  Ring  yon  may  reprona 

The  reaning  of  the  same, 

and  I  of  force  mint  say 
That  I  deserude  the  blame 

who  tooke  your  Ring  away. 

But  what  if  you  doe  wreake 

your  malice  on  my  hart? 
Then  giue  me  leaue  to  thinck 

you  guUtie  for  your  part. 

And  when  so  ere  I  yeald 

to  you  your  Ring  againe. 
Restore  me  rp  my  heart 

that  now  you  put  to  paine. 

For  so  we  both  be  pleasde, 

to  say  we  may  be  bold 
That  ueyther  to  the  losae 

•f  YS  hath  bought  or  sold. 


THE  LOVER 

BLAMIt  HIS  TOWOWB  THAT  FAILBD  TO  mrBB  KIB 
SUTB  IM  TIME  OT  NBBI». 

FoRCAOf  B I  Still  preferde  the  truth  before 
Shamalesse  Tntruth,  and  lothsome  leesings  lore, 
I  inde  my  satfe  ill  recompenst  therefore 
Off  that  toy  Tongue. 


For  good  desart  and  gnidhig  thee  aright. 
That  thou  for  aye  mightst  line  deuoide  of  spight, 
I  reape  but  shame,  and  lack  my  chiefe  delight 
Fo)r  silence  kept. 

When  happie  bap  by  hap  adnaunst  my  case. 
And  brought  mee  to  my  Ladie  face  to  face. 
Where  I  hir  Corps  in  saftie  might  imbrace, 
Thon  heldst  thy  peace. 

Thou  madst  my  voice  to  cleaue  amids  my  throte« 
And  sute  to  cease  Tolockylie  (God  wote) 
Thou  wouldstnot8peak,tho  thou  hadst  quite  forgota 
My  hearts  behest. 

My  heart  by  thee  suspected  was  of  gui1e» 
YoT  cause  thou  ceast  to  vse  a  louing  stile. 
And  wordes  to  forge  and  frame  with  finest  file 
As  Loners  woont. 

Thou  madste  my  bloud  from  paled  face  to  start. 
And  flie  to  seeke  some  succor  of  the  hart. 
That  wounded  was  long  earst  with  dreadfiili  dart 
Off  Cupids.  Bowe. 

And  thou  as  colde  as  any  Marble  stone 
When  from  my  face  the  chiHie  blood  was  gone 
Couldst  not  deuise  the  way  to  make  my  mone 
By  wOides  i^ipeare. 

And  (yee  my  teares)  that  wonted  were  to  flowa 
And  streame  adowne  as  fast  as  thawed  Snowe, 
Were  stopt,  as  then  yee  had  no  powre  too  showa 
A  Loners  sute. 

My  sighes  that  earst  were  woont  to  dim  the  Skie"^ 
And  cause  a  fume  by  force  of  flame  to  flie. 
Were  tho  as  slack  as  Welles  of  weeping  dria 
Too  showe  my  Loue. 

The  heart  that  laie  ineombred  all  within 
Had  fainted  quite  had  not  my  lookes  ybin : 
For  they  declarde  the  case  my  heart  was  in 
By  tongues  vntroth. 


THAT  ALL  THINGS  ARE  AS  THEY  ARM 
P-SED. 

Was  neuer  ought  by  Natures  Art 

Or  cunning  skill  so  wisely  wrought. 
But  Man  by  practise  might  conuart 

Too  worser  Tse  than  Nature  thought. 

Ne  yet  was  euer  thing  so  ill 

Or  may  he  of  so  small  a  prise, 
But  man  may  better  it  by  skitt 

And  chaunge  bis  sorte  by  sound  adulse. 

So  that  by  proofo  it  may  be  seene 
'  That  all  things  are  as  is  their  vse. 
And  man  may  alter  Nature  deane. 
And  things  corrupt  by  his  abuse. 

What  better  may  be  found  than  flame. 

Too  Nature  that  doth  succor  paie? 
Yet  we  doe  oft  abu9C  the  same 

In  bringing  buildings  to  decale. 

For  those  that  minde  to  put  in  vre 
Their  malice,  mooude  to  wrath  and  yre;  * 

To  wreake  their  mischiefe,  will  be  sure 
Too  spill  and  spoyle  thy  housa  with  fyra. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


63t 


TDRBBRVILE'S  POEMS. 


So  Pbisick  that  doth  gerae  for-eaye 
And  to  recure  the  grieued  soole, 

The  paioefull  Patient  may  disease, 
And  make  him  sick  that  earst  was  whole. 

The  true  Man  and  the  Theefe  are  leeke 
For  sworde  doth  serae  them  both  at  neede, 

Saue  one  by  it  doth  saftetie  leeke 
And  th'  other  of  the  spoile  too  speede. 

As  law  and  learning  doth  redresse 
That  otheru'ise  would  go  to  wrack: 

Euen  so  it  doth  oft  times  oppresse 
And  bring  the  true  man  to  the  rack. 

Though  Poyson  paine  the  drinckersoie 
By  boyling  in  his  fainting  breast. 

Yet.  is  it  not  refusde  therefore, 
For  cause  sometime  it  breedeth  reast: 

And  mixt  with  Medicines  of  proofe 

According  to  Macbaons  Arte, 
Coth  seme  right  well  for  our  behoofe 

And  succor  sends  tb  dying  harte. 

Yet  these  and  other  things  were  made 
By  Nature  for  the  better  vse, .     . 

But  we  of  customt  take  a  trade 
By  wiifiill  will  them  to  abuse. 

So  nothing  is  by  kinde  so  voide 

Of  vice,  and  with  such  Tertue  fraught, 

But  it  by  Vs  may  be  anoide, 

And  brought  in  trackt  of  time  too  naught 

Againe  there  is  not  that  so  ill 

Bylowe  the  Lampe  of  Phcebus  light, 

But  man  may  better  if  he  will 
Applie  his  wit  to  make  it  right 


THE  LOUER 

MZCVIira  BIMSBLFB  FOR  REMOWNCING  Hit 
LOUS  Alio  LAOIB  IMPUTIHO  THE  $AMB  TO  HU 
lATE  AMD  COM8TBLLATION. 

Though  Dydo  blamde  iEoeas  truth 

for  leaning  Carthage  shore 
Where  be  well  entertainde  had  beene, 

and  like  a  Prince  before: 

Tfaongh  Theseus  were  vnthriftie  thought 

and  of  a  cruell  race. 
That  in  reward  of  death  escapte 

by  Aryadnas  Lace, 

Amid  the  desart  woods  so  wilde 

his  louing  Lasse  forsooke, 
Whome  by  good  bap  and  luckie  lore 

the  drousie  Bacchus  tooke. 

Yet  if  the  ludges  in  this  case 

their  yerdlt  yeelde  arfght, 
Nor  Theseus  nor  JEneas  feet 

deserue  such  endlesse  spight. 

As  wayward  Women  stirde  to  wrath 

beare  fixed  fast  in  minde. 
Still  seeking  waies  to  wreake  their  yre 

ypon  .^neas  kiude. 


For  neither  lack  of  liking  lone, 

nor  hope  of  greater  gaioa. 
Nor  fickle  fancies  focoe  rs  men 

to  breake  of  friendships  chaiiie. 

They  loth  not  that  they  looude  before^ 
they  hate  not  thitags  possest: 

Some  other  weightie  canse  they  haue 
of  obauiige,  as  may  be  gest. 

And  waying  with  my  selfe  eche  one, 

I  can  none  fitter  finde^ 
Than  that  to  men  such  blessed  hap 

is  by  the  Gpds  assignde. 

The  golden  Starres  that  guide  their  age» 

and  Planets  will  them  so: 
And  Gods  (the  Rulers  of  their  race) 

procure  them  to  forgo 

Their  forged  faith  and  plighted  truth, 

with  promise  made  so  sure. 
That  is  to  seeming  strong  as  Steele, 

and  likely  to  endure. 

For  did  not  mightie  loue  hiroselfe 

the  swift  Cyllenus  send- 
To  will  the  Troyan  Prince  in  hast 

into  Italia  bend : 

And  leaue  the  liked  land  so  well, 
and  Carthage  Queene  forsake. 

That  made  him  owner  of  hir  hearty 
and  all  that  shee  could  make  ? 

And  such  was  Thpseus  lot  perdje, 

so  hard  the  Maydeus  hap. 
That  shee  in  desart  should  be  left 

and  caught  in  Bacchus  trap. 

Should  lason  be  proclaimde  and  crkk 

a  Traitor  to  the  Skies 
For  that  he  Medea  left  at  last 

by  whome  he  wan  the  Flisef 

No,  such  was  Oetes  Daughters  chaonoe 

in  Cradle  hir  assignde. 
And  lasons  BirthsUrre  forst  the  Greeks 

to  showe  himselfe  vokinde: 

For  if  rewards  might  binde  so  last, 

and  knit  the  knot  so  sure. 
Their  foith  (no  doubt)  and  lincked  loue 

should  then  of  force  endure. 

For  Dido  gaue  him  Carthage  Kayes, 

the  wealth,  and  soile  withalh 
Those  other  two  preserude  their  Hues 

that  else  had  liude  in  thrall. 

Then  sitbens  streaming  Starres  procure, 

and  fatall  powers  agree. 
And  stawled  Gods  doe  condisoend 

that  I  my  friendship  fiee: 

And  reaoe  your  Bells  and  cast  you  off 

to  line  in  haggards  wies, , 
That  for  no  priuate  stale  doe  cai^ 

but  loue  to  range  the  Skies: 

I  must  not  seeme  then  to  rebell 

nor  secret  Treason  forge. 
But  change  my  choice,  and  leaue  my  lome 

and  fancies  fond  dis^^ovige* 
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1  cTftne  of  Copid  Lorde  of  lone 
a  paitloD  for  the  same, 

For  that  I  dow  reiect  hii  laves 
aad  quiyht  renownce  bis  game. 


OF   THE  CRUELL    HATRED    OF  STEP- 
MOTHERS. 

The  Sonne  in  lave  his  Stepdame  being  dead. 
Began  bir  Hierce  vith  Garlands  too  commend: 
Meanevhile  there  fell  a  stone  Tpon  his  head 
From  out  the  Tombe  that  brought  the  Boy  abed, 
A  proofe  that  Stepdames  hate  hath  neuer  end. 


AGAINB. 

Glad  vas  the  tonne  of  frovning  Beldames  death, 
To  vitnesse  ioy  to  deck  bir  Tomb  gan  trudge: 
A  piece  of  Marble  fell  and  reft  his  breath 
As  he  (good  Lad)  stood  stroving  floures  beneath, 
Asigne  that  Death  dawnts  not  the  mothers  grudge. 


TO  CUPID 


FOR  RBOBirGB  OF  HIS  TNKIND  AND  CRUBLL  LOUB. 
DECLARING  HIS  FAITUFliLL  SERDICB  AND  TRUE 
HEART  BOTH  TO  THE  GOD  OF  LOUB  AND  HIS 
LADIB. 

If  I  had  beene  in  Troyan  ground 
When  Ladie  Venus  tooke  bir  voond: 
If  I  in  Orekish  Campe  had  beene. 
Or  clad  in  armour  had  beene  seene: 
If  Hector  had  by  mee  beene  slaine, 
Or  Prince  i£neas  put  to  paine: 
If  I  the  Machin  huge  had  brought 
By  Grecian  guile  so  falsely  vrought. 
Or  raysed  it  abone  the  wall. 
Of  Troie  that  pixicarde  the  fall : 
Then  could  I  not  the  (Cupid)  blame. 
If  thou  didyt  put  mee  to  this  shame. 
But  I  haue  alvaies  beene  as  true 
To  thee  and  thine  in  order  due. 
As  euer  vas  there  any  wight. 
That  faith  and  truth  to  Capid  plight. ' 
I  neuer  yet  despisde  thy  lawe. 
But  aie  of  thee  did  stand  in  awe: 
I  neuer  calde  thee  Bussard  blinde, 
I  no  such  fault  in  thee  did  finde, 
But  thought  my  time  veil  spent  to  be« 
That  I  imploide  in  seruing  thee. 
I  viste  thou  wert  of  ibrce  and  povre 
To  conquers  Princes  in  an  howra 
When  thou  retaindst  mee  as  thy  man 
I  thought  my  selfe  most  happie  than. 
Since  this  is  true  that  1  haue  saide. 
Good  Cupid  let  mee  haue  thy  aide, 
Heipe  mee  to  vreake  my  wrath  aright 
And  succor  mee  to  vorke  my  spigbt 
To  thee  it  appertaines  of  due 
Him  to  assist  that  is  so  true : 
And  thou  of  reason  shouldst  torment 
Such  as  by  vilfull  will  are  bent 
To  triumph  ouer  those  that  seroe 
Thee  in  the  field,  and  neuer  swerue. 
Go  bend  thy  Bove  with  hastie  speede. 
And  make  bir  Tigers  bcait  to  blcede. 


Cause  hir  that  little  sets  by  mee. 

Yet  still  to  stand  in  awe  of  thee. 

Let  hir  perceiue  thy  fervent  fyre. 

And  what  thou  art  in  raging  yre. 

Now  showe  thy  selfe  no  man  to  bee. 

Let  hir  a  God  both  fisele  and  see. 

She  ferceth  not  my  cutting  paine, 

Hir  Toved  othes  sbee  wayes  as  raine* 

Shee  sits  in  p^ace  at  quiet  rest. 

And  scomes  at  mee  so  dispossest. 

Shee  langhes  at  thee»  and  mocks  thy  mijght^ 

Thou  art  not  Copid  in  hir  sight. 

She  spites  at  mee  without  cause  whie, 

Sbee  fbrceth  not  although  I  die. 

I  am  hir  captiue  bonnde  in  Giue 

And  dare  not  once  for  life  to  striae. 

The  more  to  thee  I  call  and  crie. 

To  rid  mee  from  this  crueltie,' 

The  more  shee  seekes  to  voorke  hir  yre. 

The  more  she  bumes  with  scalding  fyte. 

And  all  for  Cupids  sake  1  bide, 

From  whose  decrees  I  doe  not  glide. 

Wherefore  (I  soy)  go  bende  thy  Bow, 

And  to  hir  heart  an  Arrow  throw: 

That  Dart  which  breaketh  hearts  of  Flint 

And  giues  the  cruel  1  erasing  diot. 

Upon  hir  crabbed  breast  bestow. 

That  shee  thy  force  and  powre  may  know; 

That  shee  a  Myrour  may  be  kuowna 

To  such  as  be  thy  deadly  fone. 

So  shall  they  good  example  take. 

How  to  abuse  men  for  thy  Rake. 

Let  bir  (crood  Cupid)  vnderstande. 

That  I  am  thine  both  heart  and  handew 

And  to  play  quittance,  force  a  fire. 

That  shee  may  frie  with  whote  desire 

Of  me,  whome  earst  she  put  to  paioe,- 

And  this  is  all  that  I  would  gaine. 


AN  ANSfFERE  TO  HIS  LADIE, 

THAT  WILLED  HIM  THAT  ABSENCE  SHOULD  NOT 
BREEDB  FORGETFULNESSE. 

Though  Noble  Surrey  sayde 

that  absence  woonders  frame, 
And  makes  things  out  of  sight  forgot, 

and  therof  takes  his  name: 

Though  some  there  are  that  force 

but  on  their  pleasures  prest, 
Unmindefull  of  their  plighted  truth 

and  falsely  forged  best : 

Yet  will  I  not  approue 

mee  giltie  of  this  crime, 
Ne  breake  the  friendship  late  begoon 

as  you  shall  trie  in  time. 

No  distance  of  the  place 

shall  reaue  th$e  from  my  brest: 
Not  fawning  chaunce,  9r  frowning  hap 

shall  make  mee  swarue  my  Hest 

As  soone  may  Phmbus  frame 

his  fierie  ^teades  to  roon 
Their  race  from  path  they  woonted  were^ 

and  ende  where  they  begoon: 
As  soone  shall  Saturnc  cease 

his  bended  broowes  to  show. 
And  frowning  face  to  friendly  StarreA 

that  in  their  Circles  goi 
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As  floone  the  Tiger  tame 

and  Lion  sball  yon  finde: 
And  brutish  beastes  that  sauage  were 

shall  swarae  their  bedlam  kinde: 

As  soone  the  frost  shall  flame, 

and  JEinsi  cease  to  bume. 
And  restlesse  Riuers  to  their  springs 

and  Fountaines  shall  retume: 

As  absence  breede  debate, 

or  want  of  sight  procure 
Our  feithfull  friendships  writh  awrie 

whilst  liuely  breath  indure. 

As  soone  I  will  commit 

my  selfe  to  Lethes  lake 
As  the  (sweete  friend)  whome  I  a  Friend 

bane  chose  for  vertoes  sake. 

How  may  a  man  forget 
the  coale  that  bnnies  within  ? 

Augmenting  still  his  secret  sore 
by  pieiuing  fell  and  skin  ? 

May  Martirs  cease  to  moume 

or  thinck  of  torments  prest. 
Whilst  paine  to  paine  is  added  aie 

to  further  their  vnrest? 

May  fihipmen  in  distresse 

at  pleasure  of  the  winde 
Tost  too  and  fro  by  surge  of  S^as 

that  they  in  tempest  finde, 

Forget  Neptunus  rage, 

or  blustering  Borias  blast. 
When  Cables  are  in  sunder  cmckt, 

and  tackle  rent  from  Mast  ? 

Ne  may  I  (Friend)  foiiget 

(Tnlesse  I  would  but  limine) 
The  salue  that  doth  recure  my  sore 

and  heales  the  scarre  againe. 

I  send  thee  by  the  winde 

ten  thousand  sighes  a  day, 
Which  dim  the  Skies  with  doodie  smoke 

as  they  doe  passe  away. 

Oft  gazing  on  the  Sunne 

I  eompt  Apollo  blest. 
For  that  he  vewes  thee  once  aday 

in  passing  to  the  West. 

Oh  that  I  had  his  powre 

and  biasing  Larope  of  light 
Then  thou  my  friend  shoiJd  stand  aiuide 

to  neuer  se^  the  night* 

But  since  it  is  no  so, 

content  thy  selfe  a  while : 
And  with  remembrance  of  thy  Friend 

the  lothsomc  time  begile. 

Till  Fortune  doe  agree 

that  we  shall  meete  againe: 
For  then  shall  presence  breede  our  ioyes 

whome  absence  put  to  paine. 

And  of  my  olde  good  will 

(good  Friend)  thy  selfe  assure, 

Haue  no  distrust,  my  loue  duill  last 
as  long  as  life  ^all  clurc. 


TIHIBERVIUI'S  POEMS. 

OF  A  THRACYAJf  THAT  WAS  DHOWimm 
BY  PLAYING  02f  THE  ISE. 


A  THKACTAH  Boy  well  tipled  all  the  day 
Upon  a  frozen  Spring  did  sport  and  play. 
The  slipper  Ise  with  hieft  of  bodies  sway 
On  sodain  brake,  and  swept  his  head  away: 
It  swam  aloft,  bylowd  the  Carcas  lay. 
The  Mother  came  and  bore  the  head  away: 
When  shee  did  burie  it  thus  gan  shee  «ay. 
This  brought  I  foorth  in  flame  his  Hierce  to 
The  rest  amids  the  flood  to  finde  a  graue. 


THE  LOUER 

HOPING  IN  MAT  TO  HAUE  HAD  RBDREtSB  OT  HIS 
WOES,  AND  YET  FOULYB  MISSING  MI«  FURPOIB, 
BEWAILKS  HIS  CRKJELL  HAP. 

You  that  in  May  haue  bathde  in  blis 
And  fouud  a  salue  to  ease  Your  sbre: 

Doe  May  obseruance,  Reason  is 
That  May  should  bonord  be  theifore- 

Awake  out  of  your  drowsie  sleepe 
And  leaue  your  tender  Beds  of  Downe, 

Of  Cupids  Lawes  that  taken  keepe 
With  Sommer  floures  deck  your  Crowned 

As  soone  as  Venus  Starre  doth  showe 
That  brings  the  dawning  on  his  back 

And  chearefull  light  begins  to  growe. 
By  putting;  of  his  Foe  to  wrack: 

Repaire  to  heare  the  wedded  Mdce 

And  late  ycoupled  in  a  knote. 
The  Phllomele  that  sits  in  Brakes 

And  telles  of  Tereus  truth  by  note: 

The  ThmsselU  with  the  Turtle  Done, 

The  little  Robin  eke  yfeare 
That  makes  rehearsall  of  their  kme. 

Make  hast  (I  say)  that  yee  wow  tkeie. 

Into  the  fields  where  Dian  dwels 
With  Nimphes  enuirond  round  abooty 

Hast  yee  to  dance  about  the  Wels, 
a  fit  pastime  for  such  a  rout 

Let  them  doe  this  that  bane  rBoeand* 

In  May  the  hire  of  hoped  grace: 
But  I  as  one  that  am  bereaode 

Of  blissefoll  sUte,  will  hide  my  Hce, 

And  doole  my  dales  with  nithfell  vasce 

As  fits  a  retchlesae  Wight  to  doei 
Since  now  it  lies  not  in  my  choice 

To  quite  mee  from  this  cunad  woe. 

I  harbourd  in  my  breast  a  thought 
Which  now  is  tumde  another  way. 

That  pleasant  May  would  ntee  ybroaght 
From  Scylla  to  a  better  bay. 

Since  all  (quoth  I)  that  Nature  made. 

And  placed  here  in  earth  bylowe. 
When  Spring  returnee,  of  woonted  trade 

Doe  banish  griefe  that  ent  did  growe. 

And  chaungeth  eke  the  chartishe  cfaeava 

And  frowning  foce  of  TeNus  tew. 
With  vemant  flowers  that  appeaiw 

To  clad  the  taila  with  Maoldl  mws 
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SRoe  Snaka  do  cast  tbmr  sbrioeled  skinnef. 
And  Bocks  hang  vp  thair  beadi  on  pala» 

Siace  frisking  Fishes  k>sa  their  flaaes. 
And  glide  with  new  repaired  scale: 

Then  1  of  force  with  greedie  eie 
Must  hope  to  fiode  to  ease  my  snuurty 

Since  eche  anoy  in  Spring  doth  die. 
And  cares  to  comfort  doe  conuart 

Then  I  (qnoth  1)  shall  reach  the  port 
And  fut  mine  Ancker  on  the  ground. 

Where  lyes  my  pleasure  and  disport 
Where  is  my  suretie  to  be  found : 

There  shall  my  beaten  Barke  haue  rode, 
And  tackle  tome  be  new  repaird. 

My  sorrowes  quite  shall  be  vnlode, 
Euen  thns  vnto  my  selfe  I  said. 

Bat  (oat  alas)  it  &lles  not  so. 
May  is  to  mee  a  Month  of  mone. 

In  May  though  others  comfort  gro. 
My  seedes  of  griefe  are  surely  sowne. 

My  bitter  Teares  for  water  seme 
Wherewith  the  Garden  of  my  brett 

I  moiat,  for  feare  the  seedes  shoukl  sterae. 
And  thus  I  firame  mine  owne  vnrest. 

Let  others  then  that  feden  ioy 
Extole  the  merrie  Mouth  of  May, 

And  I  that  tasted  bane  annoy, 
lu  praifae  thereof  will  nothing  say. 

But  wish  retome  of  winters  warre 
And  blustering  Borias  force  agatue^ 

These  sower  seedes  of  wo  to  marre. 
By  force  of  winde  and  wisking  raine. 

And  so  perhaps  by  better  fete, 
At  next  retame  of  Spring,  I  may 

By  chaunging  of  my  former  state 
Cast  off  my  care,  and  chaunge  my  lay. 


THE  LOVER 

TO   HIS  LlblE  THAT  OA8ID  MUCH  TP  TO  THS 
tUBS. 

My  Oirle,  thou  gasest  moch 

TpoD  the  Golden  Skies: 
Would  1  were  Haauen,  I  would  behold 

thee  then  with  all  mine  eies. 


THE  PENITENT  LOUER 

riTEALT  KKVOOMCIWe  UMni,(aRAUli  WMM9W  OP 


If  such  as  did  amissa 

and  ran  their  race  awrie 
May  boldly  craue  at  ludges  band 

some  nercie  ers  they  die. 

And  pardon  for  their  gilt 

that  wilfully  tran^grest. 
And  sawe  the  bownds  before  their  eiai 

that  fertue  had  redrest: 


Then  I  that  brake  the  bancks 

which  Reason  bad  assignde 
To  such  as  would  pursue  hir  traine, 

may  stand  in  hope  to  flnde 

Some  fauour  at  hir  hand : 
since  blind  forecast  was  cause. 

And  not  my  wilfidl  will  in  fault 
that  I  haue  swerode  hir  lawes. 

Misguided  bane  I  beene 

and  trayned  all  by  trust. 
And  Loue  was  forger  «f  the  frande, 

and  fortherer  of  my  lust. 

Whose  Tele  did  dase  mine  eies, 

and  darckned  so  my  sl{^ 
With  errors  foggie  mist  at  first, 

that  Reason  gaue  no  light. 

And  as  those  wofoU  Wightes 

that  saile  on  swelling  Seas, 
When  windes  and  wrathful!  wanes  conspira 

to  banish  all  their  ease. 

When  heauenly  Lamps  are  hid 

from  Shipmens  hungrie  eies. 
And  Lodestarres  are  in  couert  kept 

within  the  cloadie  Skies : 

As  they  without  respect 

doe  follow  Fortunes  lore, 
And  run  at  randome  in  the  flood 

where  iEols  Impes  doe  rore. 

Till  golden  crested  Phebe, 

or  else  his  Sisters  light, 
Haue  chasde  away  those  noysome  clouds, 

and  put  the  stormes  to  flight: 

So  I  (vnhappie  man) 

haue  foUowde  Loue  a  space. 
And  felt  the  whottest  of  his  lUme, 

and  flashing  fierie  blase. 

In  darcknesse  haue  I  dwelt, 

and  Errours  vglie  shade. 
Unwitting  how  to  raise  a  Starrs 

from  perill  to  euadc 

Few  daies  came  on  my  head 

wherein  was  cause  of  ioy. 
But  day  and  night  were  readie  both 

to  hasten  mine  anoy. 

Short  were  my  sleepes  (God  wot) 
most  dreadfoU  were  my  dreames. 

Mine  eies  (as  Conduits  of  the  heart) 
did  gush  out  saltish  streames. 

Tormented  was  my  Corse, 

ray  minde  was  neuer  free. 
Bat  both  repleate  with  anguish  ale 

disseoer^  sought  to  bee. 

No  place  might  like  mee  long, 

no  pleasure  could  endure. 
In  stead  of  sport  was  smart  at  baBde» 

for  pastime  paine  in  vre. 

A  Bondman  to  my  selfe, 

yet  free  in  others  sight. 
Not  able  to  resist  the  rage 

of  winged  Archers  might. 
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Thus  have  I  spent  my  time 

in  seroage  as  a  thrall, 
Till  Reason  of  hir  bountie  list 

mee  to  hir  mercie  calL 

Now  hane  I  made  retarne, 

and  happylie  retirde. 
From  Cupids  Camp»  and  deepe  dispaire, 

and  oiice  againe  aspirde 

To  Ladie  Reasons  stawie 

where  wisedome  throned  is. 
On  promise  of  amends  releast 

is  ail  that  was  amis. 

To  Plato  now  1  flie 

and  Senecs  sound  aduice: 
A  Patch  for  Loue,  I  force  not  noir 

what  Cbamice  fall  on  the  dice. 


OP  LADIE  FZIfUS, 

TBAT  HAUING  LOST  HIR  SONNB  CUPID  GOO  OF 
JjOVKf  AND  OBSIROV8  TO  VMDBR8TAND  OF  HIM 
A6AINB,  DECLARES  BY  THE  WAY  THE  NATURE 
OF  LOUE  AlTD  AFFECTIOVS  OF  THE  SAME>  BY 
PRETIB  DIfCRIPTION  AS  FOLLOWBTH. 

What  time  the  Ladie  Venus  sought  hir  little 
Sonne  [begonne : 

That  Cupid  hight,  and  found  him  not,  she  thus 
My  friends  (quoth  she)  if  any  chaunce  in  open 
streete  [to  roeete. 

Or  crossing  pathes,  the  wandring  amorous  Elfe 
That  Runnagate  (I  say)  is  mine:  who  so  by  bap 
Shall  first  bring  tydings  of  the  Boy,  in  Venus  lap 
Is  sure  to  sit,  and  haue  in  price  of  taken  paine> 
A  sugred  kisse.    But  he  that  bringi  him  home 

againe, 
A  busse?  yet  not  a  busse  alone  doubtlesse  shall 


But  like  a  Friend  I  will  entreate  him  passing 

braue.  [Lim 

I  tell  yon  tis  a  proper  youth.     Marke  every 
And  member  of  my  straide  Sonne  that  is  so  trim. 
Not  sallow  white  his  bodie  is,  but  like  to  flame, 
A  fierce  and  fierie  roling  eie  sets  out  the  same. 
A  mischieVous  wylie  hart  in  Breast  the  Boy  doth 

heare, 
But  yet  his  wordes  are  Honnie  like  and  sweete  to 

eare.  [goe: 

His  talking  tongue  and  meaning  minde  a  sunder 
Smooth  filed  stile  for  little  cost  be  will  bestowe. 
But  being  once  inflamde  with  ire  and  raging  a'rath, 
A  cruell  canckred  dogged  hart  the  Urchin  hath. 
False  Foxely  subtile  Boy,  and  glosing  lying  Lad, 
He  sports  to  outward  sight,  but  inward  chafes  like 

mad.  [browe: 

A  curled  Sconce  he  hath,  with  angrie  frowning 
A  little  hand,  yet  Part  a  cruell  way  can  throwe. 
To  shadie  Acheron  sometime  he  flings  the  same. 
And  deepest  damp  of  hollow  Hell  those  Impes  to 

tame. 
Upon  his  Carkasseaot  a  cloth,  but  naked  bee 
Of  garments  goes,  his  minde  is  wrapt,  and  not  to 

see. 
Much  like  a  fethred  Foule  he  flies,  and  wagges 

his  wingg  [Miser  wrings 

)7ow  here  row  there:  the  man  sometime  this 


Sometimea  agaiae  the  Lane  to  loae  he  dsftB  e»r 

forcei  [rwnorce: 

Of  neither  kinde,  nor  man  nor  maide,  he  bath 
A  little  Bow  the  Boy  doth  beare  In  tender  bande. 
And  in  'the  same  an  Arrow  nockt  to  atringe  doth 

stande. 
A  slender  shafte,  yet  such  a  one  as  &r  will  flie. 
And  being  shot  from  Cupids  Bow  will  reach  the 

Skie. 
A  pretje  golden  Suiuer  hangs  there  albefainde 
Upon  his  back,  wherein  whoso  doth  looke,  shall 

finde  [BtiT 

A  sdrt  of  sharpe  and  lurching  shafts,  imbappi« 
Wherewith  his  Ladie  Mother  she  he  doth  annoy 
Sometimes,  but  most  of  all  the  foolish  fretting  dfe 
In  cruell  wise  doth  cruelly  torment  and  rex  bin- 

selfe. 
Doe  beate  the  Boy  and  spare  faim  not  at  all,  if 

thou  [ish  brjv 

On  him  doe  chaunce  to  light,  although  from  chiid- 
And  moisted  eies  the  trickling  teares  like  floodi 

distill, 
Beleeue  him  not,  for  chiefly  then  begfuHe  be  wilL 
Mor  if  he  smile  unlose  his  pjrniond  amies  take 
heede,  [do  f«de 

With  pleasant  honie  words  though  he  thine  eaics 
And  craue  a  kisse,  beware  thou  kiaae  him  not  at 

all: 
For  in  his  lips  Tile  renom  Inrcks,  and  bitter  GaH. 
Or  if  with  friendly  face  he  seeme  to  yeelde  bis  Bow 
And  shafts  to  thee,  his  proferde  gifEs  (my  Friend) 

forgo.  [Dart 

Touch  not  with  tender  band  the  sabtiie  flattriag 
Of  Loue,  for  ieare  the  fire  thereof  doe  make  thee 

smart 

Where  this  that  I  haue  sayde  be  true 

Yee  Louers  I  appeale  to  you. 

For  ye  doe  knowe  Cupidos  toyes» 

Yee  ieele  his  smarts,  yee  taste  hit  ioyes. 

A  fickle  foolish  God  to  serue, 

1  tearme  him  as  he  doth  deseroe. 


TO  A  FICKLE  AND  VNCONSTANTDJXE. 
A  FRIENDLY  WARNUiG. 

What  may  I  tbtake  of  you  (my  Fawlcoo  free) 
That  haying  hood*  lines,  buets,  beU  ijiwaee^ 
And  woonted  earst  when  I  my  ganse  did  spring 
To  flie  so  weli  and  make  such  nimble  wiag, 
Afe  might  no  Fowle  for  weightacsse  well  oooBpare 
With  thee,  thou  wert  a  Biide  so  patting  nune: 
What  may  I  deeme  of  thee  (fiiire  Fawlcon)  now. 
That  neither  to  my  lure  nor  traine  wilt  bow. 
But  this  that  when  my  backe  is  tumde  and  gon. 
Another  gives  thee  rnmpes  to  tyre  upon. 
Well  wanton  well,  if  yon  were  wise  in  deede 
You  would  regard  the  fist  whereon  you  fecde. 
You  would  the  Horse  devouring  Crow  refuse. 
And  gorge  yourselfe  with  fhesbe  more  fine  t» 

chnse. 
I  wishe  thee  thys  fbr  woonted  olde  good  will 
To  flie  more  high,  for  feare  the  stooping  will 
Breede  him  that  now  doth  keepe  thee  out  of  looa 
But  thinke  his  Fawlcon  wOt  a  Bussard  prone. 
Which  if  he  deeme,  or  doe  suspect  at  all. 
He  will  abate  thy  fleshy  and  make  thee  faL 
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So  that  of  force  tBoii  ihalt  enforced  bee 
Too  do  by  him  as  now  thou  doste  by  mee : 
That  is  to  leaae  the  keper,  and  away, 
Fawlcon  take  beede,  for  this  is  true  I  say. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND 

THAT  REFCSDB  HIM  WITHaUT  CAUSE,  WHY,  ] 
ONBItY  VPOJf  DfiUGUT  OF  CUADMOH. 

You  showe  your  selfe  to  bee 

a  womao  right  by  kinde : 
Yoa  like  and  then  mislike  againe 

where  you  oo  cause  doe  fiude. 

I  can  not  tbinke  that  loue 
'  was  planted  in  yonr  brest, 
As  did  your  flattring  lookes  declare, 
and  periurde  tongue  protest. 

Tbou  swarste  alone  that  i 

thy  fonsie  did  subdue. 
Then  why  should  frensie  force  thee  now 

to  show  thy  selfo  untrue? 

Fie  ftiytblesse  wbman  A&, 

wilt  thou  condemne  the  kinde 
Bicause  of  just  report  of  yll 

and  blot  of  wauering  minde? 

Too  plaine  it  nowe  appeares 

that  lust  procurde  thy  looue. 
Or  else  it  would  not  so  decaye 

and  canselesse  thus  remoou£. 

I  thought  that  I  at  first, 

a  Lucrece  bad  subdude, 
But  now  1  finde  that  fansie  fonde 

my  senses  did  delude. 

I  deemde  that  I  had  got 

a  Fawlcon  to  the  fist,^ 
Whome  I  might  quickly  have  reclaimde, 

but  I  my  purpose  mist 

For  (oh)  the  worser  hap 

my  Fawlcon  is  so  free. 
As  dowiie  she  stoups  to  straungers  lure 

and  forceth  least  of  mee. 

Goode  shape  was  yll  bestowde 

upou  so  vile  a  kite. 
That  Haggard  wise  doth  loue  to  line 

and  doth  in  cbannge  delight. 

Yeelde  mee  thy  flanting  Hood, 
shake  off  thoae  Belles  of  thine, ' 

Such  checking  Bussards  yll  deseme 
or  Bell  or  Hood  so  fine. 

With  Fowles  of  baser  sort 

how  can  you  brooke  to  flie. 
That  earst  your  Nature  did  to  Hawkes 

of  stately  kinde  applie? 

ff  want  of  pray  enforste 
this  cbaunge  thou  art  to  blame: 

For  I  had  eucr  traines  in  store 
10  make  my  Fawlcon  game. 


I  had  a  Tassel  eke 

full  gentle  by  bis  kinde. 
Too  flie  with  thee  in  use  of  wing 

the  greater  ioy  to  finde* 

No,  doMbtlesse  wanton  lust 

and  fleshly  fowle  desire 
Did  make  thee'  loath  my  friendly  lure^ 

and  set  thy  hart  on  fire. 

Too  trie  what  mettall  was 

in  Bussards  to  be  fonnde 
This,  this  was  it  that  made  thee  stowpe 

from  loftie  gate  to  grounde. 

Wherefore  ifeoerluck 

doe  let  me  light  on  thee, 
And  Fortune  graunt  me  once  againe 

thy  keeper  for  to  bee : 

Thy  diet  shall  be  such, 

thy  tyring  rumpes  so  bare. 
As  thou  Shalt  know  thy  keeper  wdl 

andfbr  none  other  care. 

Meanwhile  on  carren  feede, 

thy  hungrie  gorge  to  glut : 
That  all  thy  lost  in  daylie  chaunge 

and  diet  new  dost  pat. 

Diseases  must  of  force 

such  feeding  fowle  ensue : 
No  force  to  me,  thou  wert  my  Birde, 

but  (Fawlcon)  now  adue. 


TO  ONE  TBAT  VPON  SURMISE  OF  jilU 
UERSITIE,  FORWNED  HIR  FRIEND. 

As  too  the  whyte,  and  latrfy  lymed  honae 
The  Dones  doe  flock  in  hope  of  better  fiure. 
And  leaue  their  home  of  Culvers  cleane  and  bare; 
As  to  the  Kitchen  postes  the  peeping  Mouse 

Where  VitUiles  fine  and  curious  cates  are  drest. 
And  shoona  the  shop  where  lyuelyhood  wazeth 

thin,  * 

Where  be  belbfe  had  fillde  bis  empty  skin. 
And  where  he  chose  him  first  to  be  a  guest: 

As  Lyse  unto  the  lyuing  Carcase  cleaue. 
But  baike  the  same  made  readie  to  the  Beare, 
So  you  that  earst  my  Friend  to  seeming  weare. 
In  bappie  state:  your  oeedie  Friend  doe  leaue. 

Unfriendly  are  those  other.  Done  and  Mouse 
That  doe  refuse  olde  harbour  for  a  newe 
And  make  exchaonge  for  lodge  they  neuer  knewe. 
Unfriendly  eke  the  slowe  and  lumpishe  Lowse. 

But  more  uncioill  you.  that  wittie  arre 
To  judge  a  Friend,  your  Friendship  to  forego. 
Without  a  cause  and  make  excbaunges  so : 
For  friendes  are  needed  most  in  time  of  warre. 

Pot  case  that  Chauooe  withdrew  hirolde  good  will 

And  frownde  on  mee  to  whome  shee  was  a  friend? 

Is  that  a  reason  why  your  loue  shoukl  end? 

No,  no,  you  should  a  friend  continue  still. 

F  ortrue  good  will  in  miserie  is  tride. 

For  then  will  none  but  faithful!  friends  abide. 
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TO  MAISTER  GOOdBB  FANCIB 

THAT  BBGIJIS,  GIUB  MOMIB  MBE  TA&B  FRIEMD- 
SHIP  WHO  80  LIST. 

Fribnd  Oooge,  giue  me  the  futhfiiU  friend  to 

trust. 
And  take  the  fickle  Coine  for  mee  that  lust. 
For  Friends  in  time  of  trouble  and  distresse 
With  help  and  sound  aduise  will  soone  redresse 
£ch  growing  griefe  that  gripes  the  pensiue  brest. 
When  Monie  lies  lockt  vp  in  couert  Chest. 
Thy  Golne  will  cause  a  thousand  cares  to  grow, 
Which  if  thou  hadst  no  Coine  thou  couldst  not 

know. 
Thy  Friend  no  care  but  comfort  will  procure. 
Of  him  thou  mayst  at  neede  thy  selfe  auure. 
Thy  Monie  makes  the  Theefe  in  waite  to  lie, 
Whose  fraude  thy  Friend  and  falsehood  will  descrie. 
Thou  canst  not  keepe  vnlookt  thy  carefoU  Coine, 
But  some  from  thee  thy  Monie  will  purloine: 
Thy  fiuthfull  Friend  will  neuer  start  aside, 
Sut  take  his  share  of  all  that  shall  betide. 
When  thou  art  dead  thy  Monie  is  bereft 
But  after  life  thy  trustte  Friend  is  left: 
Thy  Monie  serues  another  Maister  than, 
Thy  fiiithfnll  friend  lincks  with  none  other  man* 
flo  that  (Friend  Googe)  I  deeme  it  better  I, 
To  choose  the  Friend  and  let  the  Monie  lie. 


THE  LOUER  ABUSED  RENOWNCETH 
LOUE. 

For  to  reuoke  to  pensiue  thought 
And  troubled  head  my  former  plight. 
How  I  by  earnest  sute  haue  sought 
And  grieftai  paines  a  louing  Wight 

For  to  aooby,  accoy. 

And  breede  ny  ioy, 
Without  anoy,  makes  saltish  bryne 
To  flash  out  of  my  vapoid  eyne. 

To  think  vpon  the  sundrie  snares 
And  prittie  Panthers  that  were  led 
To  fbiige  my  daily  doolefuU  caresy 
Whereby  my  hoped  pleasures  fled. 

Doth  plague  my  hart,  my  hart. 

With  deadly  smart. 
Without  desart,  that  haue  indarde 
Such  woes,  and  am  not  yet  recurde. 

Was  neuer  day  came  on  my  bed 
Wherein  I  did  not  sue  for  grace, 
Was  neuer  night  but  I  in  bed 
Unto  my  Pillow  told  my  case, 

Bayning  my  brest,  my  bresty 

For  want  of  rest. 
With  teares  oppnest,  yet  remedie  none 
Was  to  be  found  for  all  my  none. 

If  siie  had  dained  ray  good  win 
And  recompeiist  me  with  hir  Loue, 
I  would  haue  beene  hir  Vassell  stiU, 
And  neuer  once  my  heart  remoae: 
I  did  pretend)  pretend^ 
To  be  hir  Friend 
Unto  the  end,  but  she  rerfosd^ 
My  louing  heait,  and  mee  abasdfe. 


I  did  not  foree  vpon  the  spite 
And  Tenemous  stings  of  hissing  Snakes, 
I  wayed  not  their  wordes  a  Mite, 
That  such  a  doe  at  Loners  makes: 
1  did  reioyce,  reioyce. 
To  haue  the  voyoe 
Of  such  a  choyce,  and  smild  to  see 
That  they  reported  so  of  i 


Oh  mee  most  loekie  Wight  (qnoth  I) 
At  whome  the  people  so  repine^ 
I  trust  the  rumor  that  doth  flie 
Will  force  hir  to  my  will  inolioet 

And  like  well  mee,  well  mee 

Whome  sbee  dotii  see, 
Hir  loue  to  bee,  Tnfainedly, 
In  whome  she  may  foil  well  affie. 

But  now  at  length  I  plainely  reir 
That  woman  neuer  gaue  hir  brest. 
For  they  by  kindly  coufse  will  me 
On  such  as  seeme  to  lone  them  beat : 

And  will  relent,  relent 

And  be  content. 
When  nought  is  ment,  sane  Friendly  bait 
And  loue  for  neuer  to  depart. 

Some  croell  Tiger  lent  hir  Tet 
And  fostred  hir  with  sauage  Pap, 
That  can  not  finde  in  heart  to  let 
A  man  to  loue  hir,  since  his  hap 

Hath  so  assignde,  assignde 

To  haue  his  minde 
To  loue  inclinde,  in  honest  wise 
Whom  she  should  not  of  right 


But  since  I  see  fair  stonie  hart 
Cannot  be  pierst  wHh  pitties  f^nwy^^^ 
Since  nought  is  gainde  but  wofoll  i 
I  doe  intend  to  breake  the  dannce. 
And  quite  forgo^  foigo 
My  pleasant  Fo, 
That  paines  mee  so,  and  thinks  in  fine 
To  make  me  like  to  Circes  Swine  t 

I  cleane  defie  bur  flattering  free, 
I  quite  abhorre  hir  luring  lo^es: 
As  long  as  loue  shall  gioe  me  graoo 
She  neuer  comes  within  my  hookey 

I  doe  detest,  detest 

So  folse  a  Guest 
That  breedes  Turest,  where  die  shoold  ] 
Hir  loue,  if  pittie  did  not  want. 

Let  hir  go  seeke  some  other  Foole^ 
Let  hir  inrage  some  other  Dolt: 
I  haue  beene  Uught  in  Platos  Schoole 
From  Cupids  Banner  to  reuolt: 

And  to  forsake,  fonake 

As  foarefnil  Snake, 
Such  as  doe  make,  a  man  botaosatt 
For  bearing  them  a  laithfoll  heart. 


THE  FORSAKElf  LOVER 

LAMnTS  THAT    HIS    LADIB  IS  »4Trinm 
AKOTBKR. 

As  Menelaus  did  lament 
MThen  Helena  to  TfOie  rent. 
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And  to  the  Teocrwo  Gueit  spplide 
And  all  hir  Gountrie  Friendi  deAde : 
Euen  10 1  feele  tormentiDg  paine 
To  lorck  in  euerie  little  vaine. 
And  ransack  ail  my  Corse,  to  see 
That  she  hath  now  forsaken  mee. 
The  iaitbfuitt  Friend  that  she  conld  finde: 
Bat  fickle  Dames  will  to  their  kinde. 
A  simple  channge  in  faith  it  was 
To  leaue  the  Fknirer  for  the  GrAsse, 
Such  chopping  will  bnt  make  you  bare 
And  spend  your  life  in  carck  and  care, 
YoQ  might  haue  taken  better  heede 
Then  left  the  Graine,  and  choose  the  weede : 
Your  Uaruett  would  the  better  beene 
If  you  had  to  your  Baigin  seene^ 
But  to  recant  it  is  to  late. 
Go  too,  a  Gods  name  to  your  Mate. 
Tis  Muck  that  makes  the  Pot  to  play 
As  men  of  olde  were  woont  to  say. 
And  Women  marrie  for  the  gaine 
Though  oft  it  fall  out  to  their  paine : 
And  so  I  gesse  thou  hast  ydoon 
When  all  thy  twist  is  throughly  spoon. 
It  vill  appeare  vnto  thy  fose, 
Thott  pluckst  a  Nettle  for  a  Rose: 
In  faith  thy  Friend  would  loth  to  sea 
Thy  cursed  luck  so  ill  to  bee. 


THAT  ALL  HURTBS  AND  LOSSES  ARE  TO  BE  RE- 
OOUERBD  AMD  RBCUREO  8AUB  THE  CRUELL 
IVOUND  OP  LOUB. 

The  Sargioo  may  deuiK 

a  Sal  oe  for  crie  sore, 
And  to  recure  all  inwarde  griefes 

Phisicions  haue  in  store 

Their  simples  to  compownd 

and  match  in  mixture  so. 
As  ech  disease  from  sicklie  Corse 

they  can  enforce  to  go» 

The  wastfuU  wrack  of  wealth 

that  Merchants  doe  sustoine. 
By  happie  vent  of  gotten  wares 

may  be  supplide  againe. 

A  Towne  by  Treason  lost, 

a  Fort  by  falsehood  woon. 
By  manly  fight  is  got  againe 

and  helpe  of  hurtful!  Goon. 

Thus  eche  thing  hath  redresse 

and  sweete  recure  acraine : 
Sane  onely  Loue,  that  farther  frets, 

and  feedes  on  inward  paine. 

No  Galen  may  this  gricfe 

by  Phisickes  force  expell: 
No  Reasons  rule  may  ought  preoaiU 

where  lurcking  Loue  doth  dwelk 

The  Patient  hath  no  powre 

of  holesome  things  to  Ust: 
No  Drench,  no  Drug,  nor  Sirrop  sweete 

his  bidden  harme  may  wast. 


No  comfort  comes  by  day, 
no  pleasant  sleepe  by  night: 

No  needefoU  nap  at  NooBe  may  east 
the  Loners  painefoll  plight. 

In  deepe  dispaire  he  dwels, 

then  in  comes  hope  of  ease, 
Which  somewhat  lessens  paines  of  loue^ 

and  calmes  the  surge  of  Seas. 

His  bead  is  fraught  with  thoughts, 
his  heart  with  tbrowes  repleate: 

His  eiea  amazde,  his  quaking  hand, 
his  stomack  loihing  meate. 

This  bale  the  Loner  bides 

and  hatefull  hurtes  of  Hell, 
And  yet  himselfe  doth  deeme  that  hee 

in  Paradice  doth  dwelL 


OP  THE  CffOISE  OF  HIS  VAUSNTINE. 

With  others  I  to  choose  a  Valentine 
Addrest  my  self:  Ech  bad  his  dearest  friend 
In  Scrole  ywrit,  among  the  reast  was  nUne* 
See  now  the  hick  by  lot  that  Chaunce  doth  sand 
To  Cupids  crewe,  mark  Fortune  how  it  folhi» 
And  mark  bow  Venus  Imps  are  Fortunes  thralls. 

The  Papers  were  in  couert  kept  finom  sight. 
In  hope  1  went  to  note  what  hap  would  fidl: 
I  chose,  but  on  my  Friend  I  coolde  not  light, 
(Such  was  the  Ooddesse  wtt  that  wilds  the  Ball) 
Bnt  see  good  luck,  although  I  mist  the  same, 
I  hapt  on  one  that  bare  my  Ladies  name, 

Unegall  though  their  heanties  were  to  looke. 
Remembrance  yet  of  hir  well  fenatosde  ihoe 
So  often  seeae,  thereby  my  Seasei  tooke, 
Unhappie  though  shce  wtse  nOt  then  in  place: 

Long  you  to  learne  what  nanm  my  Ladle  higfat? 

Accompt  firom  U.  to  A.  sad  spall  aright. 


OP  ONE  THAT  WAS  tN  RBtrsHSIOK 

ArotRer  hath  that  I  did  bie, 

and  I  enioy  that  hae  imbrasta: 
I  reape  the  Qraine,  and  pluck  the  Peaie, 

but  he  had  Peare  and  Coma  at  lacte. 

Which  sithens  Fortune  had  allowde^ 

let  ey ther  well  contented  bee : 
I  hate  him  not  for  his  delights, 

then  let  him  doe  the  lyke  too  mee. 

For  so  we  both  be  pleasde,  I  say, 

this  bargaine  was  devised  well : 
Let  him  with  present  good  delight 

as  I  what  time  to  mee  it  fell. 

If  euer  he  by  hap  forgo, 

I  trust  my  hope  is  not  in  vaine, 
I  hope  the  thing  I  once  enioyde 

will  to  his  owner  come  againe. 

Which  if  be  so,  then  happie  I 
that  had  the  first,  and  haue  the  lasts : 

What  better  Fortune  may  there  bee 
than  in  Keuerslon  to  be  plaste. 
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OF  AN  OPEN  FOE  AND  A  FAYNED 
FRIEND. 

KoT  be  80  much  anoies 

that  Bayes :  I  am  thy  Fo, 
As  he  that  beares  a  hatefall  hart, 

and  is  a  Friend  to  aho. 

Of  t'one  we  may  beware 

and  flie  his  open  hate. 
Bat  tother  bites  before  be  barck, 

«  hard  auoyded  Mate. 


Op  both  give  mee  the  man 
that  tayes,  I  bate  in  deede : 

Than  him  that  hath  a  Knife  to  kill, 
yet  weares  a  friendly  weede. 


OF  A  RITCH  MISER. 

A  MISERS  minde  thou  bast, 

thou  hast  a  Princes  pelfe: 
Which  makes  thee  welthy  to  thine  Heire, 

a  Beggar  to  thy  selie. 


OF  A  PAINTER  THAT  PAINTED  FAVOUR 

Thou  (Painter  fond)  what  meanes  this  road  deuise 
Favour  to  drawe  }  sith  nnoouth  is  the  bed 
From  wheooB  it  comes,  and  first  of  all  was  bred  ? 
Some  deeme  that  it  of  Beautie  doth  arise. 
2>ame  Fortunes  Babie  and  undoubted  Sonne, 
Some  other  doe  surmise  this  Favour  was : 
Againe,  some  tbinke  by  Chaunce  it  came  to  passe. 
Another  sales  of  Vertue  it  begoone. 
What  Mate  is  he  that  daylie  is  at  hand  ? 
Faire  speaking  he  and  glosing  Flattrie  bif^ht. 
What  be  thatslowly  comes  behind  ?  Anns.  Despight. 
What  they  (I  pray)  that  him  inviron  stand  ? 
Wealth,  Honor,  Pride,  and  ndbie  needefiill  Lawes. 
And  leading  Lust  that  drives  to  thousand  ills, 
ll^hat  meane  those  wings,  and  painted  qoiuering 

fiuills? 
Cause  npward  aie  Dame  Fortune  Favour  drawes. 
Why  biinde  is  Favour  made?   (Auns.)  for  cause 
That  is  unthriftte  once  yplast  amownt        [that  he 
From  baser  step  not  had  in  any  cownt 
Cannot  disceme  his  Friends,  or  what  they  be. 
Why  treades  he  on  the  tickle  turning  wheele  ? 
He  followes  Fortunes  steps  and  giddie  Gate 
Unstaid  Chaunces^aye  unstedfast  mate: 
And  when  that  things  are  well,  can  never  feele. 
Then  tell  me  one  thing  else  to  please  my  minde 
My  last  demaund.    What  meanes  his  swelling  so  ? 
How  chaunst  that  Fauour  doth  so  prowdly  go  ? 
Good  haps  by  course  us  men  doe  maken  biinde. 


THE  LOUER 

WIIOSB  LAOIB  DWELT  FAST  BY  A  PSISOR. 

Onb  day  I  hide  mee  fast  vnto  the  place 
Where  lodgde  ray  Loue,  a  passing  propre  dame 


For  head,  hand,  leg,  llm,  wealth,  wit,  eomly  grace 
And  being  there  my  sute  1  gan  to  finuue. 
The  smokie  sighes  bewrayde  my  fierie  flame. 
But  cniell  she,  disdainefull,  coy  and  cant, 
Forst  not  my  words,  but  quaiki  hir  friend  atfiuA 

Whereat  f  lookt  me  vp,  a  wofiiU  Wight, 
And  threw  mine  eies  vp  to  the  painted  Skie, 
In  minde  to  waile  my  hap :  And  saw  in  eight 
Not  fiirre  from  thenoe,  a  place  where  Prisners  lie, 
For  crimes  forepast  the  after  paynes  to  trie : 
A  Laberinth,  a  tothsome  Lodge  to  dwell, 
A  Dungeon  deepe,  a  Dampe  as  darke  as  HelL 

O  happie  you  (quoth  I)  that  feele  the  foice 
Of  girding  Gyue,  thirst,  colde  and  stonie  bed. 
Respect  of  mee,  whose  loue  hath  no  remone: 
In  death  you  Hue,  but  I.in  life  am  dcd. 
Your  ioy  is  yet  to  come,  my  pleasure  fledL* 
^n  prison  you  haue  minds  at  fireedome  aye, 
I  free  am  tbrall,  whose  lone  seekes  his  decaye. 


Unworthie  you  to  Hue  in  snch  i 
Whose  former  feults  repentance  did  bewaile: 
More  fitter  were  this  Ladie  mercileHe 
At  grate  to  stand,  with  wfaome  no  teares  \ 
More  worthie  she  to  liue  in  lothsome  Gaile 
That  murders  such  as  sue  to  hir  for  life. 
And  spoyles  hir  faithfell  Friends   with  ^itefiJ 
knife. 


COMPLAINT 

Of  THE  LONG  ABSBKCB  OF  Hit  LOUB  TFOH  FIBIT 
ACQUAIMTANCB. 

O  CURSBD,  cruell,  canckred  Chaunce^ 

O  Fortune  fraught  with  spight. 
Why  hast  thou  so  on  sodaine  left 

from  mee  my  chiefe  delight? 

What  glorie  shalt  thoa  gaine  peidie 

or  purcbace  by  thy  rage } 
This  is  no  Conquest  to  be  cald, 

wherefore  thy  wrath  asswage. 

To  soone  eclipsed  was  my  ioy, 

my  dolors  grow  to  £ut : 
For  want  of  hir  that  is  my  life, 

my  life  it  can  not  last: 

Is  this  thy  fickle  kind  so  soone 

to  hoise  a  man  to  ioy, 
And  ere  he  touch  the  top  of  blisae 

to  breede  him  siich  anoy  ? 

Now  doe  I  plaine  peroeiue  and  see 

that  Poets  feine  not  all, 
For  churlish  Chaunce  is  compted  blind 

and  fuU  of  filthy  GalL 

I  thought  there  bad  bene  no  such  Dame 

ne  Goddesse  on  a  wheele : 
But  now  too  well  1  know  hir  kinde, 

too  soone  hir  force  I  feele. 


And  that  which  doth  augment  my 
and  maketh  more  my  wo. 

Is,  for  I  felt  a  sodaine  ioy 
where  now  this  griefe  doth  grow. 
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If  thou  hadst  ment  (vnhappie  bap) 

thus  to  baue  nipt  my  ioy. 
Why  didst  thoa  show  a  smiling  cheere 

that  shouldst  haue  lookte  acoy  ? 

For  griefcs  do  nothing  grutch  at  all 

but  where  was  blisse  before: 
None  wailes  the  want  of  wealth  so  mncb 

as  he  that  had  the  store. 

Not  he  that  neaer  saw  the  SuDoe 

complaynes  for  lack  of  light. 
But  such  as  saw  his  Golden  gleames 

and  knew  his  cfaeerefuU  might 

Too  late  I  learne  througli  spitefoll  chaunce 

that  ioy  is  mixt  with  wo, 
And  ech  good  hap  hath  hate  in  boord, 

the  course  of  things  is  so. 

So  poyson  lurcks  in  Soger  swcete, 

the  Hooke  so  hides  the  bayte: 
Euen  so  in  greene  and  pleasant  grasse 

the  Serpent  lies  in  wayte. 

Vlysses  wife  I  learne  at  last 

thy  sorow  and  distrcsse, 
In  absence  of  thy  lingring  Loue, 

that  should  thy  woes  redi-esse. 

Great  was  your  grief  (ye  Greekish  Girls) 

whilst  stately  Troie  stood. 
And  kept  your  husbands  fh>m  your  laps 

in  periil  of  their  blood. 

All  ye  therefore  that  haue  assayde 

what  torments  lack  procures 
Of  that  you  loue,  lament  my  fate 

which  ooerlong  endures. 

Ye  winds  transport  my  soking  sighes 

to  my  newe  chosen  Friend, 
So  may  my  sorow  swage  perhaps 

and  dreerie  state  haue  ende. 

Ve  sighes  make  trae  report  of  teares^ 

that  so  beraioe  my  brest. 
As  Helens  husbands  neuer  were 

for  treason  of  his  Guest. 

[f  tfaou  (my  Letter)  maist  attaine 

the  place  of  hir  abode. 
Doe  thou,  as  Herauld  of  the  heart, 

my  aorrowes  quite  Tnlode. 

[n  thee  as  in  a  Myrrour  cleare 

or  Christall  may  she  vewe 
My  pangues,  my  paynes,  01  y  sighet  and  teares 

which  Tigers  could  but  rewe. 

rhere  shall  she  see  my  secret  parts 

cncombied  all  with  mone, 
Vf  y  fainting  lims,  my  vapord  eien 

with  heart  as  colde  as  stone. 

know  she  can  bnt  me  my  case 
when  thou  presentst  my  sute, 
therefore  play  thou  thy  part  so  well 
that  I  may  reape  t&e  frute. 

ind  if  (when  she  bath  read  thee  through) 

she  place  thee  in  hir  lap,- 
Then  chaungethy  cheere  thy  Maiaterhath 

his  long  desired  hap. 
VOIi.  IX. 


THE  VENTROUS  LOUER 


AFTER  LONG  AB9BNCB  GRADES  HIB  LADTB  TO 
MEETS  WITH  HIM  IN  PLACE  TO  SVTERPARLB 
OF  HIR  AUENTURES. 

If  so  Leander  durst 

from  Abydon  to  Sest 
To  swim,  to  Hero  whom  he  chose 

his  Friend  aboue  the  rest, 

And  gage  his  comely  corse 

vnto  the  sowsing  Tyde 
To  lay  his  water  beaten  lims 

fast  by  hir  tender  side: 

Then  I  (my  Deare)  whose  gleames 

and  ardor  doth  surpasse 
The  scorching  flame  and  biasing  beatc 

that  in  Leander  was. 

May  well  presume  to  take 

the  greatest  toyle  in  baude, 
To  reach  the  place  where  thou  dost  lodge 

the  chiefe  of  Venus  bande. 

For  not  JLeanders  loue 

my  friendship  doth  excell. 
Nor  Hero  may  compare  with  hir 

that  beares  Dame  Beauties  Bell. 

There  resteth  nought  for  thee 

but  to  assigne  the  place. 
The  mirrie  day,  the  ioyfoU  houre 

when  I  may  see  thy  fase: 

Appoint  the  certaine  Tide 

and  fixed  stem  of  stay. 
And  thou  shalt  see  thy  faithfuU  ,Friend 

will  quickly  eome  his  way. 

Not  dreeding  any  doubt: 

but  ventrously  wilt  go 
Through  thick  and  thin  to  gaine  a  gtimse 

of  thee  his  sogred  fo. 

Where  when  by  hap  we  raeete, 

our  long  endured  woes 
Shall  stint  by  force  of  friendly  thoughts 

which  we  shall  then  disclose. 

Then  eylher  may  Tnfoldc 

the  secrets  of  the  hart. 
And  show  how  long  dislodge  hath  bred 

our  cruell  cutting  smart. 

Then  may  we  freely  chat 

of  all  forepassed  toyes. 
And  put  those  pensiue panges  to  flight 

with  newe  recourse  o(  ioyes. 

Then  pleasure  shall  possesse 

the  lodge  where  Dolour  lay. 
And  mirrie  blincks  put  clowdes  of  care 

and  lowring  lookes  away. 

Then  kissing  may  be  plide 

and  clipping  put  in  ure. 
And  lingred  sores  by  Cupids  salues 

aspire  to  quick  recure. 

Oh  dreede  thou  not  at  all, 

set  woraens  feare  a  part 
And  take  the  courage  of  a  man, 

that  hast  a  manly  hart. 
TT 
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Id  hostage  aie  with  thee 

to  use  at  thy  dcuise. 
Id  all  afiaires  and  nccdefuU  howres 

as  matter  shall  arise. 

Reuoke  to  louing  minde 

how  ventrous  Thisbe  met 
In  feareftill  might  with  Pyramns 

where  Ninus  Tombe  was  set. 

So  hazard  thou  to  come 

unto  the  pointed  place. 
To  thwart  thy  Friend,  and  meete  with  him 

that  loogs  to  see  thy  face. 

Who  better  will  attende 

thy  friendly  commtng  there, 
Than  Pynunus  of  Thysbe  did 

bis  disappointed  Feere. 

For  (oh)  their  meeting  was 

the  reaoer  of  their  breath. 
The  crop  of  endlesse  care,  and  cause 

of  either  Louers  death. 

But  we  so  warely  will 

our  fixed  time  attende, 
As  DO  mishap  shall  grow  thereby^ 

and  thus  1  make  an  ende 

With  wishing  well  to  thee, 

and  hope  to  meete  in  place 
To  enterparle  with  thee  (my  Friend) 

and  tell  my  dolefull  case. 


TO  MAISTER  GOOGE 

BIS  SONET  OUT  OF  BIGHT  OVT  OF  THOUGHT. 

Thb  lesse  I  tee,  the  more  my  teene. 
The  more  my  teene  the  greater  griefe 
The  greater  griefe,  the  lesser  seene^ 
The  lesser  seene,  the  lesse  reliefe; 
The  lesse  reliefe  the  heauier  spright. 
When  P.  is  farthest,  out  of  sight. 

The  rarer  seene,  the  rifer  sobs 
The  rlfer  sobbes,  the  sadder  hart, 
The  saddar  hart,  the  greater  throbs. 
The  greater  throbs,  the  worser  smart. 
The  worser  smart  proceedes  of  this 
That  I  my  P.  so  often  misse. 

The  nearer  too,  the  more  I  smildj). 
The  more  1  srailde,  the  merier  minde : 
The  mirrie  minde  doth  thought  exile. 
And  thought  ezilde  recourse  I  finde 
Of  heauenly  ioyes  all  this  delight 
Haue  I  when  P.  is  once  in  sight. 


THE  LOUER 

WHOSE  M18TRE8SE  FEARED  A  MOUSE,  DECLARETH 
THAT  HE  WOULD  BECOME  A  CAT,  IF  HE  MIGHT 
HAUE  HIS  DESIRE. 

If  I  might  alter  kinde, 

what  think  you  I  would  bee. 
Nor  Fish,  nor  Foule,  nor  Fie,  nor  Frog 

nor  Squirrel  on  the  Tree. 


I1ie  Pish  the  hooke,  the  Fout« 

the  lymed  twig  doth  catch. 
The  Fie  the  Finger,  and  tbe  Frog 

the  Bustard  doth  dispatch. 

The  Squirrill  tbincking  naught 
that  feately  cracks  the  nut. 

The  greedie  Gosbawke  wanting  pray 
in  dread  of  death  doth  put. 

But  scorning  all  these  kindes 

I  would  become  a  Cat, 
To  combat  with  the  creeping  Mouse 

and  scratch  the  screeking  Rat. 

I  would  be  present  aye 

and  at  my  Ladies  call. 
To  gard  hir  firom  the  fearefuU  Mouse 

in  Parlour  and  in  Hall. 

In  Kitchin  for  his  lyfe 

he  should  not  shew  his  bed. 

The  Peare  in  Poke  should  lie  untoucfat 
when  shee  were  gone  to  bed. 

The  Mouse  should  stand  in  feare, 
so  should  the  squeaking  Bat: 

All  this  would  I  doe  if  I  were 
converted  to  a  Cat 


THE  LOUER 

DRIVER  TO  ABSENT  HIM  FROM    R18   UIOII^ 
BEWAVLBS  BIS  ESTATX. 

When  angrieGreekes  with  Trojans  fought 
In  minde  to  sack  their  welthie  Towne, 
King  Agamemnon  needefuU  thought 
To  beate  the  neighbour  Cities  downe. 
And  by  his  Princely  power  to  quell 
Such  as  by  Pryams  Realme  did  dwell. 

Thus  forth  he  trauailde  with  his  trsune 
Till  he  vnto  Lymesus  came. 
Where  cruell  fight  he  did  maintaine. 
And  slue  such  Wights  as  were  of  feme : 
Downe  went  the  walles  and  all  to  wrack 
And  so  was  Lymes  brought  to  sack. 

Two  Noble  Dames  of  passing  shape 
UnUKthe  Prince  were  brought  in  fine 
That  might  compare  with  Paris  rape. 
Their  glimering  beauties  so  did  shine: 
The  Prince  choze  fayrest  of  the  twaine. 
And  Achyll  tother  for  his  paine. 

And  thus  the  warlike  Chieftaines  liude 
Eche  with  his  ladie  in  delight: 
Till  Agamemnon  was  depriude 
Of  hir  that  golden  Chryses  hight. 
For  Gods  did  will  as  (Poets  faine) 
That  he  should  yeelde  hir  vp  agaiae. 

Which  done,  he  reft  Achytles  Mate 
To  serue  in  Chrysis  place  at  neede. 
Not  forcing  on  the  fowle  debate 
That  followde  of  that  cruell  deede: 
For  why  Acbylles  g^tched  sore 
I'o  lose  the  Lasse  be  wan  before. 
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And  vhat  €or  griefe  and  great  disdaine 
Tbe  Greeke  his  Helmet  boong  aside, 
Aod  Sworde  thatmaDj  a  Knight  bad  slaine. 
And  Shield  that  Troian  Darts  had  tride: 
Refusing  to  approcb  the  place 
Where  he  was  woont  bis  foes  to  chase. 

His  manly  courage  was  appatde 
His  valiant  heart  began  to  yeclde. 
His  brewned  armes  that  earst  were  galde 
With  clattring  Armour  in  the  field 
Had  lost  their  ibroe,  his  fist  did  faint. 
His  gladsome  songs  were  growne  to  plaint. 

His  month  refusde  his  woonted  ibode. 
His  tongue  could  feele  no  tast  of  meat. 
His  hanging  cheekes  declarde  his  moode, 
His  fealtred  beard  with  haire  vnset, 
Bewraid  his  sodaine  chaunge  of  cheere 
For  loosing  of  bis  louing  Feere. 

His  eares  but  sorrowes  sound  could  heare. 
The  Trumpets  tune  was  quite  forgot. 
His  eies  were  fraught  with  many  a  teare, 
W borne  carcking  care  permitted  not 
The  pleasant  slumber  to  retaine 
To  quite  the  sielie- Misers  paine. 

The  thoosande  part  of  pensioe  care 
The  Noble  Greeke  endured  than 
In  Bryseis  absence,  to  declare 
It  hm  surmounts  the  Wit  of  man: 
But  sure  a  Martyr  right  he  linde 
Of  Bryseis  beautie  once  beriude. 

If  thus  Achyllcs  valiant  heart 
Were  wrapt  in  web  of  wailefull  wo. 
That  was  invrde  too  dint  of  Dart 
His  louing  Bryseis  to  fcrgo. 
If  thus  the  sturdie  Greeke  (I  say) 
Bewaild  the  night  and  wept  the  day: 

Then  blame  not  mee  a  louing  Wight 
Whome  Nature  made  to  Cnpids  tiow 
To  Hue  in  such  a  piteous  plight, 
Bewasht  with  wanes  of  worser  wo 
Than  euer  was  the  Greekish  Peere 
Dispoiled  of  his  Darling  deere. 

For  I  of  force  am  foine  to  flee 
The  presse,  the  presence  and  the  plac6 
Of  you  my  Loue  a  bmuer  B. 
Than  Bryseis  was  for  foote  and  face. 
For  Head,  for  Haude,  for  Carkasse  eke 
Not  to  be  matcht  of  any  Greeke. 

Whose  troth  you  haue  full  oflen  tride, 
Whose  heart  hath  bene  vnfolded  qui;;ht 
Wh.jse  faith  by  friendship  was  discride 
Whose  ioy  cont^isted  in  your  sight. 
Whose  paine  was  pleasure  if  in  place 
He  might  but  gaze  Tpon  thy  face. 

O  dolcfiiU  Greeke  I  would  I  might 
Fxchaunge  my  trouble  for  thy  paine: 
For  then  I  hope  I  should  acquite 
INIy  griefe  with  gladsome  ioyes  againe* 
Fv»r  Bryseis  made  rctourc  to  thee, 
'^Nould  B.  might  doe  the  like  to  mcc. 


But  to  ezchaunge  my  Loue  for  thine. 
Or  B.  for  Bryseis  I  ne  would: 
To  labour  in  tbe  Leaden  Mine. 
And  leaue  the  ground  where  growes  the  Golde 
I  minde  it  not,  it  foUie  were 
To  choose  tbe  Pare,  and  Ijsaue  the  Peare. 


THAT  LOUERS  OUGHT  RATHER  BY  FIRST  AC* 
QOAINTANCE  TO  SHEW  THEIR  MEANINGS  Bt 
PEN  THEN   BY   MOUTH. 

If  all  that  feele  the  fits  of  looe 
And  flanckiing  sparkes  of  Cupids  fire. 
By  tatling  tongues  should  say  to  moue 
Their  Ladies  to  their  fonde  desire: 
No  doubt  a  number  would  but  gaine 
A  badge  of  FoUie  for  their  paine. 

For  Ladies  eyther  would  suspect 
Those  sogrdd  wordes  so  sweete  to  eare 
With  secret  poysons  baite  infect : 
Or  else  would  wisely  stande  in  feare. 
That  all  such  flame  as  so  did  bume 
To  dustie  Cinders  soone  would  turner 

For  he  that  bluntly  doth  presume 
On  small  acquaintaince  to  display 
His  hidden  fire  by  casting  fiime 
Of  wanton  wordes,  doth  misse  the  way 
To  win  the  Wight  be  honours  so, 
For  of  a  Friend  he  makes  a  Fo. 

For  who  is  shee  tliat  may  endure 
The  dapper  tearmes  that  Loners  vse } 
And  painted  Proems  to  procure 
The  modest  Matrons  minde  to  mnse? 
No,  first  let  writings  go  to  tell 
Yonr  Ladies  that  you  loue  them  welU 

And  when  that  time  hath  triall  made 
Of  perfect  loue  and  faithfull  brest. 
Then  boldly  may  you  further  wade 
This  counsell  I  accoumpt  as  best: 
And  this  (my  Deare)  procurde  my  Quill 
To  write,  and  tongue  to  be  so  still. 

Which  now  at  first  shall  flatly  showe 
(As  faithful  Herald  of  the  hart) 
The  perfect  loue  to  thee  I  owe 
That  breedst  my  ioy,  and  wilt  my  smttrt, 
Unlesse  at  last  (Remembraunce)  rue 
Upon  bir  (thought)  that  will  be  true. 

Witerefore  I  say,  go  slender  scrole 
To  bir  the  sielie  Mouse  that  sboonnes, 
Salute  in  friendly  sort  the  soule 
Among  those  pretie  beastcs  that  woonnes. 
That  bit  the  pocat  for  the  Peare, 
And  breede  the  soule  to  such  a  feare. 


AN  EPITAPH 

OF  MAISTER  WIN  DROWNED  IN  THE  8BA. 

Who  so  thou  art  that  passest  by  this  place 

And  ninst  at  random  on  this  sliper  way. 

Recline  thy  listning  eare  to  mee  a  space 

Doe  stay  thy  ship  and  hearken  what  I  say: 

Cast  Ankor  here  vntill  my  tale  be  donne. 

So  maisttbou  cbaunce  tbe  like  mishaps  to  Bbonne. 
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Learne  this  of  mee,  that  men  doe  line  to  die 
And  Death  decayes  tbe  worthiest  Wightes  of  all. 
No  worldly  wealth  or  kingdomes  can  supplie 
Or  ;:arde  their  princes  from  tbe  fatall  fall: 
One  way  to  come  vnto  this  life  we  see, 
But  to  be  rid  thereof  a  thousand  bee. 

My  gallant  youth  and  Arolick  yeares  bebight 
Mee  longer  age,  and  siluer  haires  to  bane, 
I  thought  my  day  would  neuer  come  to  night. 
My  prime  prouokte  me  to  forget  my  graue: 
1  thought  by  water  to  haue  scapte  the  death. 
That  now  amid  the  Seas  doe  lose  my  breath. 

Now,  now  the  churlisb  chanell  me  doe  chock 
Now  surging  Seas  conspire  to  breede  my  carke 
Now  fightiner  flouds  enforce  me  to  the  rock, 
Charybdis  Whelps  and  Scyllas  Dogs  doe  barke 
Now  hope  of  life  is  past,  now,  now  I  see 
That  W.  can  no  more  a  liues  man  bee.. 

Yet  I  doe  well  affie  for  my  desart 
(When  cruell  death  bath  doue  the  worst  it  may) 
Of  well  renowmed  Fame  to  haue  a  part 
To  saue  my  heart  from  ruine  and  decay: 
And  that  is  all  that  thou  or  I  may  gaine. 
And  so  adue,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  paioe. 


O  Neptune  churlish  Chuf,  O  wayward  Woolf 

O  God  of  Seas  by  name,  no  God  in  deede, 

O  Tiran  Ruler  of  tbe  grauell  Goolfe 

Where  greater  Fish  on  lesser  Spawoe  doth  feede 

Why  dost  thou  drench  with  deadly  Mace  a  Wight 

That  well  deserudc  to  run  bis  course  aright? 

O  cruell  cursed  tide,  O  weltring  waue 
That  W.  wrought  this  detestable  care 
O  wrathfull  surge,  why  wouldst  thou  not  vouchsafe 
A  mid  the  rage  so  good  a  youth  to  spare. 
And  suffer  him  in  luckie  Sark  to  reach 
Tbe  pleasant  Port  of  ease  and  blisfull  beach? 

But  what  though  surging  Seas  and  tossing  Tide 
Haue  done  their  worst  and  vttered  all  their  foroe 
In  working  W.  wrack  that  so  bath  tride. 
The  cruelst  rage  that  might  befall  his  Corse: 
Yet  naythelesse  his  euer  during  name 
Is  fast  ingraude  within  the  house  of  Fame. 

Let  Fishes  feede  Tpon  his  6esh  apace. 
Let  crawling  Cungers  creepe  about  his  l>ones. 
Let  Wonnes  awake  and  W  :  Carkasse  race 
For  why  it  was  appointed  for  the  nones : 
But  when  they  haue  done  all  the  spite  they  can 
His  good  report  shall  line  in  mouth  of  man. 

In  stead  of  stonie  Tombe  and  MarUe  Gnuc 
In  lieu  of  a  Lamentable  Verse, 
Let  W.  on  the  sandie  Cheasell  haue 
This  dolefull  rime  in  stead  of  better  Uierse: 
Lo,  here  among  the  Wormes  doth  W.  woon 
That  well  deserue  a  farther  race  to  roon. 

But  since  his  fete  allotted  him  to  fell 
Amid  the  sowsing  Seas  and  troublous  Tide, 
Let  not  bis  death  his  feitbfuU  Friends  appall 
For  be  is  not  the  first  that  so  hath  dide,    . 
Nor  shall  be  scene  the  last:  as  nie  away 
To  Heauen  by  waters  as  by  Land  they  say* 


PRAISE  OF  Hf8  LOVE, 

Appelles  lay  the  Pensile  downe 

and  shun  thy  woonted  skill. 
Let  brute  no  more  with  flattrin^  TniBipe 

the  Gieekitfh  Eaitrs  fulfill : 

Call  not  to  thee  such  Paiiitere  praise 

as  thou  bast  done  of  yore. 
Least  thou  in  fine  be  foiled  flat 

and  gained  glorie  lore. 

So  seeke  not  to  disgrace  the  Greekes 

thy  louiog  Natiue  land. 
But  rather  from  depainting  formes 

withdrawe  thy  skillesse  hand. 


For  60  ibou  stiffdy  stand  and  y 
that  thou  wilt  frame  bir  like 

Wbome  I  extoll  aboue  the  Stancs, 
thou  art  a  stately  Gneke. 


As  soone  with  might  thon  mayst  r 
the  Rock  from  whence  it  growes. 

As  frame  bir  feauturde  forme  in  whome 
such  flouds  of  graces  flowes. 

If  I  might  speake  unhurt  of  hate, 

I  would  auaunt  that  kinde 
In  spite  of  Rose  and  Li  Hie  both 

had  hir  in  earth  assigode 

To  dwell  among  the  daintie'Dames 
that  sbce  hath  placed  hcere : 

Cause,  by  hir  passing  feautnre  might 
Dame  Natures  skill  appeere. 

Hir  Haire  surmounts  Apollos  pride 

in  it  such  beautie  raines 
Hir  glistring  eies  the  Chrystall  fejre 

and  finest  Saphire  staines. 


A  little  mouth  with  decent  Chin, 

a  Corall  lip  of  hue. 
With  Teethe  as  white  as  Whale  his 

•ech  one  in  order  due. 

A  body  blamelesse  to  be  found, 
Armes  rated  to  the  same: 

Such  Hands  with  Azure  deckt,  as  all 
that  warre  with  hir  doe  shame. 

As  for  the  partes  in  covert  kept 

and  what  is  not  in  sight, 
I  doe  csteeme  them  by  the  reait 

not  forcing  on  dispight. 

If  I  were  forenuin  of  the  Snest 

my  verdit  to  expresse, 
Foi^giue  mee  (Phoebus)  of  thy  place 

sbee  should  thee  dlspossesse. 


P.  should  be  raised  to  the  clowdes 

and  Phoebus  brought  alow. 
For  that  there  should  liue  none  in  enrth 

but  might  hir  vettue  know. 

Thus  to  conclude  and  make  an  ende, 

to  vouch  I  dare  be  bolde: 
As  soone  as  Nature  had  hir  made 

all  Natures  ware  was  sokle. 
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THE  COMPLAINT 

OF  ▲  FRIBID  OF  HIS  HAUIMG  LOS*  HI!  DOUE. 

What  »hold  I  shed  my  teares  to  show  mine  in- 
ward pain  [again. 
Since  that  the  lewell  I  have  lost  may  not  be  had 
Yet  booUesse  thouj^b  it  bee  to  utter  couart  smart 
It  is  a  roeane  to  cure  the  griefe,  and  make  a  ioy- 

fiill  hart  [Lone, 

Wberefure  I  say  to  you  that  haue  enjoyde  your 
Lament  xirith  me  iu  wofull  wise  for  loosing  of  my 

Done.  .  [bereft. 

You  Turtle  Cocks  that  are  your  louing  Hennes 
And  do  bewaile  your  cruell  cbi^unce  that  you  alive 

are  left  : 
Come  hither,  come  I  say,  come  hie  in  haste  to  mee. 
Let  eyther  make  his  dolefull  plaint  amid  this 

dreerie  tree. 
A  fitter  place  than  tliis  may  bo  where  else  be  found 
For  friendly  Eccho  here  will  cause  ech  cry  to  yelde 

a  sound. 
In  youth  it  was  my  lucke  on  such  a  Doue  to  light. 
As  by  good  nature  wan  my  loue,  she  was  my  whole 

dclite  [hue, 

A  fresher  fowle  than  mine  for  shape  and  beauties 
Was  neuer  any  man  on  earth  that  had  the  hap  to 

▼ewe. 
I>ame  Nature  hir  had  framde  so  perfite  in  hir  kinde 
As  not  the  spiteful  man  himself  one  fault  in  hir 

could  finde. 
Hir  eie  so  passing  pure,  hir  beake  so  braue  and  fit. 
The  stature  of  hir  limmes  so  small,  hir  head  so 

full  of  wit, 
Hir  neck  of  so  good  sise,  hir  plume  of  colour  white, 
Hir  legs  and  feete  so  finely  made,  thou  seldom 

seene  in  sight :  [his  place 

Ecbe  part  so  fitly  pight  as  none  mought  chaunge 
Nor  any  Bird  cobid  lightly  haue  so  good  aud 

braue  a  grace. 
But  most  of  all  that  1  did  fansie,  was  hir  voyce,* 
For  sweete  it  was  unto  mine  eare,  and  made  the 

hart  rejoyce 
No  sooner  could  I  come  in  place  where  she  was  set. 
Bat  up  she  rose,  and  ioyfiill  would  hir  Mate  and 

loner  met. 
Abontmy  tender  neck  she  would  haue  clasped  tho, 
And  laid  hir  beake  betwixt  my  lips,  sweet  kisses 

to  bcsto.  [me  at  all. 

And  ought  besides  that  mought  haue  pleasurde 
Was  neuer  man  that  had  a  Birde  so  fit  to  play 

withail.  [mce. 

When  I  for  ioy  did  sing,  she  would  have  song  with 
When  I  was  wo^  my  grief  was  hirs,  she  wold  not 

pleasant  be.  [Death, 

But  (oh)  amid  my  ioy(>s  came  cnicll  canckred 
And  spiting  at  my  pleasures  reft  my  louing  bird 

hir  breath . 
Who  findinii^  me  alack,  and  absent  on  a  day. 
Caught  bow  in  hand,  and  strak  hir  downe,  a  bred- 

ing  as  she  lay.  [Doue, 

Since  1  haue  cause  to  waile  the  death  of  such  a 
(Good  Turtles)  help  me  to  lament  the  losse  of  my 

true  loue. 
The  tree  whereon  she  sat  shall  be  the  place  where  I 
Will  sing  my  last,  and  end  my  life :  fur  (Turtles) 

I  must  die. 
Voa  know  it  is  our  kinde,  we  can  not  line  alone, 
More  pleasant  is  the  death  to  us  then  life  when 

loue  is  gone. 
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To  tell  a  farther  tale  my  fainting  breath  denies:. 
And  selfie  same  death  that  slue  my  Doue,  begins 
to  close  mine  eies. 


THAT  LOVERS 

OU«HT  TO  SHURNB  RO  PAINES  TO  ATTAIlff 
THBfR  LOUE. 

If  MarchaunU  in  their  warped  Keales 

commit  them  seines  to  wane. 
And  dreadfull  dann9;er  of  the  GouKe 

in  tempest  that  doth  raae. 

To  fet  from  farre  and  Forraine  lands 

such  ware  as  is  to  sell. 
And  is  not  in  their  Natiue  soile 

where  they  themselues  doe  dwell : 

If  Souldiars  serve  in  peri  lis  place 

and  dread  of  Cannon  shot, 

Ech  day  in  dannger  of  their  liues 

.  and  Countrie  losse  God  wot. 

Whose  Musick  is  the  drcad&ill  Dramme 

and  dolefull  Trumpets  sounde, 
Who  haue  in  stead  of  better  bed 

the  colde  and  stoiiie  grounde. 

And  all  tVtnine  the  spoilc  with  spccde 

of  such  as  doe  witbstande, 
Which  slender  is  sometime  we  see 

when  so  it  comes  to  handc ; 

If  they  for  lucre  bight  sustaine 

such  perill  as  ensues, 
Then  those  that  serue  the  Lordc  of  Loue 

no  traoaile  ought  refuse. 

But  lavish  of  their  linely  breath 

all  tempest  to  abide, 
To  maintaine  Loue  and  all  his  lawcs 

what  Fortune  so  betide. 

And  not  to  shrink  at  erie  showre 

or  stormie  flawe  that  lights, 
Ne  yet  to  y'eeld  themselves  as  thrall 

to  such  as  with  them  fights. 

Such  are  not  fit  for  Cupids  Campe, 

they  ought  no  wages  win 
Which  faint  before  the  clange  of  Trump 

or  Battels  broyle  begin. 

They  must  not  make  account  of  hurt, 

for  Cupid  bath  in  store 
Continually  within  his  Campe 

a  salue  for  erie  sore. 

Their  Ensigne  bearer  is  so  stoute 

ecleaped  Hope  by  name. 
As  if  they  fuliow  his  aduise 

eche  thing  shall  be  in  frame. 

But  if  for  want,  of  courage  stonte 

the  Banner  be  bereft. 
If  hope  by  hap  be  stricken  downe, 

and  no  good  hope  yleft: 

Tis  time  with  Trump  to  blow  retreate, 

the  Field  must  needes  be  woon : 
So  Cupid  once  be  Captiv^  tane 

his  Souldiers  are  undoon. 
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Wherefore,  what  go  they  are  that  Loue 

as  waged  men  doe  seme : 
Must  shun  no  daunger  drift  at  all 

ne  from  no  perill  swenie. 

Keepe  watch  and  warde  the  wakefull  night 

and  neuer  yeelde  to  rest : 
For  fcare  least  thou  a  waiting  naught 

on  sodaine  be  opprest. 

Though  hunger  gripe  thy  emptie  Maw 

endure  it  for  a  while. 
Till  time  doe  serue  with  good  repast 

such  famine  to  beguile. 

Be  not  with  chilly  colde  dismaide^ 

let  Snow  nor  Ise  procure 
Thy  lustfull  limmes  from  painefuH  plight 

thy  Ladie  to  allure. 

That  is  the  spoyle  that  Cupid  giues 

that  is  the  oncly  Wight 
Whereat  his  Thralls  are  woont  to  rout 

with  Arrowes  from  their  sight 

My  selfe  as  one  among  the  moe, 

shall  neuer  spare  to  spend 
My  life,  my  limmes,  yea  hart  and  all 

Loues  quarrell  to  defend. 

And  so  in  recompense  of  paines 

and  toile  of  perills  past. 
He  yeelde  me  but  my  Indies  loue : 

1  will  not  be  agast. 

Of  Fortune,  nor  hir  frowning  face, 
I  naught  shall  force  hir  cheere^ 

But  tend  on  erie  turue  on  hir 
that  is  my  louing  Feerc 


A  REQUEST 

OF  FRIENDSHIP   TO    TULCANS    WTFB    MADK  BY 
MARS. 

Though  froward  Fortune  would  that  you  who  are 
So  braue  a  dame,  with  Vulcan  shoulden  linck: 
Yet  may  yon  loue  the  lustie  God  of  warre. 
And  bleare  his  eies  that  no  such  frawde  will  thinck. 
Tis  Cupids  charge,  and  all  the  Gods  agree. 
That  you  be  Feere  to  bim,  and  Friend  to  mee. 


THE  LOUER 

THAT  HAD  LOUBD  LONG    WITHOUT  REQUITAL  OF 
GOOD  WILL. 

Long  did  I  loue,  and  likte  hir  passing  well 
Whose  beautie  bred  the  thraldom  of  my  thought, 
Long  did  I  sue  to  hir  for  to  expell 
The   foule   disdain   that   beauties   beames    had 

wrought: 
Long  did  I  serue,  and  Long  I  would  baue  doon. 
My  minde  was  bent  a  thorow  pace  to  roon. 

Long  when  I  bad  looude,  sude,  and  serued  so, 
A^  mought  baue  likte  as  braue  a  Dame  as  sbee, 
Hir  Friend  shee  forced  not  but  let  him  go. 
She  looude  at  least  besides  bim  two  or  three : 
Hir  common  cheare  to  erie  one  that  sude, 
Bred  me  to  deeme  shee  did  hir  Friend  delude. 


Great  was  my  griefe  at  first  to  be  refusde 
That  Long  had  looude  with  true  unfained  bart^ 
fint  when  I  sawe  I  had  been  long  abusde 
I  forste  the  lesse  from  such  a  friend  to  part : 
Yet  ore  1  gaue  hir  up  I  gainde  a  thing 
That  griefe  to  hir,  and  ease  to  me  did  bring. 


TO  A  FTUEND 

THAT  WILD  HIM  TO  BEWARX  OF  BJfVIS. 

This  sounde  aduise  and  connseU  sent  from  yoa 
With  fViendly  hart  that  ygo  (my  friend)  doe  gioe» 
With  willing  rainde  I  purpose  to  ensue. 
And  to  beware  of  Enuie  while  1  line. 
For  spitefull  it  doth  naugfat  but  malice  brae 
Aye  seeking  Loue  from  faithfull  harts  to  rine. 
And  plant  in  place  where  perfit  Friendship  gnie 
A  mortal  bate  good  Nature  to  depriue : 
And  those  that  nip  mee  by  the  back  behinde, 
I  trust  yoa  shall  untrue  reporters  finde. 


OF  MISREPORTERS. 

I  HOPE  (mine  Owne)  this  fixed  Lowe  of  thine 

Is  so  well  staide  and  rooted  deepe  in  brest 

That  not,  unlesse  thou  see  it  with  thine  eine 

That  I  from  thee  my  loue  and  Friendship  wrcst. 

Thou  wilt  untie  the  knot  of  thy  behest. 

I  trust  yourself  of  Enuie  will  beware 

That  wild  your  friend  take  heede  of  Eouies  ssaic. 


THAT    NO  'man    SROIJLD    WRITE    ROT    SUCH  IS 
DOE  EXCBLL. 

Should  no  man  write  (say  you) 

but  such  as  doe  excell 
This  fbnde  deuise  of  yours  deseraes 

A  Bable  and  a  Bell. 

Then  one  alone  should  doe 

or  verie  few  in  deede : 
For  that  in  erie  Art  there  can 

but  one  alone  exceede. 

Should  others  ydle  bee 

and  waste  their  age  in  vaine. 
That  myght  perhaps  in  after  time 

the  prick  and  price  attaine  } 

By  practice  skill  is  got 

by  practice  wit  is  woonne. 
At  games  you  see  how  many  doe 

to  win  the  wager  roonne. 

Yet  one  among  the  moe 

doth  beare  away  the  Bell: 
Is  that  a  cause  to  say  the  rest 

in  running  did  not  well? 

If  none  in  Phisick  should 

but  onely  Galene  deale. 
Mo  doubt  a  thousand  perish  would 

wbome  Pbysick  now  doth  heale« 
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Eche  one  his  Talent  hatb, 

to  use  at  hlsdeuise: 
Which  makes  that  maoy  men  as  well 

as  one  are  counted  wise. 

For  if  that  Wit  alone 

in  one  should  rest  and  raine, 
Then  God  the  similes  of  other  men 

did  make  but  all  in  vaine. 

Let  eche  one  trie  his  force, 

and  doe  the  best  he  can 
For  thereunto  appointed  were 

•the  hande  and  bed  of  man. 

The  Poet  Horace  Sfftsakes 

against  thy  reason  plaine. 
Who  sayes,  tis  somewhat  to  attempt 

although  thou  not  attaine 

The  scope  in  erie  thing: 

to  touch  the  highst  degree 
Is  passing  hard,  to  doe  the  best 

sufficing  is  for  thee. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND, 

DECLARING    WHAT   VERTUB    IT  16  TO  STICK  TO 
FORMER  PUGHTED  FRIER DSHIP. 

The  sage  and  Siluer  haired  Wights  doe  thinke 
A  vertue  rare  not  to  be  prowde  of  mind 
When  Fortune  smiles :  nor  cowardly  to  shrink 
Though  chaunged  Chaunce  do  shew  hir  self  unkind. 
But  chiefest  prayse  is  to  imbrace  the  roan 
In  weltb  and  wo  with  whome  your  loue  began. 


OP  TWO  DESPERATE  MEN. 

A  MAR  in  deepe  despaire  with  Hempe  in  hand 
Went  out  in  baste  to  ende  his  wretched  dayes: 
And  where  he  thought  the  Oallo  tree  should  stand 
He  found  a  pot  of  gold:  he  goes  his  wayes 
Therewith  eflsoooe,  and  in  exchaunge  be  left 
The  Rope  wherewith  he  would  his  breath  bereft. 

The  greedie  Carle  came  within  a  space 
That  ownd  the  good,  and  saw  the  Pot  behinde 
Where  Ruddocks  lay,  and  in  the  Ruddocks  place' 
A  knottie  Corde,  but  Ruddocks  could  not  finde: 
He  caught  the  Hemp  and  hoong  himselfe  on  tree, 
For  griefe  that  be  his  Treasure  coulde  not  see. 


OF  THE  TORMENTS  OF  HELL  AND  THE 
PAINES  OF  LOUE. 

Though  they  that  wanted  grace 

and  whilome  liued  hccre, 
6u8taine  such  pangues  and  paines  in  Hell 

as  doth  by  Bookts  appeere. 

Though  restless<;  be  the  rage 

of  that  infcmall  route. 
That  voidc  of  feareand  Pitties  plaint 

doe  fliuge  the  fire  aboute. 


And  tosse  the  biasing  brandea 

that  neuer  shall  consume* 
And  breath  on  siely  Soules  that  sit 

and  suffer  furious  fiime : 

Though  Tantall.  Pelops  Sonne 

abide  the  Dropsie  dry. 
And  sterue  with  hunger  where  he  hath 

both  Foode  and  Water  by : 

Though  Tytius  doe  indure 

his  Liuer  to  be  rent 
Of  Vultures  tyring  on  the  same 

unto  his  spoyle  ybent :   . 

And  Sysiphe  though  with  paine 

and  neuer  stinting  drift 
Doe  role  the  stone  from  Mountaynes  top 

and  it  to  Mountaine  lift: 

Though  Belydf  s  doe  broyle 

and  suffer  endlesse  paine. 
In  drawing  water  from  the  deepe 

that  felleth  down  againe : 

Though  Agamemnon s  Sonne 

such  retchlesse  rage  indure. 
By  meane  of  furies  that  with  flame 

his  griefuU  smart  procure: 

Though  Mynos  hath  assignde 

Prometheus  to  the  rack. 
With  hande  and  foote  ystrecht  awide 

till  all  his  limmes  doe  crack: 

To  leade  a  loti  some  life 

and  die  a  living  deaths 
Amid  his  paines  to  waste  his  winde 

and  yet  to  want  no  breath: 

Though  other  stand  in  Stir 
with  Sulphur  that  doth  flame. 

And  other  plunge  in  Phlegiton 
so  gastly  for  the  name : 

Though  Ceiberus  the  kaie 

of  Plotos  Denne  that  beares. 
With  hungrie  throte  and  greedie  gripe 

the  new  come  straunger  teares: 

Tbongh  these  condemned  Ghostes 

such  dreadfull  paine  indures, 
Yet  may  they  not  compare  at  all 

with  pangues  that  Loue  procures. 

His  tiring  iarre  exoeedes 

the  gnawing  of  the  gripes, 
And  with  his  whip  such  lashes  giues 

that  passe  Megeras  stripes. 

He  lets  the  Liuer  lie, 

tormenting  aye  the  Hart : 
He  strikes  and  wounds  his  boundeo  thrall 

with  dubble  bedded  dart. 

His  fire  exceedes  the  flame 

of  deepe  Auernos  lakes: 
And  where  he  once  pretendes  a  plague 

a  spitefull  spoyle  he  makes, 
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His  foes  doe  wake  by  day 

they  dread  to  8le<;pe  the  night: 
They  banne  the  Sonne,  they  curse  the  Moope, 

and  all  that  else  gioes  light 

They  passe  their  lothsome  Hues 

with  not  contented  minde: 
Their  dolefoU  dayes  dnwe  slow  to  date 

as  Cupid  hath  assignde. 

To  Tantall  like,  but  yet 

their  case  is  worse  than  his : 
They  have  that  they  imbrace,  but  straight 

are  quite  bereft  of  biis. 

They  waste  their  wiade  in  sighes 
they  bleare  their  eyes  with  brine : 

They  breake  their  bulcks  with  bowncing  griefe, 
their  harts  with  lingridg  pine. 

Though  Orpheus  were  aliue 

with  Musick  that  appeasde 
The  uglie  Ood  of  Lymbo  Lake, 

and  soules  so  sore  diseasde. 

By  Arte  he  might  not  ease 

the  Louers  fervent  fits, 
Ne  purchase  him  bis  harts  desire 

so  troubled  are  his  wits. 

No  place  of  quiet  rest, 

no  roome  deuoide  of  ruth: 
No  svraging  of  his  endlesse  paine 

whose  death  doth  trie  his  truth. 

His  Chamber  semes  for  naught 

but  witnesse  of  bis  plaint, 
His  Bed  and  Bolster  to  bewaile 

their  Lord  with  Loue  attaint 

The  man  for  mnrther  caught 

and  clogde  with  yron  colde 
To  sweare  that  he  more  happie  is 

than  Louers  maybe  bolde. 

For  he  in  little  space 
'    his  dreadful!  day  shall  see, 
But  Cupids  Thralls  in  dayly  griefet 
tormented  dayly  bee. 

A  thousand  deaths  they  bide 

whilst  they  in  life  remainei 
And  onely  plaints  and  stormie  thoughts 

they  are  the  Loners  gaioe. 


AN  EPITAPH 

OF  THE  DEATH  OF  MAIBTBB  TOFTOM  OF  KENT.. 

Here  may  wee  see  the  force  of  spitefull  Death 
And  what  a  sway  it  beares  in  worldly  things. 
It  neyther  spares  the  one  nor  others  breath, 
He  slayes  the  Keasers  and  the  crowned  Kings. 

Nothing  prevaales  against  bin  hatefull  hande 
He  heares  no  suters  when  they  pleade  for  life. 
The  rich  mans  purse  cannot  Deaths  powre  with* 

stande, 
Nor  Sonldiers  sworde  compare  with  fatall  knife. 


He  recketh  not  of  well  renowmed  fome 
He  forceth  not  a  whit  of  golden  Fee, 
His  greatest  ioy  is  to  obserue  the  name 
Of  such  as  seek  immortall  aye  to  bee. 

For  if  that  wealth,  blood,  lynage,  or  desait, 
Loue,  pittie,  zeale  or  friendship  mougbt  preaaiU, 
If  life  well  ledde,  if  true  unfayned  hart 
Mought  purchase  lyfe:  then  Death  had  not  assaild. 

Then  Toftons  lyfe  with  curst  and  cmell  blade 
Breaking  the  course  of  him  that  ranne  so  right 
A  race  as  he  no  stop  at  all  had  made 
Had  death  not  tript  this  Tufton  for  despight. 

The  poore  haue   lost,  the  rich  baoe  nothing 
gainde. 
The  good  haue  cause  to  moume,  the  yll  to  pUine: 
For  Tufton  was  to  all  a  Friend  unfoinde. 
Let  Kent  crie  out  that  Death  bath  Tufton  alatne. 
Yet  this  there  is  whereof  they  may  reioyce 
That  his  good  life  hath  wonne  the  peoples  voyce. 


Let  neuer  man  presume  on  worldly  wealth,** 
Let  riches  neuer  breede  a  lofUe  minde. 
Let  no  man  boast  too  much  of  perfite  health 
Let  natures  gifts  make  no  man  oner  blinde 
For  these  are  all  but  bladders  full  of  winde. 

Let  friendship  not  enforce  a  retchlesse  thought 
Let  no  desart  or  life  well  led  before. 
Let  no  renowne  or  gtorie  greatly  sought 
Make  man  forget  his  present  state  the  more: 
For  death  is  he  that  keepes  and  riddes  the  stoie. 

If  eyther  health,  or  goods  had  beene  of  powre. 
If  Natures  giftes,  or  friendship  and  good  will. 
If  lyfe  forepast  if  glories  Golden  Bowre 
Mought  haue  prevaild,  or  itopt  the  dolefaH  knill 
Of  Tufton,  then  had  Tufton  liued  still. 

But  now  you  see  that  Death  hath  qoight  nndooa 
His  last  of  lyfe,  and  put  him  to  the  foile: 
Yet  lives  the  rertue  that  aliue  he  woon. 
The  times  alone  are  shrowded  in  the  soiie: 
Thos  Death  is  ende  of  all  this  worldlesM  toile. 


IN  PRAYSE  OF  LADY  P. 

P.  SEBMES  of  Venus  stock  to  bee 

for  beauties  comely  grace 
A  Grysell  for  her  gr^uitie 

a  Helen  for  her  foce : 

A  second  Pallas  for  hir  wit, 

a  Ooddesse  rare  in  sight, 
A  Dian  for  her  daintinesse, 

shee  is  so  chaste  a  Wight 

Doe  Tew  hir  Corse  with  curioas'eie, 

eche  lim  from  top  to  toe. 
And  you  shall  say  I  tell  hot  truth 

that  doe  extoU  hir  soe. 
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The  head  as  chiefe  that  staodes  aloft 

and  ouer  looketh  all. 
With  wisedomc  is  so  fully  fraught 

as  Pallas  there  did  stall. 

Two  Sares  that  trust  no  trifling  tales 

nor  credit  blazing  brute  : 
Yet  such  againe  as  readie  are 

to  heare  the  humbles  sute. 

Hir  eies  are  such  as  will  not  gaze 

on  things  not  worthy  sight. 
And  where  she  ou^ht  to  cast  a  looke 

she  will  not  winck  in  spite. 

The  Golden  Graines  that  greedie  Guests 
from  Forraine  Countries  bring, 

Ne  shining  Phcebus  glittring  beames 
that  on  his  Godhead  spring: 

No  aoncient  Amber  had  in  price 

of  Roman  Matrons  olde 
May  be  comparde  with  splendent  haires 

that  passe  the  Venys  Golde. 

Hir  Nose  adomes  hir  countoonce  so 

in  middle  iusUy  piaster 
As  it  at  no  time  will  permit 

hir  beautie  be  defiute. 

Hir  Mouth  so  small,  hir  Teeth  so  white 

as  any  Whale  his  bone, 
Hir  Lips  without  so  liuely  red 

that  passe  the  Corall  stone. 

What  neede  I  to  describe  hir  Cheekes? 

hir  Chin?  or  els  hir  Pap? 
For  they  are  all  as  though  the  Rose 

lodge  in  the  Li  I  lies  lap. 

Wliat  should  I  stand  vpon  the  rest 

or  other  partes  depaiot; 
As  little  Hand  with  Fingers  long? 

my  wits  are  all  to  faint. 

Yet  this  I  say  in  hir  behalfe 

if  Helen  were  hir  leeke. 
Sir  Paris  neede  not  to  disdaine 

hir  through  the  Seas  to  seeke : 

Nor  Menelaus  was  vnwise 

or  Troupe  of  Troians  mad, 
When  he  with  them,  and  they  with  him, 

for  hir  such  combat  had. 

lieanders  labour  was  not  lost 
that  swam  the  surging  Seas« 

If  Hen>  were  of  such  a  hue 
wbome  so  he  sought  to  please. 

And  if  Admetus  Darling  deare 

were  of  so  fresh  a  face, 
Though  Phcebus  kept  Admetus  flock 

it  may  not  him  disgrace. 

Nor  mightie  Manors  way  the  floutes 

aiid  laughing  of  the  rest. 
If  such  a  one  were  shce  with  whomc 

iie  lay  in  Vulcans  Nest. 


If  Bryseis  beautie  were  so  brane, 

Achylles  needes  no  blame 
Who  left  the  campe  and  fled  the  field 

for  loosing  such  a  Dame. 

If  she  in  Ida  had  bene  seene 

witli  Pallas  and  the  rest, 
I  doubt  where  Paris  would  haue  chose 

Dame  Venus  for  the  best 

Or  if  Pygmalion  had  but  tane 

a  glimse  of  such  a  face, 
He  would  not  then  his  Idoll  dumme 

so  feruently  imbi'ace. 

But  what  shall  neede  so  many  wordes 
in  things  that  are  so  plainc? 

1  say  but  that  I  doubt  where  kinde 
can  make  the  like  agaioe. 


THE  LOVER 

IN  TTTBR  DISPAIUB  OP  Hit  LADIEg  aETUSnc, 
IN  ECHE  RESPISCT  COMPARSI  HIS  BSTATB 
WITH  TROTLUS. 

My  case  with  Troylos  may  compare. 
For  as  he  felt  both  sorrow  and  care : 
Euen  so  doe  1  most  Miser  Wight, 
That  am  a  Troylus  outright. 
As  ere  be  could  atchieve  his  wisb^ 
He  fed  of  many  a  dolefull  dish, 
And  day  and  night  unto  the  Skies 
The  sielie  Trojan  kcst  his  eies. 
Requesting  ruth  at  Cresids  hande 
In  whome  his  life  and  death  did  stande : 
So  night  and  day  I  spent  in  wo. 
Ere  she  hir  pittie  would  bestow 
To  quight  me  from  the  painefull  plight 
That  made  me  but  a  Martir  right. 
As  when  at  last  he  favour  founde. 
And  was  recured  of  his  wonnde. 
His  grutching  griefes  to  comfort  grue. 
And  torments  from  the  Trojan  floe : 
So  when  my  Ladie  did  remooue 
Hir  rigour,  and  began  to  looue 
Hir  Vessel  in  such  friendly  sort. 
As  might  appeere  by  outward  port: 
Then  who  began  to  joy  but  I 
That  stoode  my  Mistresse  hart  so  nie? 
Then  (as  the  Trojan  did)  I  soong 

And  out  my  Ladies  vertues  roong 

So  lowde,  as  all  the  world  could  tell 

What  was  the  meaning  of  the  Bell. 

And  as  that  pleasaunt  taste  of  ioy 

That  he  endured  had  in  Troy» 

From  sweetcs  to  sower  did  coovart. 

When  Cresida  did  thence  depart: 

So  my  forepassed  pleasures  arre 

By  spitefull  Fortune  put  a  farre 

By  hir  departure  from  this  place. 

Where  I  was  woont  to  view  hir  face. 

So  Augelike  that  shone  in  sight 

Surpassing  Phoebus  golden  light. 

As  when  that  Diomed  the  Greeke 

Had  giuen  the  Trojan  Foe  the  gleeke. 

And  reft  him  Cresids  comely  hue 

Which  often  made  his  hart  to  rue. 
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The  wofull  Troyldg  did  lament. 

And  doleful!  dayes  in  tnoarning  spent: 

So  I  bereft  my  louing  Make, 

To  sighes  and  sobbings  mee  betake, 

Repining  that  my  fortune  is 

Of  my  desired  Friend  to  misse, 

And  that  a  gnilefbll  Greeke  should  bee 

Esteemde  of  hir  in  such  degree. 

But  though  my  fortune  frame  awrie. 

And  J  dispoylde  hlr  companie 

Must  waste  the  day  and  night  in  wo, 

For  that  the  Gods  appointed  so : 

I  naythelesse  will  wishe  hir  well 

And  better  than  to  Cresid  fell. 

I  pray  she  may  haue  better  hap 

Than  beg  hir  bread  with  Dish  and  Clap, 

As  she  the  sidie  Miser  did 

When  Troytus  by  the  Spittle  rid. 

God  shield  hir  from  the  Lazars  lore 

And  lothsome  Leapers  stincking  sore. 

And  for  the  loue  I  earst  hir  bare 

1  wishe  hir  as  my  selfe  to  fare : 

My  selfe  that  am  a  Trojan  true 

As  ahee  full  well  by  trial  knue. 

And  as  King  Priams  worth ie  Sonne 

All  other  I^adies  seemde  to  shonne 

For  loue  of  Cresid :  so  doe  I 

All  Venus  Dearlings  quight  defie. 

In  minde  to  loue  them  all  aleeke. 

That  leaue  a  Trojan  for  a  Greeke. 


THE  LOUER 

DECLARBTH  WHAT  HE  WOULD  HAUE  IF  HE  MIGHT 
OBTAIN B  HIS  WISH. 

If  Gods  would  daine  to  lend 

a  listning  eare  to  mee 
And  yeelde  me  my  demaunde  at  full, 

what  thinke  you  it  to  bee? 

Not  to  excell  in  seate 

or  wield  the  Regall  Mace, 
Or  Scepter  in  such  stately  sort 

as  might  commende  the  place. 

For  as  their  Hawie  is  hie, 

so  is  their  ruine  rough. 
As  those  that  earst  have  felt  the  fall 

declare  it  well  ynough. 

Ne  woul(|  I  wishe  by  warre 

and  blondie  blade  in  fist,      / 
To  gore  the  grounde  with  giltlesse  bloud 

of  such  as  would  resist. 

For  Ti  rants  though  a  whyle 

doe  leade  their  Hues  in  ioy. 
Yet  Ti  rants  trie  in  track  t  of  time 

how  bloodshed  doth  annoy, 

I  would  none  office  crave, 

ne  Consulship  request : 
For  that  such  rule  is  full  of  rage, 

and  fraught  with  all  unrest. 

Ne  would  I  wish  for  welth 

in  great  excesse  to  flow, 
Whiche  keepes  the  Keyes  of  discords  Denne 

as  all  th«  world  doth  know. 


But  my  desire  should  fisrfe 

such  base  requests  exodl, 
That  I  might  hir  enjoy  at  will 

whome  I  do  loue  so  welL 

O  mighty  God  of  Gods 

I  were  assured  than 
In  happie  bap  him  to  surpasse 

that  were  the  happiest  man. 

Then  might  I  march  in  mirth 

with  well  contented  minde. 
And  joy  to  thinke  that  I  in  lou« 

such  blissefuU  hap  did  finde. 

What  friendly  wordes  should  w6 

together  then  recite? 
More  than  my  tongue  is  able  tell 

or  this  poore  Pen  to  write. 

Then  should  ray  hart  reioyce 

and  thereby  comfort  take. 
As  they  haue  felt  that  earst  haue  bad 

the  use  of  such  a  Make. 

If  Fortune  then  would  frowne 

or  sought  me  to  disgrace: 
The  touching  of  hir  ehinry  lip 

such  sorrowes  would  displace. 

Or  if  such  griefe  did  growe 
as  might  procure  my  smart, 

Hir  long  and  limber  armes  to  mee 
might  soone  reduce  my  hart. 

For  as  by  foming  flouds 

the  fleating  Fishes  lives: 
To  Salamanders  as  the  flame 

their  onely  comfort  gioes: 

So  doth  thy  Beautie  (P.) 

my  sorrowes  quite  expell: 
And  makes  me  fore  where  I  should  foint 

unlesse  thou  looudste  mee  well. 

And  as  by  waters  want, 

fish  folleth  to  decay, 
And  Salamander  cannot  liue 

when  flame  is  tane  away: 

So  absence  from  hir  sight 
whole  Seas  of  sorrowes  makei. 

Which  presence  of  that  Paragon 
by  secret  vertue  slakes. 

Would  Death  would  spare  to  spoyle 

and  crooked  age  to  rase 
(As  they  are  woont  by  course  of  kiode) 

Pees  beautie  in  this  case. 

Yet  though  their  rigour  rage, 
and  powre  by  proofo  be  plaine: 

If  P.  should  die  tomorrow  next, 
yet  P.  should  liue  againe. 

For  Phcenix  by  his  kinde 

to  Phoeoix  will  retume. 
When  he  by  force  of  Phoebns 

hi  scalding  skies  doe  bume. 

Then  P>  must  needes  reuiue 

that  is  a  Phcenix  plaine : 
And  P.  by  lack  of  liuely  breath 

shall  be  a  p.  againe. 
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OF  A  GEKTLEWOMAS 

THAT  VILDB  HIR  LOUER  TO  WEARS  GREENE 
BAYES  IN  TOKEN  OF  HIR  8TEOFA8T  LOVE 
TOWARDS  HIM. 

B.  TOLDE  me  that  the  Bay  would  aye  be  greene. 
And  neuer  chaunge  his  hue  for  wintera  thret: 
Wherefore  (quoth  shee)  that  plainly  may  be  seene 
What  loue  thy  Ladie  beares,  the  Lawrell  get. 

A  braunch  aloft  upon  the  Helmet  weare. 
Presuming  that  untill  the  Lawrell  die 
And  loze  his  native  colour,  I  will  beare 
A  faithful]  hart,  and  neuer  swerue  awrte. 

I  (siely  soule)  did  smile  with  ioyfull  brow 
Hoping  that  Daphnis  would  retainde  hir  hue 
And  not  haue  chaungde:  and  lykewise  that  the  tow 
>ly  Ladie  made  would  make  my  Ladie  true. 

0  Gods,  beholde  the  chaonce,  I  wore  the  Tree 
And  honoitl  it  as  stay  of  stedfast  loue: 

But  sodainly  the  Lawrell  might  I  see 

To  looke  as  browne  as  doth  the  brownest  Done.^ 

1  marveld  much  at  this  unwoonted  sight: 
Within  a  day  or  twcTcame  newes  to  mee 

That  shee  had  chaungde,  and  swarvde  hir  friend- 
ship quight 

Wherefore  affie  in  neither  trull  nor  tree. 
For  I  perceive  that  colours  lightly  chaunge, 
Aud  Ladies  loue  on  sodaine  waxeth  strau^ge. 


A^  EPITAPH  OF  MAISTER  EDWARDS 

fOMETIME  HAISHTER  OF  THE  CHILDREN  OF  THE 
CHAPPELL,  AND  GENTLEMAN  OF  LYNC0LN8 
INNE  OF  COURT. 

Ye  learned  Muses  nine 

and  sacred  sisters  all. 
Now  lay  your  cheerfull  Cithrons  downe 

and  to  lamenting  fidl. 

Rent  off  these  Garlands  greene 

doe  Lawell  Leaues  away, 
Remoove  the  Myrtell  from  your  browes 

and  stint  on  strings  to  play. 

For  he  that  led  the  daunce 

the  chiefest  of  your  traioe, 
(I  meane  the  man  that  Edwards  height) 

by  cruel!  death  is  slaine. 

Yce  Courtyers  chaunge  your  cheere, 

lament  in  wailefiill  wise. 
For  now  your  Orpheus  hath  resignde^ 

in  clay  his  Carcas  lyes. 

O  rath,  he  is  bereft 

that  whilst  he  liued  heere 
For  Poets  Pen  and  passing  lirt 

could  have  no  Englishe  Peere. 

His  raine  in  Verse  was  such, 

so  stately  eke  his  stile 
His  feate  in  forging  sugred  Songs 

with  cleane  and  curious  file. 

As  all  the  learned  Greekes 

and  Romaines  would  repine 
If  they  did  liue  againe,  to  vewe 

bis  Verse  with  scomefuU  eise. 


From  Plautus  he  the  Palme 

and  learned  Terence  wan. 
His  writings  well  decUrde  the  Wit, 

that  lurcked  in  the  man. 

O  Death  thou  stoodste  in  dread 

that  Edwards  by  his  art 
And  wisedome  would  have  scapt  thy  shaft 

and  fled  thy  furious  Dart. 

This  feare  enforste  thy  fist 

thy  cursed  Bow  to  bende» 
And  let  the  fatall  Arrow  file 

that  Edwards  life  did  ende. 

Bnt  spite  of  all  thy  spite 

when  all  thy  hate  is  tride, 
(Thou  cursed  Death)  his  earned  praise 

in  Mouth  of  Man  shall  bide. 

Wherefore  (O  Fame)  I  say 

in  trumpe  thy  lipps  applie. 
And  blow  a  blast  that  Edwards  bmte 

may  pierce  the  Golden  Skie. 

For  here  bylow  in  earth 

his  name  is  so  well  knowne: 
As  eche  that  know  his  life,  laments 

that  he  so  soone  is  gone. 


AN  EPITAPH 

ON    THE  DEATH    OF  MAISTER  ARTHUR  BROOKS 
DROWNDE  IN  PASSING  TO  NEW  HAVEN. 

At  point  to  ende  and  finish  this  my  Booke, 
Come  good  report  to  mee,  and  wild  me  write 
A  dolefull  Verse,  in  praise  of  Arthur  Brooke 
That  age  to  come  lament  his  fortune  might. 

A  gpcede  (quoth  I)  for  sure  his  Vertues  were 
As  many  as  bis  yeares  in  nuipber  few: 
The  Muses  him  in  learned  laps  did  beare. 
And  Pallas  Dug  this  daintie  Bab  did  chew. 

Apollo  lent  him  Lute  for  solace  sake 
To  sound  his  Terse  by  touch  of  stately  string. 
And  of  the  neuer  fading  Bayde  did  make 
A  Lawrell  Crowne>  about  his  browes  tg  cling. 

In  proufe  that  he  for  Myter  did  excell 
As  may  be  iudge  by  luliet  and  hir  mate: 
For  there  he  shewde  his  cunning  passing  well 
When  he  the  Tale  to  Englishe  did  translate. 

But  what?  as  he  to  forraine  Realme  was  bownd 
With  others  moe  his  Soueraigne  Sueene  to  serue. 
Amid  the  Seas  nnluckie  jrou'th  was  drownd^ 
More  speedie  death  than  such  one  did  deserue. 

Aye  mee,  that  time  (thou  crooked  Dolphin) 
Wast  thou,  Aryons  help  and  onely  stay,     [where 
That  safely  him  from  Sea  to  shore  didst  beare? 
When  Brooke  was  drownd  why  wast  thou  then 
away? 

If  sound  of  harp  thyne  eare  delighted  so 
And  causer  was  that  he  bestrid  thy  back, 
Then  doubtlesse  thou  moughst  well  on  Brooke 

bestow 
As  good  a  turne  to  sane  him  firom  the  wrack. 
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For  sure  hifl  hande  Aryon$  Harp  ezcelde^ 
HiB  pleasant  Pen  did  passe  the  others  skill. 
Who  so  his  Booke  with  indging  eie  beheld 
Gaae  thanks  to  him,  and  praisde  his  learned  qnill. 

Thou  cruell  GouIF  what  meanst  thou  to  devoure 
With  supping  Seas  a  lewell  of  such  fame? 
Why  didst  <;hou  so  with  water  marre  the  Flowre 
That  Pallas  thought  so  curiously  to  frame? 

Unhappie  was  the  Hauen  which  he  sought, 
Cruell  the  Seas  whereon  his  Ship  did  glide. 
The  windes  to  rough  that  Brooke  to  ruin  brought, 
Unskiifoil  he  that  undertooke  to  glide. 

But  sithens  teares  can  not  reuoke  the  ded, 
Nor  cries  recall  a  drowned  man  to  lande: 
Let  this  suffice  V  extall  the  lyfe  he  led 
And  print  his  praise  in  house  of  Fame  to  stande 
That  they  that  after  us  shall  bee  and  Hue 
Deserued  praise  to  Arthur  Brooke  may  give, 
quoth  G.  T. 


OP  THE  RENOWMEB  UBY,  LADY  ANNE 
COUNTESSE  WARWICK. 

Aw  Eaile  was  your  Sire  a  worthie  wight, 
A  Countesse  gave  you  Tet,  a  noble  Dame, 
An  Earie  is  your  Feere,  a  Mars  outright, 
A  Countesse  eke  your  selfe  of  bruted  fame : 
A  brother  Lord  your  Father  Earles  sonne, 
Thus  doth  reaowne  in  Lordes  and  £arles  ronne. 


You  were  welt  knowne  of  Rnssds  race  a  chiMe, 
Of  Bedford's  jbloed  that  now  doth  liue  an  Barley 
Now  Watwicks  wife,  a  warlike  man  in  6elde, 
And  Venus  Peere,  a  ritch  and  orient  Pearie, 
Wherefore  to  you  that  Sister,  Childe  and  Wife 
To  Lorde  and  Earles  are,  T  wishe  long  lifb. 

You  Alpha  were  when  I  this  Booke  begoonne 
And  formest,  as  became  your  state  did  stande. 
To  be  Omega  now  you  will  not  shoonne, 
(O  noble  Dame)  I  trust :  but  take^  with  hande 
This  ragged  rime,  and  with  a  courteous  lookc 
And  Cowntesse  eie  peruse  this  trifling  Booke. 


THE  AUTHOURS  EPILOGS    TO  HIS 
BOOKE. 

Thb  countnance  of  this  Noble  Cowntesae  marck 
When  she  thy  Verse  witli  eie  that  Saphire  like 
Doth  shine  suruayes,  let  be  thy  onely  carck 
To  notehir  Lookes:  and  if  she  ought  mislike 
Say  that  thou  shooldst  haue  hid  it  from  hir  sight, 
Thy  Authour  made  the  best  for  hir  delight 

The  worst  he  wild  in  coaert  scrole  to  lurke 
Untill  the  Beare  were  otieriickt  afViesh, 
For  why  in  deede  this  hastie  hatched  wvrke 
Resembleth  much  the  sfaapdesse  lampe  of  flesh 
That  Beares  bring  forth.  So  when  I  lick  thee  oueF 
Thou  Shalt  (I  trust)  iby  perfite  shape  recouer. 


END  or  TOL.  If. 


Ftinted  b?  I*.  DAVISON, 
Whltefriart. 
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